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"  Oh  Ballard,  Ballard  I— What  hart  thoa  done  i—A  tort  of  brave  yoaths 
otherwise  endowed  with  food  gifts,  by  thy  inducement  hast  thou  brought  to 
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'*  What  the  loftineNe  of  the  argument  requireth,  I  confesse  with 
sorrow  I  have  not  performed:  yet  have  I  willingly  bestowed  what 
pams  I  have  been  able.  I  haye  neither  in  other  works,  nor  yet  in 
this,  in  any  sort  satisfied  myselfl  Nererthelesse,  I  shaU  hold  myself 
recompensed  to  the  ftdl,  if  by  my  ready  willingnesse  to  presenre  the 
memory  of  things,  to  relate  truths,  and  to  train  up  men's  minds  to 
honesty  and  wisdom,  I  may  find  a  place  for  a  time,  amongst  the 
petty  writers  of  great  matters."— CbsMiieii,  Introduction  to  the  Annals. 


INTRODUCTION. 


When  we  were  all  about  to  move  from  Holnicote 
to  Mount  Sorel,  you  may  imagine  what  abundance  of 
old  rubbish  was  disturbed — ^what  long-hoarded  relics 
of  bygone  times  were  dragged  firom  their  mouldering 
recesses — ^what  piles  of  worm-eaten  books  and  packets 
of  time-stained  papers  brought  to  light — as  new  to  Mr. 
de  Vere  as  to  any  of  us. 

I  was  iuB  principal  companion  during  this  time,  for 
we  grew  every  day  more  and  more  attached  to  each 
other ;  as  he,  from  temper,  and  I,  from  circumstance, 
lived  a  good  deal  apart  from  the  rest  of  mankind — and 
were  both,  perhaps,  interested  rather  in  the  ideal,  than 
the  actual. 

So  we  tossed  over  these  old  papers  with  almost 
equal  interest.  To  him  they  were  precious  as  the  mon- 
uments of  his  family,  to  me,  as  records  of  that  great 
human  family  to  whom  we  equally  belonged. 

One  day,  after  we  had  been  thus  engaged — I  sorting 
some  old  books,  while  he  was  examining  the  contents 
of  a  huge  black  tnmk — after  nearly  an  hour's  silence, 
during  which  he  had  been  perusing  several  papers  with 
an  appearance  of  much  interest,  he  turned  to  me  and 
said: 

"  There,  Edmund,  is  something  for  you. — ^These  seem 


6  INTEODTTCTIOS. 

curious  fragmente  connected  with  a  very  incompre- 
hensible portion  of  our  histoty — one  that  has  oiWn 
been  the  subject  of  my  reflections.  These  papers  do 
not  properly  foim  part  of  my  family  archives,  and  I  do 
not  imdorstandi.exactlyj  how  they  came  here;  though 
I  believe  there  have  been  intermarriageB  between  the 
De  Veres  and  some  of  the  families  in  question.  The 
indifference  of  prindpals  and  the  carelessness  of  ser- 
TEnts,  jnmble  tliinga  together,  and  throw  them  into 
hands  where  they  have  properly  no  nght  to  be.  I 
stake  yon  a  present  of  the  contents  of  this  trunk, 
Edmund,  for  I  know  you  have  a  liking  for  such  things. 
Wben  you  have  nothing  better  to  do,  it  may  interest 
you  to  examine  these  papers;  and  to  exerdse  youi 
propenmty  for  scribbling,  by  giving  a  certain  form  and 
ctmnstency  to  this  fatrat  of  letters,  notes,  diaries,  and 
kw  procee^gs." 

I  accepted  the  conmiission  with  pleasure  as  a  proof 
of  confidence  and  a&ction  on  the  part  of  Mi;  de 
Vere,  at  that  time  most  predoua  to  my  heart:  but  it 
was  long  before  I'opened  the  trunk. 

When  at  length,  however,  I  came  to  examine  the 
papers,  I  found  they  had  reference  to  a  period,  and  to 
drcumstancee,  Eongularly  dark  and  mysterious :  —  I 
conceived  that  Bome  very  important  lessons  might  be 
derived  irom  this  section  of  the  history  of  our  race; 
and  I  endeavoured  to  put  the  materials  together  so  as 
to  engage  interest,  and  perhaps  excite  reflections  that 
might  possibly  be  useful : — though  no  one  can  be  more 
aware  than  I  myself  am,  of  the  imperfect  manner  in 
which  I  have  ^cecuted  my  difficult  ti^ 
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CHAPTER  L 

**  For  the  lore  of  troth  hath  been  my  scope  and  aim." — Camden. 

Let  us  picture  to  ourselves  England  at  the  latter 
end  of  the  sixteenth  century:  when — after  the  desola- 
tions and  destructions  of  that  immense  social  revolution 
which  took  place  imder  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.; 
the  short  and  well-directed  efforts  to  establish  some 
kind  of  order,  under  Edward  VI.;  the  tremendous 
reaction,  the  confusion  and  misery  of  Queen  Mary's 
reign  it  had  for  nearly  forty  years  reposed  under 
the  firm,  wise,  and  temperate  sceptre  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth. 

What  Queen  Elizabeth*s  reign  actually  was — the 
full  value  of  that  firm,  yet  moderate  system  of  govern- 
ment, which  was  then  carried  out — ^under  the  direction 
of  two  or  three  of  the  ablest  statesmen  that  ever 
appeared,  and  the  auspices  of  perhaps  the  very  cleverest 
woman  that  has  yet  existed — ^must  be  learned,  not  by  a 
comparison  with  what  we  now  see  about  us;  not  by 
what  has  succeeded;  but  by  what  went  before. 
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We  must  contrast  the  England  of  1580  with  the 
England  of  1501 : — and  though^  doubtless,  there  is  still 
much  left  to  grieve  and  sadden  the  heart  in  the  man- 
ners, the  ways  of  thinking,  the  system  of  jurispru- 
dence, and  the  conduct  of  the  government,  yet  let  any 
one  candidly  compare  that  period  of  our  history  with 
those  which  had  preceded  it,  and  a  somewhat  juster 
estimate  will  be  formed,  than  it  has  lately,  perhaps, 
been  the  fashion  to  do— of  the  immense  advances  made 
in  civilisation,  imder  the  influence  of  the  reformed 
religion — and  of  the  prodigious  increase  of  domestic 
prosperity  consequent  upon  the  government  of  that 
wise  monarch,  who  first  carried  out  its  principles  into 
actual  public  life. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  enumerate  even  the  more 
important  of  these  advances ;  I  merely  point  them  out 
as  a  subject  of  contemplation  for  the  candid  and  atten- 
tive reader  of  history.  My  business  is  with  pictures: 
my  design  to  raise  again  before  your  eye  the  scenes  of 
that  green  and  beautiful  England — ^her  soil  no  longer 
deluged  with  the  blood  of  contending  parties  —  the 
fierce  contest  of  religious  violence  assuaged — ^no  foreign 
enemy  permitted  to  set  his  foot  upon  her  sacred  shores; 
and  her  ships  and  her  commerce  circumnavigating  the 
globe. 

Imagine  her,  to  yourself,  in  all  the  graces  of  her  still 
wild  and  imsubdued  beauty. 

The  wide  extent  of  her  vast  oak  forests;  interspersed 
with  all  the  native  trees  that  enrich  our  landscapes; 
the  crimson  and  gold  of  the  beeches^  the  green  elms, 
the  scarlet  maples,  the  dark  glossy  hollies  clothing 
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ber  hilly  sides — and  hanging  thick  and  pendant  oyer 
the  gashing  streams  that  sparkled  through  her  secluded 
nDejs. 

Those  delightful  woodland  scenes  so  dear  to  the 
heart  of  the  native  Saxon;  which  Shakspeare  has 
tzBoafeired  to  his  forest  of  Arden;  scenes  where  the 
outlaw  once  had  dwelt  in  his  greenwood  bower,  under 
the  shade  of  melancholy  boughs, — where  the  red  stag 
sheltered,  and  the  herds  of  fidlow-deer  grazed  amid 
the  sonny  glades. 

But  the  forest  was  not  all  of  the  country  which  re- 
mamed  in  its  primitive  state. 

Though  most  of  the  best  land  of  England  had  long 
been  enclosed  and  cultivated,  immense  districts  remained 
in  a  state  of  nature  ;  either  as  barren  sandy  heaths — 
green  commons  of  prodigious  extent— or  black  dreary 
moors  and  mosses.  The  unredeemed  tracts  were  of  such 
extent,  that  the  aid  of  the  '*  land-pilot"  of  Coraus  was 
frequently  necessary.  Even  within  the  memory  of 
man,  a  sort  of  lighthouse  was  standing  to  guide  the 
traveller  tlirough  wastes  of  this  description,  among  the 
high  lands  of  Lincolnshire  ; — ^lands  which,  under  the 
influences  of  a  system  now  perhaps  to  be  destroyed, 
have  been  redeemed  at  a  vast  expense,  and  are  now 
waving  with  seas  of  com. 

The  fragrance  and  beauty  of  the  sandy  heaths  covered 
with  gorse,  purple  ling,  centaury,  and  hawkweed ;  the 
sense  of  freedom  and  community  of  rights  inspired  by  the 
wide  commons,  nibbled  by  flocks  of  little  black-nosed 
aheep;  the  mysteries  of  those  dark,  gloomy  moors,  as 
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imder  the  incEgo  doods  of  m  Kofember 
peopled  as  ihej  were  bj  the  HmwHrtJiion  of  the  tunes, 
with  witches,  demons,  dwaifi,  and  fidries — served  to 
eleyate  the  imaonalaon:  md.  doubtleflL  ii*Ma^  fcrae  to 
that  ardour  of  sentiment^  in  mafttea  either  of  love, 
patriotism,  or  xdigion,  which  diaftingiiished  the  penod. 

He  who  lived  in  SDcii  scenes— aat  bj  the  kady  meve, 
or  visited  ihe  silent  sizeams  twianted  bj  the  cnme^  the 
gjgiet,  the  melancholy  heron,  and  the  innnmeraUe  broods 
of  IcsBer  waterfowl — ^became  apoet  befiaze  he  was  mware 
of  it,  and  an  enthusiast  unknown  to  himspJf. 

In  spite  of  those  gloomy  passages  which  darken  ber 
history — ^but  which,  acted  upon  that  narrow  stage  then 
occupied  by  the  court  and  government,  seem  little  to 
have  affected  the  general  sentiment — England  was  % 
merry  England. 

It  was  a  free,  happy  England.  Tbe  people  of  this 
country  enjoyed  a  share  of  domestic  liberty,  and  che- 
rished a  sense  of  domestic  independence,  almost  totally 
imknown  to  the  miserable  serfs  and  peasants  of  the 
Gontment. 

The  aspect  of  the  country  gave  evidence  of  this. — ^The 
haughty  Norman  castles  might  rival  those  of  the  warlike 
barons  of  France  and  Grermany  ;  but  where  else  could 
have  been  found  the  innumerable  coimtry  houses,  built 
by  the  gentry? — ^the  men  of  the  middle  dass  of  society 
•—numbers  of  which  edifices  still  remain  to  attest  by 
thdr  splendour  the  general  difiusion  of  prosperity. 

*<  For  now/*  says  CSamden,^  began  more  noblemen's  and 
private  men's  houses  to  be  raised  here  and  there  in 
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Ei^knd;  built  with  krgenesBe,  neatnease,  and  beautifial 
show  than  ever  in  any  other  age ;  and  smely  to  the 
great  ornament  of  the  kingdom." 

l}inBl)erB  of  these  wero  erected  b j  the  Oatholic  gentry; 
a  hd  which  Butler  aoconnts  for,  by  the  circamstanoe 
of  their  owners  appearing  at  court  much  less  £requendy 
than  their  Protestant  neighbours;  and  thus  being  spared 
many  expenses  incident  to  such  habits;  but  which  at 
least  proves  that  they  were  not  so  grievously  oppressed 
by  pecuniary  fines,  as  it  is  the  pleasure  of  some  writers 
of  their  party  to  represent. 

Bushton  Hall,  in  Northamptonshire,  may  be  quoted 
as  one  of  the  most  beautiM  specimens  of  the  domestic 
architecture  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  time:  it,  with  the 
Town-Hall  of  Rothwell,  and  the  beautiful  ruin  of 
Leveden,  now  buried  in  the  sunoimding  woods,  was 
erected  by  Sir  Thomas  Tresham :  a  Catholic  gentleman  of 
wealth  and  conaderation,  though  a  great  sufferer  for  his 
religious  opinions — of  which  the  unfinished  state  of  the 
Town-Hall,  and  the  ruin  of  an  edifice  never  completed, 
^em  to  tell  the  melancholy  story. 

The  houses  of  the  farmers  and  yeomen  were  large 
and  substantial,  though  certainly  not  furnished  with 
modem  luxury.  The  stalwart  master  of  the  mansion 
sat  at  the  head  of  his  huge  oaken  board,  dispensing  their 
dally  food  to  his  hinds  and  labourers;  and,  stretched  at 
night  upon  his  hard  pallet,  thought  his  good  Queen  Bess 
not  to  be  envied  upon  her  throne. 

The  hind  or  the  peasant  sought  his  warm  thatched 
cottage,   where  the  houseleek  grew  and  the  swallow 
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liarboured,  and  cherished  no  jealous  heartburning  against 
the  man  who  fared  better  than  he. 

Exclusive  pride  on  the  one  hand,  and  that  black  heart- 
rending jealousy  which  infects  the  lower  ranks  of  society 
on  the  other,  were  alike  unknown.  Each  man  accepted 
his  rank  in  life  as  dispensed  by  the  hand  of  his  Creator; 
enjoyed  its  pleasures  frankly ;  and  never  thought  of  en- 
viously  comparing  his  lot  with  that  of  others  more 
splendid,  but  not  more  happy  than  himself. 

Even  the  very  beggar  under  the  hedge  was  a  merry 
being,  and  thought  a  ''  cup  of  ale  was  a  drink  for  a 
king." 

All  this  cheerful  harmony  of  classes,  in  which  each 
one,  forming  aportion  of  the  whole,  was  content  to  exe- 
cute his  part  in  his  proper  place — where  some  were  satis- 
fied to  perform,  though  they  were  only  to  hold  second 
and  third  violins,  and  loyally  supported  with  their  instru- 
ments the  chosen  leaders  of  the  band — is  at  an  end. 

We  must  all  play  first  fiddles  now,  or  we  become  very 
ill-humoured  and  enraged  musicians. — How  the  concert 
is  to  fare  may  be  questioned  by  the  lovers  of  the  good 
old  music ;  but  Ca  ira  is  become  the  motto  of  the  world. 

It  is  impossible  for  a  mind  of  any  imagination  not  to 
regret  in  this  picture  the  absence  of  the  monasteries, 
which,  under  the  destructive  agency  of  Henry  and  his 
minister  Cromwell,  had  altogether  disappeared. 

The  magnificent  abbey  situated  on  the  bank  of  some 
gentle  stream;  its  rich  meadows  covered  with  sheep 
and  kine — the  convent  bell  tolling  for  evening  prayer — 
the  beautiful  priory — ^the  hermit's  silent  cell — all  had 
vanished. 
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The  monk  in  his  long,  waving  gannenits,  book  in 
liand,  the  ^rp^  of  a  life  of  contemplation — the  holy 
nun — the  ancient  palmer — weie  gone.  The  tide  of 
destruction  had  swept  over  all  this,  and  the  place 
thereof  shall  know  it  no  more. 

The  unsparing  and  indiscriminate  destruction  of  the 
monasteries  was  a  very  doubtful  feature  in  the  Reforma- 
tion, and  is  still  by  many,  not  without  reason^  regretted. 
To  destroy  is  easy;  but  to  re-erect  that  which  was 
£)unded  upon  sentiment,  impossible.    The  sole  vestiges 
which  remain  of  that  life  of  learned  leisure,  devoted  to 
the  higher  purposes  of  being,  undesecrated  by  the  sordid 
straggles  of  every  day  life,  remain  in  our  two  univerd- 
des.    And  oh !  may  the  hand  of  innovation  at  least 
spare  them!    And  leave  us  these  last  relics  of  days, 
when  man,  with  all  his  errors,  lived  to  God  rather  than 
to  Mammon;  and  prized  the  regions  of  intellect  and  the 
heart's  best  freedom  better  than  whole  miles  of  smoking 
lactones,  millions  of  web- weaving  slaves,  and  mountains 
of  untold  gold. 

One  glance  at  the  different  classes  of  society  which 
then  possessed  this  lovely  land  of  England,  and  to  my 
story. 

There  was  the  queen — ay,  every  inch  a  queen^ 
wise,  courageous,  religious,  learned;  magnificent,  ac- 
complished, spirited,  and  gay.  Affable  to  the  lower 
orders,  resolute  with  the  higher.  A  lover  of  mercy, 
yet  of  unflinching  severity  injustice;  splendid,  yet  fru- 
gal of  her  people's  money;  emulous  of  peace,  prepared 
for  war.  The  noble  leader  of  the  great  march  of  intel- 
lect  which  then  began  for  the  world  of  Europe;  the 


leliige  of  the  distresBed  cbuzcfaes;  the  mother  of  the 
zefonn;  the  champion  of  dyil  and  religions  liberty 
throughout  the  world. 

Yes — ^religious  toleiatioin  and  equal  justice  were  inr- 
scribed  upon  her  banners  and  engraved  upon  her  heart; 
and  it  was  not  till  the  insupportable  attempts  at  usur-^ 
pation  on  the  part  of  the  Boman  pontiJOT,  and  the  un«- 
prindpled  proceedings  of  his  emisRarieB  here,  drove  her 
into  a  contest  with  the  ancient  religion  for  life  and 
erown,  that  she  departed  £rom  those  principles  of  in- 
dulgence and  mercy. 

The  history  of  the  times  teams  with  proofi  of  the 
truth  of  this  assertion. 

See  her  in  her  rich  dress  and  ruff  stiff  with  gold; 
her  small  crown  upon  her  royal  head;  her  bosom 
covered  with  inappreciable  jewels;  her  train  of  velvet 
and  ermine,  borne  by  that  nobleman  who  follows  her. 

The  people  shout — the  people  rend  the  welkin  with 
the  voice  of  firank  enthusiastic  love  and  loyalty;  while 
she,  turning  &om  side  to  side,  rejoices  in  their  joy,  and 
answers  their  vociferous  greetings  with — 

^  I  thank  you,  meun  peuple — God  bless  you  too, 
myne  peuple." 

A  noble  aiistocracy  surrounded  this  queen — Arundel 
and  Norfolk,  De  Grey  of  Wilton,  Howard  of  Effingham, 
St  John  of  Bletso,  Nevilles,  Stanleys,  Devereux,  and 
De  Veres. 

Men  of  true  ancient  blood,  witLaU  the  associations 
and  long  honourable  memories  which  cleave  to  those  of  a 
high  descent,  whose  ancestors  slumber  in  our  hoary  ca- 
thedrals, their  time-honoured  banners  waving  overhead. 
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Nor  W88  l&at  other  nofaolitj  waadng,  ihftt  azistocacy 
of  God's  own  fimnii^ — the  men  of  ezpaiunTe  intdlect, 
danng  geniiis,  and  lofty  pcinGiples — the  Bndeigfa^  the 
Walflbigfafliiffi,  the  Baoana,  the  Hattmrn.  Men  selected 
by  her  own  aagacioiia  eye,  and  endowed  with  the  highest 
dignities  about  her  throne.  An  innumerable  troop  of 
knights,  esquires,  and  gentlemen  followed;  the  bold  and 
spirited  sens  of  those  who  had  fought  in  the  fields  of 
Fnmce.  Nor  were  wauling  the  substantial  citiaena  in 
theb  fiizied  gowns  and  gold  chains,  riyaling  in  weahh 
the  bur^ieD  of  Flanders.  As  for  the  infisrior  dasKs  of 
aodety,  they  were^  as  I  haTe  said  above,  fiank-hearted, 
ample,  ocntent,  and  merry.  They  had  little  faixaxy, 
bat  mndh  sport:  few  newspapers,  but  many  pasdmes. 
Plenty  of  air,  plenty  of  laughter,  and  abundance  of 
song — for  every  one  was  a  minstrel  in  his  way,  from 
Hodge  who  whistled  at  his  plough,  to  the  milkmaid 
lilting  under  her  pail. 

What  makes  all  our  fine  slip-slop  dairymaids  and 
firee-thinking  journeymen,  so  silent  now? 

The  old  song  is  right,  they  were  '^  golden  days 
those  of  good  Queen  Bess." 

Hearts  beat  warm,  and  fSmcy  ran  high.  The  new  dis- 
covered realms  of  the  west  excited  the  imagination  to  the 
most  romantic  adventures;  the  newly-discovered  and 
iar  more  ^orious  realms  of  thought  exercised  yet  higher 
influence.  While  the  struggles  of  two  opposing  systems 
of  religion  accustomed  men  to  martyrdom — ^in  other 
words,  to  the  sacrifice  of  the  actual  to  the  spiritual,  of 
the  present  to  the  fixture,  of  the  body  to  the  soul — and 
thus  raised  the  tone  of  the  himian  character. 
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Love  and  friendsliip  reigned  tritunpliant  in  those  high 
devoted  hearts. — The  generous  loves,  and  the  ardent 
friendships  maintained  through  life  and  death  by  the 
gaUant  youths  of  those  days,  are  among  the  most  pa- 
thetic pages  of  its  wild  and  romantic  story. 


The  influence  which  their  intense  feelings  upon  the 
subject  of  religion  exercised  upon  the  minds  of  the 
generality  of  men  in  those  times,  would  astonish  the 
cold-blooded  reasoners  and  philosophers  of  ours. 

A  littie  more  must  be  said  upon  that  nead  before 
terminating  a  preface,  perhaps  already  too  long. 

It  is  difficult  to  realise  to  the  mind  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  the  hold  which  religion  had  upon  the  humaa 
heart  in  the  sixteenth.  The  devoted  loyalty  to  an 
ancient  Church,  and  what  they  esteemed  tiie  honour 
of  God  on  the  one  side — the  deep  reverence  for  truth, 
and  the  enthusiastical  defence  of  what  they  looked 
upon  as  the  cause  of  Christ,  upon  the  other.  The  abhor- 
rence with  which  those  of  the  old  Church  stigmatised 
what  they  esteemed  the  licentious  impieties  of  the  new 
^^the  still  deeper  horror  with  which  the  barbarous 
cruelties  of  that  Church  were  regarded  by  the  reformed. 

Every  passion  of  hmnan  nature  was  enlisted  on  either 
ride;  and  while  we  weep  over  the  martyred  sjdnts  who 
fell  in  the  cause  of  religious  emancipation,  let  us  shed 
a  tear  over  tiiose  other  victims  of  mistaken  principles, 
the  disciples  of  that  Roman  priesthood,  who,  blinded  by 
casuistry,  and  betrayed  by  her  assumption  of  spiritual 
authority,    yielded  their   pasrive   consciences  to  the 
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guidanoe  of  men,  too  frequentlj  the  mere  agents  of  un- 
pimcipled  amlntion,  and  many  of  whom,  there  is  too 
nrach  reason  to  suspect,  were  mibelievers  in  the  yeiy 
fizst  rudiments  of  those  doctrines  which  they  supported 
irith  such  barbarous  pertinacity. 

The  reign  of  Elizabeth  was  one  unremitting  contest 
against  these  dark  and  dangerous  fo'rces;  in  the  course 
of  which  she  was  precipitated  into  measures,  which 
haye  cast  upon  her  name  the  brand  of  a  cruelty,  abhor- 
rent to  her  heart  and  foreign  to  her  character. 

But  it  was  a  fearful  struggle  Which  she  had  to  maintain, 
not  against  the  battle-sword  flashing  in  the  &ce  of  day^ 
&jat  she  had  met  and  overcome — ^but  against  the  secret 
faiife,  the  hidden  intrigue,  the  insidious  power  of  the 
whispexing  tongue;  against  mysterious  enemies  creep* 
ing  in  darkness  from  house  to  house;  poisoning  the  ear 
of  her  subjects,  dissolving  the  ties  'of  allegiance,  sub- 
verting the  very  foundations  of  good  faith  between 
man  and  man,  by  their  villanous  doctrines  of  equivo- 
cation and  falsehoods. 

The  very  men  who  in  secret  awaited  the  favourable 
moment  for  open  rebellion,  being  instructed  to  affect 
every  outward  appearance  of  patriotism  and  loyalty  till 
the  hour  of  vengeance  should  arrive.  Can  we  marvel 
that  a  government  thus  situated,  foimd  itself  compelled, 
each  succeeding  year,  to  have  recourse  to  measures  of 
increasing  severity? 

But  this  history  seems,  of  late  years,  to  have  been 
strangely  misrepresented — and  possibly  owing  to  the 
undue  authority  attached  to  the  representations  of  the 
Catholic  writers  of  that  day,  most  of  them  Jesuits, 
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whose  principles  with  regard  to  the  sacredness  of  truth, 
should  render  them  very  suspicious  witnesses  in  any 
matter  where  their  own  interests  or  prejudices  are  con- 
cerned. 

I  will  further  take  leave  to  remind  the  reader,  who 
may  not  lately  have  looked  into  this  portion  of  our 
history,  that  several  of  the  priests  living  upon  the  con- 
tinent, seeing  the  favourable  manner  in  which  religion 
appeared  to  be  settled  under  Queen  Elizabeth,  feared 
that  the  Catholics  might,  in  spite  of  the  issue  of  the 
celebrated  bull,  finally  be  lost  to  the  papal  authority.* 
For,  provided  they  were  allowed  the  consolation  of 
their  own  ceremonies  in  private,  the  majority  made 
little  scruple  of  outwardly  conforming  and  attending 
upon  the  services  of  the  Church  of  England,  which  was 
indeed  regarded  by  many  as  merely  a  branch  &om  their 
own.    In  consequence  of  this  apprehension.  Cardinal 
Allen,  Father  Parsons,  &c.  &c.,  founded  seminaries  at 
Douay,  Rheims,  Rome,  and  elsewhere — for  the  educa- 
tion of  priests  destined  to  the  English  mission.     These 
young  men  were  brought  up  in  the  most  exaggerated 
ultramontane  principles;  and  in  habits  of  the  most  un- 
limited obedience  to  the  commands  of  their  religious 
superiors;  and  were,  together  with  the  Jesuits — secretly 
introduced  into  the  kingdom — employing  their  time  in 
journeying  in  various  disguises,  from  house  to  house, 

•  The  fines  for  recnsancy,  during  the  first  eleven  years  of  EUzabeth, 
in  &ct,  until  the  bull  of  Pius  Quintus  was  issued,  were  only  one  shU- 
Ung  for  each  Sunday.  And  though  she  reftiaed,  in  spite  of  the 
instanoes  of  the  Spanish  Ambassador,  to  allow  them  churches,  they 
were  allowed  undisturbed  to  celebrate  the  ceremonies  of  their  religion 
in  thehr  private  houses. 
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reconcOiiig,  as  it  was  called,  the  English  Catholics  to 
Borne:  that  is  to  say,  dissolving  the  ties  which  bound 
them  to  their  soYereign — ^taking  them  out  of  the  hands 
of  their  native  priests,  and  under  this  new  guidance, 
leading  them  to  renounce  their  allegiance  under  pain 
of  excommunication — and  to  embrace  principles  in- 
compatible with  anj  regular  government,  and  subver- 
ave  of  an  social  order. 

The  perversion  of  ideas,  with  respect  to  the  regard 
due  to  existing  authority,  to  the  sacred  nature  of  oaths, 
and  to  the  duties  of  patriotism — and  the  necessity  of 
defiling  the  conscience  by  the  practice  of  constant 
equivocation  hence  arising — ^laid  the  foundation  of  the 
8QIT0W8  and  the  crimes  which  ensued. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

"  Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me, 
Bicher  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments  cost." 

There  was  a  royal  fete  going  on  In  the  splendid 
halls  of  the  Pakce  of  Old  Westminster. 

The  lofty  and  magnificent  apartment  was  hung  with 
tapestry  of  the  richest  and  most  varied  hues,  and  the 
roofing,  cornices,  and  grovings,  glittered  with  burnished 
gold,  reflecting  the  light  of  innumerable  sconces  filled 
with  prodigiously  thick  wax  candles,  that  blazed  aroimd. 
On  the  tapestry  was  represented  the  story  of  the  Ten 
Virgins,  from  the  EvangeKst,  in  Kving  forms  and  glow- 
ing  dyes  proper  to  that  age  when  the  art  of  design  had 
attained  to  so  much  perfection,  and  that  of  producing 
the  most  splendid  colours  was  so  well  understood. 

The  blessed  virgins  with  their  flaming  lamps,  almost 
seemed  to  live  again,  and  illuminate  the  scene;  while 
the  miserable,  rejected  sisterhood,  with  their  exhausted 
oil,  gave  depth  and  relief  to  the  picture. 

The  vast  room  was  crowded  with  gay  and  splendid 
groups,  such  as  long  had  adorned  the  court  of  that 
brave  old  queen. 

She  sat  at  the  head  of  the  apartment,  upon  a 
costly  carved  chair  covered  with  cloth  of  gold,  elevated 
upon  a  dais,  and  imder  a  splendid  canopy — ^looking 


PATHEB  DABCT*  21 

like  an  aged  lion  whose  spirit  and  courage  yet  re- 
mained unextinguished,  in  spite  of  the  wrinkles  of  age, 
sod  the  inroads  of  time  and  care. 

And  yet,  those  who  had  loved — and  many  there 
were  who  had  truly  and  deeply  loved — that  great 
though  fitulty  woman,  might  discern  an  expression 
upon  her  £eu^  which  it  was  painful  to  consider  too 
attendvely;  for  the  high-spirited,  courageous,  yet  &esh 
and  cheerful  countenance,  had  been  exchanged  for  one 
where  anxiety  was  mingled  with  what  might  almost  be 
called  fierceness.  The  red  eye  glared,  the  mouth  was 
stem  and  resolved^  the  whole  air  told  the  tale  of  that 
long  contention  with  insidious  and  secret  foes  and  un- 
sparing open  enemies,  which  had  embittered  the  last 
twenty  years  of  her  life. 

A  contest  which  had  without  intermission  been  sus- 
tained ever  since  that  fatal  bull  of  Pius  V.  had  con- 
Terted  religious  dissidents  into  political  traitors,  and 
had  rendered  a  temper  naturally  just,  tolerant,  and  in- 
dulgent, suspicious  and  severe. 

The  blood,  too,  of  so  many  she  had  personally  known 
— and  of  some  whom  she  had  personally  loved — which 
had  been  shed  upon  the  scafibld,  laid  heavy  at  her  heart. 
She  had  suffered  deeply,  as  her  waverings  and  irre- 
solutions prove,  before  she  could  bring  herself  to  sign 
the  sentences.  And  she  had,  perhaps,  taken  refuge  in 
the  endeavour  to  render  herself  insensible  to  the  dread- 
ful subject,  and  thus  to  preserve  the  equilibrium  of  her 
too  excitable  mind;  but  such  a  resource  against  the 
sdngs  of  regret,  it  may  be  of  remorse,  infallibly  tends 
to  harden  the  character. 
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*  Yet  there  as  she  sat — ^gorgeously  attired-^littering 
with  jewels,  and  every  inch  a  queen — ^filled  as  that 
chamber  was  with  men  of  all  descriptions,  of  differing 
religions,  of  various  political  opinions,  and  of  conflict- 
ing interests,  few  among  them  all,  we  might  almost  say 
scarce  one,  but  revered  in  heart  that  aged  monarch; 
few,  we  might  almost  say  not  one,  but  would  have 
drawn  his  sword  to  defend  her. 

No  longer  mingling  in  the  galliard,  and  dancing,  high 
and  disposedly,  herself;  there  she  sat,  still  surrounded 
by  her  troops  of  gallant  ^vourites — the  wise,  the  beau- 
tiful,  the  able,  and  the  good  :  for  among  such  were  her 
favourites  chosen.  Last,  but  not  least,  there  stood  that 
one,  who  could  not  be  called  graceM — could  scarcely 
even  be  called  beautiful,  but  whose  brave  and  gallant 
spirit  had  won  her  heart:  her  mother's  heart  it  was, 
which  had  yearned  to  the  proud  petulant  boy,  because 
his  temper  was  full  as  fiery  and  lofty  as  had  ever  been 
her  own. 

Her  Essex  was  there — and  the  aged  Burleigh  was 
there — and  his  nearly  equally  able  son,  afWwards  Earl 
of  Salisbury  ;  and  Hatton,  the  accomplished  gentleman 
and  the  man  of  temperate  judgment  and  sound  good 
sense;  and  Hunsdon,  and  Raleigh,  and  Blunt,  and 
numbers  whose  names  it  is  useless  to  recapitulate. 

'*  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold. 
Sublime  thdr  8tar-dad  fhmts  tliey  rear,  .... 
Mid  the  rest  a  fonn  divine, 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  royal  line." 

Of  such  was  the  group  composed,  which  more  imme- 
diately surrounded  the  queen. 
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The  haU  lower  down  was  filled  with  beautiiul  and 
dislingiiiahed-looking  figures,  all  splendidly  attired — 
some  were  dancing,  some  walking  round  the  room,  some 
stdng  on  the  gold  and  crimson  benches  that  suxxoimded 
Ae  apartment :  a  gay  crowd  actuated  by  the  same 
pasoions,  and  employed  in  much  the  same  conversations, 
gay  or  sad,  which  occupy  youth  and  beauty  at  such  times 
in  aU  ages. 

Will  you  walk  round  the  hall  with  me,  and  cast  your 
eyes  upon  these  groups  ?  I  will  single  out  a  few  in  whom 
I  am  deeply  interested,  and  point  them  out  to  your  ob- 
servation. 

Look  upon  that  splendid  seat,  which  stands  in  a 
comer  of  the  hall;  it  is  somewhat  obscurely  situated,  not 
for  want  of,  but  it  is  darkened  by  excess  of^  light ;  it 
stands  so  near  one  of  those  flashing  sconces,  that  your 
dazzled  eye  can  scarcely  see  the  features  or  countenances 
of  those  who  occupy  it;  while  the  loud  cheerfiil  voice  of 
die  trumpets,  clarions,  and  flutes,  which  are  sounding  the 
gaDiard,  conceals  what  is  said  from  all  but  you  and  me. 

There  are  two  people  sitting  upon  that  low  seat 
— a  gentleman  and  a  young  lady.  The  gentleman  is 
dressed  in  a  rich  suit  of  black  satin  laid  thick  with 
gold  lace  ;  his  doublet  is  of  cloth  of  gold;  the  black 
doak  which  hangs  over  one  shoulder  is  lined  with  plush, 
and  ornamented  with  silk  and  gold  tassels  and  laces  ; 
the  dress  is  costly,  and  is  that  of  a  man  of  easy  fortune  ; 
it  has  cost  him  130/.,  such  as  pounds  were  in  Queen 
Elizabeth's  days : — ^but  we  will  have  done  with  his  dress  ; 
look  at  him  again.    He  is  perhaps  scarcely  what  you 
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would  call  young — ^he  may  be  eight-and-twenty  or  thirty 
years  of  age  ;  lie  is  somewhat  above  the  middle  stature, 
with  thick  dark  brown  hair  closely  cut,  waving  rather 
than  curling  round  his  head.  His  features  are  rather  of 
the  ordinary  stamp,  neither  veiy  handsome  nor  the  con« 
trary ;  but  there  is  something  in  the  expression  of  both 
face  and  figure,  which  no  one  can  pass  by  without 
noticing. 

There  is  an  energy  of  thought,  a  vehemence,  a  pas- 
aon,  a  resolution  and  force  of  character,  displayed  in  the 
whole  outward  man,  which  cannot  be  mistaken  or  over- 
looked. The  dark  eye  melts  and  flashes — ^is  ardent,  is 
impassioned,  is  stem,  is  almost  cruel  by  turns;  and  yet 
there  is  a  depth  of  sensibility  when  it  expresses  the 
softer  feelings,  which  steals  into  the  very  heart  of  those 
he  loves — and  excites  in  return  an  affection  that  is  almost 
incredible — such  is  its  intensity.  He  is  bom  to  exer- 
cise the  most  extraordinary  and  romantic  influence  over 
the  circle  in  which  he  moves,  for  he  is  devotedly,  he  is 
immeasurably  beloved  by  his  intimates  and  friends.  To 
the  world  in  general,  he  has  been  till  of  late  little  known, 
and  that  chiefly  as  the  wildest  among  the  most  bois- 
terous of  his  age — as  the  most  reckless  of  revellers,  the 
most  enterprising  of  brawlers,  the  most  exaggerated  in 
every  extravagance,  the  most  unrestrained  in  every 
licence — at  the  tavern,  at  the  tennis,  at  the  theatre,  at 
the  gaming-table,  at  the  banquet,  at  the  masque;  who 
so  wild,  so  excited,  so  intoxicated  as  he  ? 

The  lady  who  sits  by  him,  is  attired  in  fair  white 
satin,  with  a  fall,  as  it  was  called,  of  the  richest  Flanders 
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koe ;  and  lier  fine  xiataTal  hair  drawn  up,  and  diesBed 
aoooiding  to  the  fiuhion  of  the  day,  yet  with  a  certain 
pure  and  beautiful  nmplicity — ^which,  indeed,  charao- 
tenses  her  whole  appearance* 

Her  features  are  of  the  meet  exquiflite  delicacrfr  of  out- 
line ;  it  is  a  fiuse  such  as  Raphael  would  have  chosen 
as  a  model  for  the  Virgin  Mother ;  hut  there  is,  if  pos- 
able,  something  still  less  of  the  woman,  and  still  more 
of  the  angel  than  even  his  divine  imagination  has 
painted.  The  transparent  whiteness  of  her  fair  skin,  is 
scarcely  tinted  by  the  slightest  blush  of  colour  ;  but  is 
relieved  firom  insipidity  by  a  certain  holy  darkness  that 
surrounds  her  eyes  ;  her  expression  is  calm,  rather  than 
serene.  Indeed  a  shade  of  melancholy,  and  lines  which 
bespeak  firmness  and  determination  of  character,  may 
be  detected  imder  the  tranquil  stillness  of  her  deport- 
ment 

The  young  man  is  imploring  some  fiivour  with  a 
force  and  earnestness  which  seem  scarcely  compatible 
with  the  careless  animation  of  the  surrounding  scene. 
She  listens,  though  she  will  not  consent,  while  her 
serene  and  holy  eyes  meet  his  calmly. 

"  Tou  will  not  dance  a  corant  with  me.  Tou  will 
not  pace  a  cinque  pace — ^yet  this  once — ^this  once 
more — though  it  be  the  last  time  we  arc  ever  to  tread 
a  measure.  This  once,  Grace — ^unutterably  beauteous 
(xrace — this  once.  ....'' 

Such  were  his  pleadings. 

«*  No-— why  I  am  here  I  know  not ;  why,"  looking 
down  upon  her  sparkling  carcanet  of  jewels,  ''why  I  am 
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here  at  all,  I  know  not.    My  heart  is  fax  fiom  such 
scenes.     What  have  I  to  do  in  this  reveliy?" 

^*  And  why  not  ?  Why  should  you  not  adorn  that 
old  lion-hearted  woman's  court — ^the  fidrest  among  the 
wondrously  fisdr  now  surrounding  her  like  as  it  were  a 
sunny  blaze  and  glory  of  beauty.  Why  not  you,  fairest 
Ghuce?  It  is  true  your  eyes  are  like  those  of  the  Virgin 
Mother  herself— your  face  as  that  of  one  of  the  hea- 
venly host  We  are  not  worthy  even  to  oflfer  worship  to 
thee,  saint  and  beauteoiis  virgin.  Yet,  why  shouldst 
thou  be  thus  adorned,  and  these  and  all  innumerable 

graces  lavished  on  thee and  all — ^but  for  man's 

despair  I*'  he    added,   vehemently,   passionately,    bit- 
terly. 

^^  Talk  not  to  me  in  this  way,  Robert,"  said  she, 
casting  down  those  beauteous  eyes;  and  assuming, 
quite  unconsciously,  the  expression  of  that  heavenly 
purity  and  modesty  which  the  immortal  painter  has 
given  to  that  holy  mother  of  whom  we  spoke,  that 
tender  type  of  womanhood.  ''Oh,  where  have  you 
learned  this  sad  profanity  in  your  speech? — Do  you 
think  to  please  me,  anful  and  feeble  woman  as  I  am^ 
by  comparisons  such  as  these !  Comparisons  with  that 
glorious  Queen  of  Heaven — ^whose  honour,  alas!  in 
these  days  of  atheism  and  blasphemy,  is  forgotten  and 

obscured. — It  ought  not  to  be  so  with  you But 

hope  not  to  please  me  by  such  impieties — ^impieties 
repulsive  to  my  heart !" — 

And  she  turned  away  from  him. 

''  Impieties  I — ^blasphemy  I — ^Nay,"  said  he,  his  counte* 
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nnice  suddenly  changing,  and  a  dafimess  ovenpreading 

liis  wonderfiiUj  expressiYe  eye — "  who  knows?' .... 

He  was  for  a  moment  plunged  into  deep  thought^ 
thai  lie  said: 

"Angel  wcndiipper  with  a  holy  and  persecuted 
church; — ^thy  reproof  is  just  T 

"  Yet  most  unjust,"  he  added,  significantly. 

Then  he  lose  fit)m  his  seat  in  a  reckless  kind  of 
mmner;  as  if  just  or  not,  he  was  one  to  defy  reproach; 
and,  leaving  her  side,  advanced  to  where  another  most 
lovely  and  blooming  creature  sat 

If  the  fair  creature  whom  he  had  quitted  was  beau- 
tiful, with  all  that  holy  and  spiritual  beauty  which  I 
have  attempted  to  describe— the  one  he  approached  was 
of  a  far  different  appearance. 

No  blooming  rose  just  bursting  into  blow,  was  ever 
more  fair,  more  rich  in  colouring — more  replete  with 
all  earth's  brightest  charms  than  she. 

Her  black  abundant  hair  fell  in  richest  curls  over  her 
swelling  cheek,  which  bloomed  with  nature's  brightest 
roses;  those  large  gray  eyes  sparkled  in  their  sweetness; 
that  lovely  mouth  spoke  all  the  tenderness  of  her 
warm  and  feeling  heart.  Her  figure  was  beautiM  and 
noble,  though  of  the  middle  size; — it  seemed  roimded 
by  health,  and  a  youth  of  joy. 

l£  one  yotmg  lady  might  be  taken  as  the  type  of  the 
holy  beauty  of  the  angelic  host;  the  other  was  the 
child  of  the  laughing  earth,  when  she  pours  forth  the 
wealth  of  her  enjoyments  and  her  glories  around. 

But  look  at  those  dark  gray  eyes;  see  how  they 
flash  as  he  approaches ! — Can  you  see  her  heart  beating 
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Thej  are  bodi  jomiger  than  those  joa  saw  at  die 
odier  end  of  die  room.  Hie  young  man  is  dressed  in 
a  suit  of  white  satin  and  ahrer  tissue,  laid  all  over  widi 
aher  koe;  his  doak  of  white  satin  fined  with  peach- 
cdoored  plnsh,  and  ridily  embroidered  and  ornamented 
ifith  silvery  hangs  negligendy  orer  one  aim. 

He  is  a  diaiming-looking  peison,  tall,  £iir,  wdl-pro- 
poartioned ;  ereiy  moTement  of  his  figure  is  full  of 
grace ;  he  is  almost  the  perfection  of  c^^ening  manly 
beanty;  his  fine  coontenance  bespeaks  at  <mce  oneigy, 
sensibility,  goodness,  and  truth;  and  in  qpite  of  the 
extreme  eVgance  of  his  dress  and  aiyeanmce,  there 
is  a  simffcity  and  air  of  ingenuous  candour  about  him 
ndiich  is  inexpresBibly  attracUTe,  united  to  a  qniit, 
fince,  and  dignity,  above  his  years.  He  is  bending 
down  and  speaking  to  the  sweet  pret^  young  lady 
who  nts  a  fittle  before  him;  her  white  flowing  dress 
falling  softly  in  ckHids  over  the  crimson  stool  she  occu« 
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fnes;  lier£dr  hairliaiigB  abundant  lound  her  thioat  and 
fioe;  and  her  eyes  so  blue,  bo  ingenuous,  so  simple,  so 
dear,  are  lifted  up  to  him,  as  he  speaks,  with  a  pleased 
attention. 

You  might  not  suppose  it,  but  so  it  is — ^that  simple, 
unpretending  girl  is  the  heiress  of  broad  lands  and 
splendid  haDs;  but  she  has  lived  retired,  and  her  life 
has  been  spent  in  those  boweiy  green  retreats,  imbibing 
the  sweetest  influences  of  nature;  and  protected  by  her 
widowed  father.  She  has  escaped  the  infections  of  a 
court,  and  been  sheltered  from  those  storms  which 
agitate  the  society  around  her. 

The  father  of  Evelyn,  Mr.  Mulsho  of  Goddeshurst 
in  Buckinghamshire,  was  a  gentleman  of  considerable 
fortune,  educated  in  the  Catholic  Church,  to  whose  creed 
and  discipline  he  still,  in  a  great  measure,  adhered;  he 
was,  however,  of  a  reasoning  and  philosophic  turn  of 
mind,  and  of  a  temper  the  most  benevolent  and  humane. 

His  whole  soul  had  revolted  at  the  childish  bigotiy 
and  barbarous  cruelties  of  Queen  Mary's  reign;  and 
contrasting  the  confusion  and  misrule  of  those  unhappy 
years  with  the  peace,  tranquillity,  and  equal  justice,  of 
her  great  sister's  sway,  he  had  uniformly  supported  the 
government,  and  had,  with  a  great  number  of  the 
Catholic  gentry  at  the  time  of  the  Armada,  come  openly 
forward  to  offer  his  purse  and  his  sword  in  the  defence 
of  the  common  country. 

In  the  schism  which  had  long  secretly  rent  asunder 
the  Catholic  party — ^between  the  Catholics  of  the  old 
English  school,  who,  with  the  spirit  of  their  forefathers, 
resisted  the  usurpations  of  the  Roman  pontiff,  and  the 
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disciples  of  the  Jesuits  and  seminary  priests,  who  weie 
devoted  to  Rome  with  a  blind  fimatidsm  imknown  be- 
fore in  this  country — ^Mr.  Mulsho  had  resolutely  ad- 
hered to  the  ancient  party,  or,  as  it  was  called,  that  of 
Queen  Mary's  priests. 

The  moderation  of  his  opinions,  the  excellence  of  his 
imderstanding,  and  the  even  tranquil  course  of  his  life, 
had  won  the  esteem  of  all  men,  and  few  were  more 
welcome  at  the  court  of  Queen  Elizabeth  than  he. 

At  that  court  he,  however,  but  rarely  appeared;  he 
was  jealous  for  his  motherless  daughter,  and  lived  with 
her  retired  at  his  coimtry-«eat,  only  associating  with  a 
few  of  the  Catholic  families  in  the  neighbourhood; 
avoiding  as  far  as  was  in  his  power  any  very  familiftT 
intercourse  with  those  who  had  yielded  themselves  up 
to  the  new  and  dangerous  influences  of  the  Jesuits. 
These,  however,  were  chiefly  to  be  foimd  among  the 
younger  and  more  rash  and  inexperienced  men. 

''  AhT'  said  the  temperate  and  judicious  Hatton, 
'*  they  do  not  go  about  to  seduce  the  ancient  and  dis- 
creet men,  for  they  (as  the  priests  say)  be  too  cold;  but 
they  assail  with  their  persuasions  the  younger  sort,  and 
of  those  the  most  ripe  wits,  whose  high  hearts  and  am- 
bitious minds  do  carry  them  headlong." 

But  to  return  to  the  ball-room. 

The  effect  produced  upon  the  character,  by  the  dif- 
ferent schools  of  religious  opinion  in  which  it  had  been 
formed,  was  exemplified  in  the  three  young  ladies  before 
us — a  contrast  which  the  most  careless  reader  of  history 
cannot  help  remarking  between  the  great  leaders  and  cap- 
tains of  the  contending  parties  for  and  against  the 
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lefonn:  between  Guise  and  Coligny — ^the  Duke  of 
Alya  and  William  of  Qnuige — Heniy  of  Navane  and 
Heniy  of  Anjoa — ^Maiy  and  Elizabeth  of  England: 
and  80  for  the  rest  The  education  which  Evelyn 
Mulsho  had  received,  though  nominally  Catholic,  par- 
took of  the  enlightened  opinions  upon  moral  and  reli- 
gious subjects  which  took  rise  in  her  day;  and  her 
manner  and  countenance  showed  their  eSocL 

The  same  remark  might  apply  to  the  two  other  young 
ladies;  the  cold  ascetic  beauty  of  the  one,  the  somewhat 
too  animated  graces  of  the  other^  contrasted  with  the 
sweet,  innocent  smile,  the  gentleness,  cheeifiilness,  and 
ineffiible  dmidicity  of  the  third. 

There  are  several  other  pleasing  and  high-bred  young 
men,  intimate  friends  of  the  gentlemen  above  described, 
who  take  part  in  this  royal  entertainment. 

There  was  Mr.  Winter, .  an  intelligent,  animated 
young  man,  in  his  tawny  satin  suit,  cut  and  embroidered, 
and  slashed  with  tawny  doth  of  tissue,  and  ornamented 
with  abundance  of  .tawny-coloured  lace,  dancing  away 
with  all  the  gaiety  proper  to  his  age.  There  was 
the  common  friend  of  them  all,  Francis — in  a  suit  of 
murrey  satin — ^no  one  much  likes  Francis,  he  is  so  cold 
and  cautious  in  his  demeanour;  and  Winter  makes  sport 
of  his  grave,  pondering  face,  as  he  flashes  gaily  by, 
dancing  with  that  fidrest  Bridges,  whose  syren  smiles 
ship-wrecked  a  &r  mightier  than  he. 

And  there  is  that  tall  man  with  his  half  Scottish, 
half  Norman  features,  his  hooked  nose,  and  his  some- 
what high  cheek-bones — ^he  is  a  gentleman  pen^oner, 
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and  he  well  beoomeB  the  gaud j  dress  he  weaxsi  as  he 
paces  about  the  room;  he  is  called  Th<nnas« 

The  aged  queen  looks  on  with  her  red  and  fiery  eye, 
and  her  countenance  softens  into  indnlgenceand  IdndnesB, 
as  she  watches  the  gay  revelleis,  and  marks  the  glittering 
groups  pass  and  repass,  and  glide  away  in  the  intricacies 
of  the  dance. 

She  is  happy  at  this  moment  herself;  for  her  iaYourite 
sits  near  her  feet,  conversing  in  that  delight&l  and 
spirited  manner  which  has  perhaps  pleased  her  too  welL 
She  does  not  perceive,  luckily,  that  his  eyes  fall  more 
often  than  they  ought  to  do,  upon  his  fairest  Bridges — 
that  courtly  coquette  who  is  dancing  so  daintily  along. 

He  is  talking  to  his  royal  mistress  of  Cadiz,  and  of 
the  sultry  suns  and  splendid  cities  of  Spain,  of  her 
towering  sierras,  her  magnificent  cathedrals,  her 
well-trained  in&ntry,  her  coimtless  treasures  of  pearl 
and  gold,  and  of  all  her  gorgeous  and  most  barbarous 
pride,  power,  wealth,  and  cruelty. 

She  shudders  at  the  tale — thinks  of  the  burning  auto- 
da-fe,  and  of  that  cold  and  cruel  king  attired  in  his 
crown  of  empire,  and  watching  the  miserable  wretches 
bum :  she  cries  out  in  her  secret  heart,  **  How  long,  oh  I 
Lord,  how  long?' 

She  has  not  the  gift  of  prophecy,  anointed  queen 
though  she  be — she  cannot  see  that  sun  of  glory  sink 
in  the  blood  and  smoke  of  those  unhallowed  and  devilish 
sacrifices,  and  the  darkness  and  the  desolation  that  shall 
long  overshadow  the  land. 

She  looks  roimd  the  brilliant  assembly  of  youth  and 
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beauty  before  her^  and  her  experienced  eye  singles  oat 
the  fiur  and  stalwart  youths  there  assembled,  with  frames 
of  energy,  and  eyes  full  of  generous  courage  and  assur- 
iQce.  She  counts  them,  as  one  that  maketh  up  her 
jewels. 

But  she  had,  in  spite  of  all  her  wisdom,  too  much  of  a 
foolish  woman's  eye.  She  overlooked  that  coimtenanoe 
with  features  ordinary  enough  but  with  an  expresdon 
so  remarkable,  and  her  eye  dwelt  upon  the  beautiful 
Eyerard.  But  she  was  not  altogether  mistaken  in  thus 
sbglinghimout;  for  Everard  was  a  rare  and  inestimable 
pearL 

The  queen  ordered  Essex  to  bring  up  that  young 
man,  and  she  soon  won  his  heart  by  her  kind  manner, 
and  varied  and  pcunted  conversation. 

He  met  her  favour  as  she  loved  to  have  her  favours 
received,  neither  with  too  base  an  observance,  nor  with 
too  forward  a  presumption.  She  loved  to  see  all  aroimd 
her  maintain  a  £ree-bom  English  heart,  even  in  her 
royal  presence;  and,  though  the  flattery  was  irresistible 
that  simulated  affection,  she  never  could  away  with 
mere  servility. 

In  the  meantime  the  music  blows  louder  and  louder, 
the  dance  becomes  more  and  more  animated;  Robert 
seems  to  have  forgotten  the  cold  and  ungrateful  Ghrace 
Vaux,  and  to  be  for  the  time  the  slave  of  the  enraptured 
Eleanor. 

Oh  I  how  sweet  and  fascinating  were  her  smiles  when 
thus  made  happy  by  the  attentions  of  her  heart's  idol, 
till  at  length,  led  by  that  intoxication  which  has  turned 
the  head  of  many  a  graver  man  in  such  circumstances, 
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Robert  seemed  to  hxve  forgotten  die  aeTere  and  bean- 
teocB  aaint  to  wfaom  lus  heart's  secret  adoratioii  wsa 
deTotedf  and  to  be  rerdiHiig  with  detight,  dancing  with 
her  beanteoos  nraL 

The  £ur  and  holy  Grace,  unlihe  so  man  j  saints  that 
haTe  been  seeninthbcourtandinthiawodld^isoontent, 
it  would  appear,  mider  the  desertion  her  aerezity  has 
occaaooed.  She  sat  lost,  as  I  said,  behind  the  Uaze  of 
fight  aboTD  her,  watching  the  dancers  with  a  cahn  and 
serious  eye  from  which  erery  appearance  of  sewmtj 
had  Tanishfd,  though  its  ezpreaaon  was  dadaened,  as 
it  were,  by  hidden  sorrow. 

Sometimes  gravely  and  thoughtfully  she  gaaes  upon 
the  grand  and  noble  qneen,  and  a  di^t  dbndder  runs 
through  the  tender  fiame  of  that  beautiful  creature. 
Sometimes  her  eye  wandeis  amid  the  gay  and  thoughtlesB 
groups  of  dancers,  anda  mingled  eaqseasioaof  pityand 
of  wonder  crosses  her  beauteous  brow.  S<»nedmes  a  sad 
and  wintry  smile  steals  oy^  those  sweet  and  serious  Hps, 
as  the  merry  jest  and  echoing  laugh  ring  upon  her  ear. 

So  she  sat  lost  in  her  own  reflections,  and  i4>parently 
forgotten  by  all  around.  No  one  approached  her,  no 
one  spoke  to  her ;  she  seemed  deserted  by  all  that  giddy 
world.  At  last  a  gentleman  of  the  middle  age  and  of  a 
remarkably  pleasing  aspect  entered:  he  was  dressed  in  a 
most  el^ant  and  expensive  manner,  his  white  sadn  vest 
and  cloak  embroidered  with  gold  and  pearls,  and  his 
soft  curiing  fair  hair  was  arranged  with  almost  feminine 
nicety:  his  dress  was  delicately  perfumed,  as  were 
his  fine  embroidered  white  gloves,  with  some  of  those 
rare  and  exquisite  perfumes  then  so  much  esteemed : 
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he  came  firom  behinda  group  of  gentlemen  who  stood 
azoimd  the  distant  door,  being  among  those  admitted 
lather  as  spectators,  than  as  guests. 

These  gentlemen  were  crowded  together  in  one  dense 
mass  under  the  orchestra  where  the  music  was  placed, 

and  were  all  handsomely  dressed,  as  well  as  the  one  who 
approached  Grace  Vaux. 

The  maiden  queen,  even  in  a  &YOurite  like  Essex, 
could  scarcely  forgive  any  n^Iect  of  the  outward 
halnliments ;  he  was  an  exception — a  tolerated  sloven 
— ^bnt  in  any  one  else  who  presented  himself,  whe- 
ther as  dancer  in  the  galliard  or  merely  as  spectator 
at  the  door,  such  renussness  was  considered  inexcus- 
able. The  cavalier,  however,  that  now  came  up,  was 
certainly  no  offender  in  this  respect  He  had,  indeed, 
quite  an  air  of  studied  elegance,  and  his  delicate  com- 
plexion and  peculiarly  sweet  blue  eye  rendered  his  ap- 
pearance extremely  agreeable ;  he  was  a  little  too  much 
embonpoint  perhaps  to  be  perfectly  handsome,  and  his 
countenance  might  have  seemed  to  some  too  soft  and 
languid ;  it  carried  a  certain  appearance  of  indolence, 
and  of  a  negligent  and  indifferent  temper. 

There  was,  likewise,  an  indescribable  something,  slow, 
almost  cautious,  in  his  manner  of  speaking,  which  to  a 
nice  critic  would  not  have  been  engaging — ^but  they 
were  not  very  nice  critics  in  that  day. 

He  approached  the  place  where  the  fair  votary  sat 
letired,  and,  with  a  certain  air  of  assured  welcome, 
l^aced  himself  by  her  dde. 

She  did  not  start,  or  betray  the  slightest  degree  of 
surprise  or  emotion  as  he  did  so  ;  but  raiong  her  eyes, 

C2 
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£scd  them  upoa  hiza  wicfaouc  speakizxg^  ooijr  adbioir- 
kdgtng  Ills  presence  bj  a  slight  almoet  iB^Kioepdble 
moTeoftfaelbesiL  Shethgiireggmcdbgrfcniierattinide, 
again  cosdng  her  eyes  opoa  the  gromuL  Heicsicdliis 
keid  upon  KLs  whice  glored  handy  gued  upcn  Iier  in 
aknce  for  a  second  or  two,  which  gaae  dhe  leeciied 
withont  seeming  to  notice  h. 

At  ksl,  in  a  Teij  sofk  nrinnatrng  tone  of  Toioe,  lie 
said,  ^*Andwhomnat  not  lejoicetoseetfae&izessGnoe 
Yanx  in  this  scene  of  pleasare?' 

*- 1  am  here,''  sud  she,  without  taming  her  liead 
or  raising  herejes  from  the  floor,  ^ss  one  in  a  stniige 


*^  What  place  upon  this  dark  and  tronUed  eaitk 
but  must  seem  strange  to  the  denizm  of  heaTen?*  sud 
he,  in  a  low  Toice;  **  and  yet,  as  the  angels  at  times 
descend  and  liat  this  sphere  upon  their  holj  purposes, 
so  the  virgin  saint  of  Hanoden  Afagna  has  done  wdl 
to  be  here.*^ 

She  only  answered  with  an  almost  imperceptible  sigh; 
and  he,  his  head  stiU  resting  up<m  his  hand,  oontinoed 
to  gaze  upon  her. 

After  a  second  silence  of  considerable  length,  he 
began  again  in  the  same  calm,  low,  unaccented  tone: 

*'  Tet  this  must  needs  be  a  strange  spectacle  for  one 
whose  eyes  have  been  purged  by  a  drop  of  that  precious 
herb  which  destroys  the  Tain  enchantment  of  the  out- 
ward seeming,  and  shows  us  thingsas  in  truth  they  are." 

She  cast  those  clear  bright  orbs  full  upon  him,  turning 
slowly  like  the  wheel  of  a  planet  Their  dark  splen- 
dour almost  dazzled  him. 
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"It  18 . . . ."  was  all  she  answered. 
"TheHaflofEblis.../' 

It  dropped  firom  his  lips  so  softly,  that  she  could  but 
just  hear  the  words. 

"Tou  have  read  the  legend,"  he  went  on  in  his 

orfinaiy  and  low  tone  of  voice;  "if  not,  it  were  a 

legend  worth  the  perusal,  for  it  is  grand  and  it  is 

temble.    There,  sits  he — ^the  damned  monarch  of  that 

niigkty  crew — gorgeous  in  gold  and  crimson,  pearl  and 

priceless  gems  .  •  .  .  the  floor  of  Hell  is  paved  with 

gold  and  gems,  fair  creature. .  . .  And  there  those  cursed 

and  most  miserable  spirits  are  crowding  and  clustering, 

all  decked  and  dizened  out. . .  •  Smiles  are  on  their 

Hps — ^the  glitter  of  sin  is  in  their  eye  ....  and    in 

their  hearts  ....  helljirer 

Her  countenance,  so  pale  before,  grew  paler  at  the 
terrific  description; — but  not  a  feature  moved. 

"  Have  you  read  the  legend  ?    Did  you  say  that 
you  had  studied  the  l^end?" — ^bending  forward  with 
a  sort  of  quiet,  conversational  expression  of  counte- 
nance, as  if  asking  the  most  indiflFerent  question. 
"  Yes." 

"  I  have  often  thought,"  continued  he,  after  a  third 
pause,  resuming  the  conversation  in  a  careless  tone, 
but  with  a  voice  low  as  ever.  "  what  a  strange  thing 
a  crowd  of  dancers  is !  Close  your  ears  with  your 
hands — silence  the  music  which  incites  them — ^look  upon 
those  flesh  and  blood  creatures  —  and  they  instantly 
appear  as  dreamy  phantoms. — Has  the  fairest  Grace 
ever  tried  that  experience  ?' 
"  I  have  in  a  fantastical  mood  sometimes,"  she  said. 
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"  Strange  metamorphosis !  But  there  is,"  again  low- 
ering his  voice,  "  a  more  extraordinary  effect  sometimes 
produced  upon  my  mind :  these  are  circumstances  under 
which  those  who  close  their  ears,  become  to  me  as 
mere  phantoms." 

No  reply. 

'^  Singular,  but  true.  The  ear,  fairest  Ghrace,  is  as  the 
porch  of  life; — well  has  the  matchless  poet  represented 
the  venom  which  destroyed  the  royal  Dane,  as  distilled 
through  the  porches  of  the  ear — admirable  fable! 
Deep  and  deadly  hath  that  venom  been  which  through 
that  little  ^tc  hath  found  its  entrance,  carrying  death 
not  only  to  the  frail  and  perishing  body,  but  perdition 
to  the  everlasting  soul." 

She  sighed. 

"  Have  you  ever  marked,"  he  again  began,  a  "  num- 
ber of  light,  many-coloured  autumn  leaves  dancing  as  if 
in  wild  delight  before  the  pleasant  morning  wind  ?  It 
sweeps  them  by,  and  where  are  they  ?  Gone  I— perished ! 
and  the  place  that  hath  seen  them,  shall  know  them  no 
more.  Who  asks  afler  the  idle  and  unvalued  leaves? 
have  they  perished  ?  are  they  gone  ?  are  they  anni- 
hilated ?  or  have  they  been  gathered  to  the  fire? 
So  are  these  things  to  me,  for  the  seed  is  not  in  them. 
They  shall — ^yea,  like  a  baseless  vision,  they  shall  dis- 
solve, and  leave  not  a  wreck  behind." 

She  sighed  again,  and  her  melancholy  eye  slowly 
turned  from  that  brilliant  scene: — ^yes,  passive  as  she 
seemed,  there  were  many  there,  the  loved,  and  the 
honoured,  whom  &in  would  she  have  snatched  firom  the 
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fisnftil  doom*     She  looked  at  her  companion  again, 
with  a  sort  of  imploring  expression,  as  much  as  to  say, 

*«  Must  all  these  perish?  Nay — not  all  —  sorely 
there  are  those  who  will  save  some?' 

He  fixed  his  eye  steadily  upon  hers  for  a  short  lime; 
then  withdrew  it — and  with  a  gentle  smile  he  said: 

<*  One  wandering  in  the  wilderness— marks  and  se- 
lects the  bahn-distiQing  plants  and  precious  herbs — ^he 
cqDs  them  wi&  a  careM  hand  and  places  them  in  his 
bosom:  when  the  wind  of  destruction  passeth  over, 
they  are  not  found.** 

Again  she  looked  at  him  wistfully,  again  at  the  com- 
pany; his  eye  followed  hers,  and  fell  upon  Robert! 

**  That  isasarose  of  Sharon,"  said  he,  "  the  way£arer 
will  not  pass  km  by." 

Then  he  rose  quietly  from  the  place,  and  walking 
away,  was  soon  lost  in  the  crowd  that  closed  around  him. 

She  continued  to  sit  in  the  same  place,  but  her  eye 
Ic^owed  him  anxiously;  there  was  one  question  she  had 
longed,  yet  dared  not  ask« 

But  her  heart  was  full  of  it. 

There  sat  that  royal  woman — there  danced  and 
fleeted  by  the  gay  stream  of  revellers ;  but  her  soul  was 
in  a  dark  and  lonesome  place. 

There  was  one  about  to  be  cast  into  the  dungeon, 
<nrer  whom  all  the  terrors  of  the  law  were  impending. 
A  wise,  pious,  and  accomplished  man ;  and  Grrace  Vaux 
tamed  sick  at  the  contrast  with  the  gay  scene  before 
her,  and  shuddered  at  the  horrors  of  his  probable  fate. 

But  she  had  not  ventured  to  ask  a  single  question 
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£rom  the  gentleman  in  satin  embroidered  with  gold  and 
pearl;  had  not  ventured  even  in  the  remotest  manner 
to  allude  to  the  subject.  There  was  something  in  the 
blue  mild  eye  of  that  man,  which  she  dreaded  incon- 
ceivably: there  was  nothing  on  earth  she  dreaded  so 
much  as  a  reproof  from  him.  He  had  commanded  her 
to  appear  at  this  festival,  and  she,  her  heart  bleeding 
alently  within,  had  obeyed;  and  there  she  sat,  the 
very  image  of  patient  suffering,  watching  the  glittering 
crowd  and  listening  to  the  loud  clang  of  the  music; 
but  her  very  soul  was  sick  with  anguish. 

By  and  by  she  saw  the  same  gentleman  appear  at  the 
other  end  of  the  hall.  And  well  instructed  as  she  was 
in  many  things  of  which  the  world  in  general  was 
ignorant,  her  astonishment  was  excessive,  to  see  him 
enter  into  conversation  with  the  Earl  of  Essex ;  and 
upon  terms,  as  it  would  appear,  of  old  acquaintances. 

She  saw  Essex  introduce  him  to  many  of  those  around, 
and  she  thought  her  head  must  be  dizzy,  and  her  eyes  daz- 
zled, when  she  beheld  him  presented  by  the  same  hand, 
to  Robert,  Everard,  young  Winter,  and  several  of  his 
and  her  mutual  friends. 

She  sighed,  and  cast  her  eyes  in  perplexity  upon  the 
ground. 

Presently  Robert  was  at  her  side  again. 

"  Still  here  !'*  he  said,  '*  still  fair  and  blessed  one — 
obscured  in  a  blaze  of  glory  too  dazzling  for  our  feeble 
eyes.  Why — why  will  you  not  condescend  to  mingle 
with  lower  beings,  and  do  as  others  do  ?  See,"  he  con- 
tinued, with  a  look  of  meaning — "  There  is  very  good 
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ccmipany  near  die  state.  Mr.  Darcy^  of  Northumber- 
land ;  I  have  been  just  introduced  to  him  by  the  Earl 
of  £eBex  himself/* 

"I  thought  I  saw  something  of  the  sort,"  said  she, 
with  another  ngh. 

'^  He  seems  to  be  an  accomplished  cavalier,  that  Mr. 
Darcy,''  said  Robert,  with  some  little  dissatisfaction  in 
his  tone  of  voice,  "  but  men  may  be  too  accomplished 
to  my  taste.  I  prefer  the  daring  of  the  lion  to  the 
wisdom  of  the  serpent.    What  says  the  fairest  Grace?* 

"  A  pious  end  must  justify  the  means,"  said  she, 
while  a  slight  colour  passed  over  her  pale  cheek.  *'  And 
what  are  we  poor,  cowardly  sinners  as  we  are — that  we 
should  judge  a  Daniel,  even  in  the  lions'  den." 

The  colour  flashed  across  Robert's  face,  and  flew  to 
his  temples. 

"  Cowardly !  the  lady  Grace  says — the  lady  Grace 
thinks  us  cowardly,"  repeated  he. 

*'  Well,  well ;  time  was,  time  is — ^ 

"  But  Grrace," — turning  to  her  again,  and  bending 
the  full  force  of  his  deep  melting  brown  eye  upon  her — 
**  Grace,  have  you  ever  heard  in  your  idle  hours  at 
Harroden,  such  things  as  old  romances  ?  Has  Grace 
Vaux  ever  condescended  to  bend  her  eye  upon  such 
foolish  tales  ?    Have  you  ?' 

"  Idleness  all — "  said  the  fair  devotee. 

"  Did  you  never  hear  of  what  has  been  done — is  done 
—may  be  done  for  the  queen  and  idol  of  one's  heart  ? 
Have  you  never  learned  that  these  charms,  this  wealth 
of  beau^  was  given  you  for  a  purpose,  Grace;  for  a  high 
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purpose  ?  Know  you  not  that  there  is  one  breathing 
upon  this  earth  who  would  dare  all  that  man  dare- 
more  than  man  dare — all  that  devils  dare — at  your  bid- 
ding?" 

She  shook  her  head,  looked  at  him  again,  and  dghed 
heavily. 

^^  I  have  been  taught  my  duty,"  she  said  ;  *'  but  oh ! 
that  you  would  place  that  jewel,  your  imperishable  soul, 
under  other  and  higher  guidance  than  that  of  a  weak 
and  sinful  worm  like  me.  Oh  !  Robert  !  why  do  you 
come  to  me  ?' 

"  Because  I  adore  you,"  he  cried,  impetuously. 

^'  Hush,  hush,  I  will  not,  cannot  hear  such  words  ;" 
and  yet,  as  if  constrained  by  some  overruling  power, 
though  with  visible  reluctance,  she  stall  listened. 

He  went  on  little  heeding  her  interruption :  ^*  Because 
I  hate  and  despise  much  that  I  see  and  that  I  ought 
to  reverence  and  respect — and — " 

'^  Ah,  blessed  and  holy  martyrs  I  And  is  it  thus 
your  pious  sacrifices  are  regarded  ?  Is  this  the  return 
for  the  stifling  rope,  the  butcher's  knife,  the  de- 
vouring fire  I"  and  she  shuddered  and  turned  deadly 
pale. 

"  No,^'  said  he,  glancing  again  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room  ;  '*  that  was  not  what  I  was  thinking  ofl" 

*^  And  would  these  or  i&i/,"  said  she,  gravely  fol- 
lowing his  eye  as  it  rested  upon  Mr.  Darcy,  engaged 
in  courteous  conmiunication  with  those  around  him. 
^'  Would  these  or  that  cost  you  most,  Robert  ?" 

He  was  silenced. 
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**  Thete  are  sacrifioesy"  continued  the  fair,  but  too 
fioncere  sophist,  ^*  which  are  to  a  brave  man  more  than 
the  sacrifice  of  life." 

And  she  turned  her  eye  firom  the  state  full  upon 
him. — At  that  yctj  moment  the  Earl  of  Essex  was  pre- 
senting Mr.  Darcy  to  Queen  Elizabeth. 

Bobert  and  Grrace  Yaux  exchanged  glances  of  aston- 
idunent.  Even  the  spirited  young  man  felt  as  if  there 
was  something  almost  magnificent  in  the  daring  de- 
ceptions of  Mr.  Darcy.  As  he  sat  watching  the  in- 
smuating  air  of  politeness  and  calm  dignity  which  that 
gentleman  assumed,  upon  this  his  first  interview  with 
die  mighty  queen:  as  he  marked  the  respectful  de- 
ference of  his  manner,  the  reverential  humility  of  his 
whole  demeanour,  and  thought  of 

**  What  mean  you,  I  say,  to  push  yourselves  in  so 
honible  danger  of  body  and  soul,  for  a  wicked  woman ! 
dismissed  by  the  Vicar  of  Christ,  her,  and  your, 
lawful  judge — ^forsaken  of  God,  who  justifieth  the 
sentence  of  his  vicar — forsaken  of  all  Catholic  princes, 
whom  she  hath  injured  intolerably — ^forsaken  of  divers 

lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen  of  England what 

will  ye  answer  to  the  Pope's  lieutenant,  when  he  shaD 
charge  you  with  the  dime  of  doing  suit  and  service  to 
an  heretical  praetensed  queen  against  Christ's  vicar?' 

Words — which  that  very  day,  in  secret  conference, 
Robert  had  heard  fall  from  the  b'ps  of  Mr.  Darcy. 

There  was  that  unhappily  in  the  nature  of  Robert, 
which  responded  to  every  thing  which  was  bold,  daring, 
and  desperate ;  duplicity  in  a  moderate  degree  he  would 
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liaye  despised;  but  the  immensitj  of  the  deceit  hid 
£x)m  his  conscience  its  meanness. 

He  looked  on,  wondering  and  admiring. 

'*  His  genius  is  really  astonishing,"  at  last  he  ex- 
claimed turning  his  eyes  from  the  group  at  the  top  of 
the  haU,  and  again  addressing  his  companion. 

"  Say  rather  his  faith,"  replied  she,  with  reverence. 

Robert  looked  in  a  strange  way:  his  countenance 
was  far  from  being  acquiescent  in  this  last  sentiment. 

But  now  several  of  their  mutual  acquaintance,  young 
gentlemen  of  fashion  and  breeding,  came  rushing  down 
the  room;  the  drums,  trumpets,  rebecks,  and  flutes, 
again  struck  up  their  loud  symphony; — and  there  was  a 
preparation  for  another  dance. 

"  Come,  Robert,"  cried  young  Winter,  gaily:  "  find 
yourself  a  pair — I  am  to  dance  with  Eleanor." 

"  Will  you  not  dance,  Grace  Vaux?'  said  Francis, 
addressing  her  in  his  usual  formal,  composed  manner. 
"  Why  do  you  choose  to  make  yourself  so  singular? 
Every  body  dances  but  yourself?  My  lady,  your  mo- 
ther would  wish  you  to  dance  too?* 

^'How  can  I?"  said  she,  looking  more  and  more 
distressed, — **  Oh,  Francis,  how  can  you  ask  me?" 

"How  can  I  ask  you?  And  pray  why  should  I 
not  ask  you? — ^I  hope,"  said  he,  with  meaning,  "  you 
do  not  refuse  to  dance  because  •  • . .  that  would  be  im- 
prudent indeed." 

"  But  I  have  refused  Robert" 

"Never  mind  Robert — ^It  would  be  no  penance, 
perhaps,  to  dance  with  him,"  said  Francis:  •"  and  I 
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know  it  can  be  no  pleasure  to  dance  with  me.  Tiy 
one  cinque  pace." 

He  spoke  as  one  accustomed  to  be  regarded — and 
the  last  aigument  was  not  without  its  weight  with  the 
£ur  ascetic.  It  was  true  she  did  distrust  herself,  and 
her  inclinations  pleaded  too  strongly  when  Robert  was 
in  question — ^with  Francis  there  was  no  such  weakness 
of  inclination  to  be  resisted;  she  gave  him  her  hand; 
and  executed  the  measure  in  a  way  that  drew  the  eyes 
of  the  whole  assembly  upon  her. 

Robert,  this  time,  refused  to  dance:  he  stood  lean- 
ing against  the  wall,  wrapt  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy,  as  he 
watched  her  slowly  moving  among  the  rest:  the  lovely 
sedateness  of  her  appearance  stall  preserved — and  the 
holy  tranquillity  of  her  brow  still  unruffled. 

The  queen,  Essex,  Mr.  Darcy,  all  watched  her. 

The  old  queen  asked  who  that  fair  creature  was: 
^^  For  methinks,"  said  she,  '*  it  is  some  time  since  our 
court  has  been  graced  with  so  rare  a  pearl — Mrs. 
Bridges  is  an  Ethiop  in  the  comparison,"  she  added, 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  the  £arl  of  Essex;  but 
not  directing  the  remark  to  him.  '*  May  it  be  the 
daughter  of  the  late  Lord  Vaux?  if  our  memory 
deceive  us  not.  We  have  not  held  the  house  of  Vaux 
as  among  the  closest  of  our  friends,  perchance ;  but 
we  rejoice  that  the  fair  daughter  of  Harroden  hath  at 
length  graced  our  court.  She  is  dancing  with  that  tall 
Tresham  I  think,  whose  father  owes  us  no  kindness . . . 
an  evil  conjunction!  Methinks  the  fair  lady  might 
luive  chosen  better." 
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"  I  assure  your  majesty/'  said  Essex,  bluntly,  '^  that 
there  are  none  you  might  more  readily,  if  such  were 
your  pleasure,  count  among  your  real  fiiends,  than 
such  as  he.  Those  who  are  fidthful  in  6ne  thing, 
shall  be  found  fidthful  in  many.  A  hypocrite  is  an 
apple  of  Sodom — ^under  any  garb." 

^^  Full  of  bitterness  and  ashes — ^think  you  so,  Essexj^ 
Marry,  you  are  a  rare  man  for  discerning  of  spirits." 

*'  There  are  those  who  think  nothing  but  experience 
can  give  discernment,"  said  he,  saucily* 

The  colour  flashed  into  the  queen's  fiice. 

^'  Marry,  and  if  it  do — ^it  shall  give  authority  like- 
wise," said  she.  "  And  it  shall  court  reverence  too, 
from  every  malapert  reasoner  among  you  alL" 

Essex  bowed  with  a  kind  of  ironical  smile,  which 
seemed  to  say,  to  such  reasoning  there  is  no  reply: 
and  turning  from  the  queen,  addressed  himself  to  Mr. 
Darcy ,  who  had  continued  standing  at  no  great  distance 
from  the  state. 

"  And  who  is  this  new  face?  This  Mr.  Darcy,  of 
the  north,  my  Lord  Essex  is  so  thick  with?"  said  the 
queen,  addressing  Robert  Cecil,  who,  silent  and  pre- 
occupied as  usual,  had  remained  standing  where  he 
had  first  placed  himself,  dose  bedde  her. 

"  Nay,  your  most  gracious  majesty,  I  don't  pretend 
to  know  all  my  Lord  Essex's  acquaintance — ^not  I." 

'^  He  is  marvellously  given  to  strange  company,^ 
remarked  the  queen. 

Cecil  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

'^  But  that  seems  a  gallant  gentleman,  and  is  ex- 
ceedingly well  dressed  and  appointed,"  pursued  the 
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zojal  critia  '^  Daicy,  of  the  ncrthl  The  Darcys 
were  ever  an  honomable  race  • .  •" 

The  ^e  of  the  secretaiy,  sharp  and  scrutinising,  was 
fixed  upon  the  person  in  question;  but  he  made  no 
answer;  and  presently  a  rush  of  a  party  of  gallants 
separated  Mr.  Darcy  from  Lord  Essex.  Cecil  lost  sight 
of  him  for  a  moment,  and  he  never  during  the  evening 
observed  him  again. 

Essex,  out  of  humour  and  sulky,  as  he  was  too  apt 
to  be  at  the  slightest  conttadiction,  remained  standing 
at  a  little  distance  £rom  the  queen. 

She  was  piqued,  and  signing  him  to  oome  up  to  her, 
said: 

^'  It  is  reported,  that  my  Lord  of  Essek  keeps  choice 
company,  it  gives  a  friend  pleasure  to  hear  it/' 

*'  My  Lord  of  Essex  selects  his  company  to  please 
himself^  not  his  back  friends,"  said  he,  bluntly. 

"  Flatterers  are  the  most  dangerous  of  UN-friends/' 
said  his  monitress  and  mistress,  who  loved  to  school  him. 

"  And  if  five-and-thirty  years  have  not  taught  wis- 
dom, neither  shall  stripes  on  the  back  of  a  fool/' — was 
his  answer. 

*'  Thou  speakest  but  the  truth,''  said  the  queen,  with 
a  certain  sadness  in  her  tone.  ^'  Vain  are  stripes,  and 
vain  the  idle  breath  of  words.  He  of  whom  the  stars  in 
their  ascendant  marked  out  the  fiery  course,  how  shall  the 

poor  hand  of  a  day-built  creature  stay Phaeton 

— ^I  think  it  was  they  named  thee  at  thy  baptism — was 
it  not,  Essex  ?" 

"  Utan — rather,"  dropped  in  a  whisper  from  CeciL 

''  Parmenio — ^"  said  Essex,  with  feeling. 
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The  queen  continued  the  war  of  words  no  longer :  her 
heart — placable  and  forgiving,  and  but  too  susceptible 
for  her  peace — ^meltedat  the  tone  in  which  the  last  word 
was  uttered,  and  the  petulance  of  the  favourite  was  in  a 
moment  forgiven. 


In  the  meantime  the  dance  in  which  Grrace  Vauz 
had  taken  a  part  was  ended;  and  no  longer  retreating  to 
the  further  end  of  the  apartment,  she  was  led  by  Fran* 
cis  to  the  place  where  Evelyn  sat,  who^  rising  with  an 
air  of  much  delight,  greeted  her  and  made  room  for  her 
by  her  side. 

Eleanor  wa^  already  occupying  the  other  end  of  the 
low  bench  on  which  she  was  seated — and  of  the  three 
fair  girls  now  sitting  together  it  would  be  difiGicult  to 
say  which  was  the  most  lovely. 

'*  I  was  so  much  pleased  to  see  you  dance  at  last,'' 
said  Evelyn,  affectionately  taking  the  hand  of  Grrace  in 
her  own,  ''  I  was  afraid  you  were  iU  or  unhappy,  sitting 
there  so  far  from  us  alL    I  was  so  glad  to  see  you  dance." 

**  Were  you?"  said  the  other,  quietly,  "  then  I  could 
almost  be  glad  I  did  dance:  but  you  know  I  do  not 
like  dancing.  I  merely  trod  a  measure  to  avoid  the 
persecution  of  Francis,  who  you  know  is  used  to  carry 
things  all  his  own  way." 

Francis  had  walked  away  apparently  as  indifferent, 
now  he  had  accomplished  his  purpose,  as  she  could  be 
herself.  He  went  and  stood  by  Eleanor,  who  was  look- 
ing at  Grace  with  a  strange  kind  of  dubious  expression. 

^'  I  got  her  to  dance  at  length,"  said  he,  '^  though  she 
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htd  lefiued  Robert  zepeatedly.  And  I  suppose  I  shall 
lisve  Robert's  sword  through  my  body  for  my  pains." 

Robert  had  by  this  time  left  the  wall  against  which 
he  had  leaned.  He  came  up  to  the  bench  which  the 
young  ladies  were  occupying. 

The  eycr  of  EHeanor  followed  him,  but  that  of  the  fair 
Grace  continued  bent  upon  the  ground ;  Eleanor 
watched  them  anxiously.  Would  he  be  piqued  and 
o£^ded  ?  Would  he  forsake  the  cold  iiidifferent^  as 
he  had  once  before  that  evening  done  ? 

Nol— 

Not  one  syllable,  not  one  look  for  any  one  but  her. 

He  drew  a  stool  and  sat  down  by  her  side  ;  she  did 
not  even  turn  her  eyes  towards  him. 

"  It  is  to  no  purpose,"  he  said  at  last,  in  a  low  but 
resolute  voice.  '^  You  think  perhaps  to  drive  me  from 
your  side  by  this  severity,  to  ofiend  my  pride  as  much  as 
you  wound  my  heart  by  this  preference  of  another. 
No,  Grace  ;  you  cannot  deceive  me.  You  do  not ;  you 
cannot  prefer  Francis  to  me — I  defy  you.  I  have  loved 
— ^I  do  love,  you  best  know  how  deeply  ;  in  life  in  death 
I  am  yours,  and  I  know  you  to  be  mine  ....  deny 
me,  defy  me  as  you  will,  cruel  Grace." 

"  It  is  you  that  are  cruel,"  said  she,  gently,  "  I  thought 
you  would  have  saved  me  from  this  persecution.  You 
know  how  bitter  are  all  these  things  to  me  this  night 
....  but  you  are  still  the  same  that  you  ever  were: 
persecuting,  careless,  and  unkind.  Even  this  night 
you  will  not  leave  me  in  peace — ^you  arc  without  pity, 

Bobert^ 
It  was  said  in  so  very  low  a  tone  that  no  one  but 
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himBelf,  as  he  leaned  anxioasly  forward  to  catch  what 
she  said,  could  hear  it — and  having  said  it,  she  tamed 
awajfiromhim  and  began  to  talk  of  quite  indifferent  things 
to  Evelyn,  carefully  avoiding  the  slightest  allusion  to  the 
secret  cause  for  sorrow  which  she  had  glanced  at  to  him. 

He  did  not  look  offended — ^&r  less  jealous — ^far  less 
was  he  inclined  to  resent  her  unkindness  by  giving  his 
attention  to  another  ;  he  continued  to  sit  in  his  usual 
persevering  determined  nuumer  by  her. 

He  appeared  to  have  made  up  his  mind  to  adore  her 
in  spite  of  all  her  coldness,  and  seemed  almost  contented 
with  the  mere  pleasure  of  gazing  at  her — as  in  her  serious 
way  she  talked  to  Evelyn  and  to  Everard. 

The  brow  of  the  fair  Eleanor  darkened,  and  she  could 
scarcely  smother  a  sigh  ;  but  she  turned  to  Francis  and 
Winter,  and  began  to  laugh  and  talk. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  any  thing  so  determined,"  said 
Winter  to  Francis,  "  as  his  devotion  to  Grace  Vaux? 
He,  whom  we  both  remember  such  a  wild  roisterer,  sudi 
a  daring  despiser  of  Dan  Cupid  and  all  his  toils — ^to  be 
snared  in  this  fashion  I" 

"  You  and  I  think  diflferendy  of  Robert,"  said  Francis. 
'*  But  I  do  not  pretend  to  understand  him,  and  there  is 
not  quite  so  much  love  lost  between  him  and  me,  as 
between  you  and  him.  Winter." 

'*  Oh !"  said  Winter,  "  he  is  my  friendr 

"  That  means  much,  does  it  ^'said  Eleanor.  "  I  have 
heard  people  call  one  another  friend  so  lightly,  that  for 
my  part,  I  am  no  greater  a  believer  in  friendship,  than 
I  am  in  love." 

^'  Yqvl  not  believe  in  love — ^the  beautiful  Eleanor 
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whom  all  men  worship  not  believe  in  love?'  cried 
Enncis  and  Winter  at  a  breath. 

**  Idle  worda — mere  breath,"  said  ehe  carelessly;  and 
88  if  wearied  by  their  attentions,  she  turned  romid,  and 
again  caught  the  eye  of  Robert  fixed  upon  the  lovely 
Grace  with  mch  a  deep  and  fervent  expression  I 

The  heart  of  poor  Eleanor  fluttered  and  faltered 
sidly.  She  oould  not  bear  to  believe  it;  she  could  not 
endure  the  conviction  that  the  coldness  and  severity  of 
Ghaoe  would  not  suffice,  as  it  once  seemed  to  have  done 
during  that  evening,  to  drive  Robert  from  her  side. 

But  he  had  taken  his  resolution  while  leaning  against 
the  wall,  following  her  as  she  glided  gently  through  the 
dance.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  with  much  of  the 
devotion  of  a  knightof  chivalry — that,  cruel  or  relenting, 
nothing  should  drive  him  from  her  service. 

He  was  one  who,  intent  upon  his  purpose,  disre- 
garded all  minor  considerations,  and  was  accustomed  to 
cling  to  his  resolution  in  defiance  of  all  the  world. 
There  passed  in  his  heart  at  that  time  a  secret  vow — 
to  devote  his  whole  being  to  her.  He  was  as  yet  a 
stranger  to  any  other  of  those  raging  passions  which 
might  have  served  as  a  diversion  to  this.  As  yet  the 
&natical  devotion  to  a  sect  or  a  pariy  had  not  taken 
possession  of  his  mind;  the  sort  of  wild  excitement  in 
which  he  had  passed  his  youth  had  not  yet  altogether 
subsided ;  but  his  character  was  about  to  undergo  a  change, 
and  the  form  his  passion  for  Grace  Vaux  was  taking, 
might  be  regarded  only  as  a  sort  of  earnest  of  what  his 
other  passions  would  in  time  become. 

Everard  had  prayed  of  Evelyn  to  dance  yet  another 
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dance  with  him — she  had  risen;  Eleanor  had  accepted 
the  hand  of  Tresham,  and  thus  Grace  and  Robert  were 
again  left  to  themselves.  The  music  was  so  loud  that 
it  was  impossible  for  any  one  to  overhear  what  was  said. 
It  was  but  very  seldom  that  such  opportunities  pre- 
sented themselves:  he  left  the  stool  on  which  he  had 
been  sitting,  and  took  the  seat  by  her  side  in  disregard 
of  a  sort  of  imploring  look  which  she  cast  upon  him : 
but  there  is  an  unerring  instinct  in  these  matters — ^he 
felt  that  it  asked  him  to  desist  from  his  importunities, 
but  it  spoke  rather  of  self-distrust  than  of  repugnance. 

In  spite  of  all  her  apparent  coldness,  the  heart  of  the 
sweet  votary  trembled  as  he  placed  himself  again  by 
her  side,  and  in  a  low  earnest  voice,  rapidly  reiterated: 

**  Tell  me — tell  me,  Grace— once  for  all  tell  me  why 
you  hate  me?' 

"  Have  I  any  cause  to  love  you?*  said  she,  gravely, 
**  one  who  has  such  ways — holds  such  sentiments  as  you 
do— why  'should  I?  How  should  I  love  that  which 
my  whole  soul  disapproves  and  abhors?' 

"  You  speak  of  my  past  life,"  said  he.  "  Is  that  what 
you  mean  to  allude  to?  You  think  me  perhaps  a 
desperate  and  irreligious  man — so  I  was  once — so  per- 
chance I  might  still  have  been  had  I  never  known  you, 
Grace.  But  all  this  is  changed  with  me — I  am  become 
another  being,  you  know  that  I  am.  Why  reproach 
me  with  the  past?* 

"  You  know,  Robert,"  said  she,  gravely,  '*  that  I  re- 
joice in  that  change — ^but . . .  ." 

"  There  are  other  changes  you  would  say.  What  I 
have  you  not  suspected  them  ?    We  kneel  at  the  same 
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altar  now,  Grrace.  Would  you  have  more? — ^Take  more 
— ^I  Imve  been  reoondled  by  Mr.  Darcy — ^" 

She  started,  and  looked  round  terrified  at  his  bold- 
ness: but  there  was  no  one  there  to  listen  ;  the 
dangerous  confidence  was  safe. 

'^  Has  he  ?  Oh  !  Robert,  has  he  ? — ^blessed  and 
righteous  missionaiy  of  Heaven  T'  She  spoke,  and  the 
tears  swelled  into  her  beautiful  eyes ;  not  one  drop, 
however,  fell  upon  her  cheek.  Robert  gazed  in  a  sort 
of  ecstasy  at  this  demonstration  of  feeling. 

**  At  least  then,  you  care  for  my  everlasting  soul's 
health,  Grace,"  he  said. 

"  The  holy  Virgin  Mother  forbid,  that  the  redemption 
of  any  poor  lost  and  perishing  soul  should  be  indifferent 
to  me  I" 

"  Is  that  all  you  will  say  ? — Is  that  all  I  can  wring 
from  your  cold,  insensible  heart  ?"  said  he,  with  some 
impatience  and  bitterness.  *'  I  had  thought — I  had 
hoped — linked  together  in  one  sentiment — '* 

"  Surely  you  did  not  think  of  such  a  woman  as  I  am 
in  that  awful  moment !  Nay,  Robert,  you  had  not  such 
impiety  in  your  heart." 

He  gazed  at  the  sweet  moralist;  there  was  something 
ineSahlj  tender  in  the  expression  of  his  eye  and  his 
tone  of  voice,  as  he  said — 

"  It  is  vain  to  parley  with  you — ^you  arc  an  angel; 
and  I  am  the  most  darkened  and  corrupted  of  the 
sinners  that  deform  this  miserable  earth.  But  what 
matters  it,  angel  as  thou  art;  I  must  and  I  will  adore 
thee !  In  adoring  thee,  I  adore  that  Heaven  which 
speaks  through  those  eyes  and  in  that  voice.     Impiety 
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did8t  thou  say  ?  I  deny  it  If  I  Tninglfld  the  saintB 
and  angels  in  my  thoughts,  as  I  took  that  step  whick 
was  to  lead  me  to  their  habitations — ^if  I  diought  of 
thee  I — call  it  impiety  if  thou  wilt.  I  own  the  impeach- 
ment and  repent  it  not.  Others  may  have  their  tutelary 
saints,  but  thou  alone  art  mine  ;  others  their  guardian 
angels,  thou  art  mine  ;  others  adore  the  Queen  of 
Heaven,  but  thou  art  the  type  of  that  divine  one  to  me. 
Do  what  you  will — say  what  you  will — ^this  is  the  fidth 
to  which  I  was  reconciled.  I  ask  for  no  other. — ^I  am 
thine  ;  do  with  me  what  thou  wilt,  for  I  am  thine." 

She  answered  not ;  she  sat  musing. 

And  now  she  began  first  to  understand  some  of  her 
life's  past  history.  She  began  to  comprehend  the  aim  of 
Mr.  Darcy  in  his  injunctions — the  reason  of  the  almost 
stem  command  imposed  upon  her,  to  leave  that  religious 
solitude  in  which  she  loved  to  dwell,  to  mingle  in  the 
world,  and  to  receive  without  too  great  impatience  the 
service  proffered  by  Robert  Commands  to  which  she 
had  submitted  with  extreme  reluctance;  but  which  she 
dared  not  and  could  not  resist,  for  secret  reasons  known 
only  to  them  both. 

She  began  to  understand  the  vocation  to  which  she 
was  called  ;  and  sighing  gently  but  without  her  usual 
sadness,  she  said : 

"  I  have  always  told  you  how  my  heart  shudders  at 
this  profane  and  desperate  way  of  talking  to  me. 
Have  done  with  such  words  I  pray  you,  Robert — ^if  for 
the  sake  of  nothing  higher — let  it  be  for  my  sake." 

*'  I  will  never  offend  again,"  he  said,  submissively, 
charmed   by  her  gentleness  into  softer  feelings  than 
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maL  **  Only  admowkdgey  sweetest  Oraoe,  that  this 
which  I  have  told  you  of  myself  does  not  altogether 
displease  you." 

'*  Wliat  lias  passed,"  said  she  with  composuiei 
^  ooDSoles  and  leassiues  me.  Shall  I  teU  you,  Robert, 
that  I  have  soirowed  over  your  impenitence?  Ask 
me  not  whether  I  joy  at  your  reconciliation.  Mayest 
thou  hut  tread  ker  holy  courts  as  a  good  and  &ithful 
soldier  of  the  Cihurch,  perilling  life,  if  it  must  be  so, 
in  the  righteous  cause.  That  shall  be  my  heart's  prayer 
for  thee,  Robert." 

And  then  there  was  a  deep  silence  between  them. 

Suddenly  she  exclaimed, 

*^  Ah  me  I  could  I  have  thought  it  possible  that  my 
heart  would  have  been  beguiled  from  sadness  on  this 
sorrowful  night  ?  Woe's  me !  a  thoughtless,  careless 
sinner !" 

"  How  80?'  said  he,  somewhat  surprised. 

"  You  are  in  Am  confidence  now,"  said  she;  "  know 
you  not  what  has  happened?" 

"  I  have  heard  a  rumour  of  ill  news." 

^'  Alas !  alas !  he  that  was  more  than  my  father  upon 
earth  ;  he  who  first  carried  the  banner  of  the  Church 
into  this  lost  and  benighted  land — ^the  brave,  the 
wise,  the  venerable  ....  he  who  called  so  many  from 
darkness  into  the  wonderful  light ! .  .  . .  The  evil  news 
reached  me,  even  while  these  miserable  ornaments 
were  being  hung  upon  me !  I  was  dressing  myself  for 
this  pitiless  woman's  feast  of  gladness,  when  he  was 
quivering  and  shuddering  under  the  iron  grasp  of  her 
implacable  laws." 
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They  both  looked  round  suspidous  and  fearful,  as 
ahe  uttered  this. 

**'  Ask  me  no  more,"  she  said;  ^'  how  dare  I  betray 
my  trust,  and  break  kis  commands?  He  commanded  me 
not  to  speak  of  this.  I  have  erred  and  spoken  of  it 
to  thee — ^Mea  culpa ! — ^mea  culpa  I" 

There  was  a  look  of  rapturous  delight  in  the  eyes  of 
her  lover,  as  with  a  face  yet  paler  than  usual,  she  struck 
her  bosom  with  her  small  clenched  hand  as  she  said 
this;  and  rising,  removed  further  from  him  on  the 
bench,  as  if  guilty  of  some  deadly  sin. 

He  did  not  attempt  to  follow  her,  but  rose  and 
again  strolled  up  and  down  the  room. 

In  the  meantime  Everard  and  the  sweet  Evelyn 
had  danced  once  more  together,  and  were  now  sitting 
engaged  in  pleasant  converse,  and  insensible  to  all  else 
that  was  going  on. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  sjonpathy  in  their  natures 
which  attracted  them  insensibly  to  each  other.  They 
were  indeed,  very  much  unlike  the  rest  of  their  com- 
panions ;  there  was  an  ingenuous  truth — a  simplicity, 
a  repose — about  both  of  their  countenances  which  was 
very  remarkable  among  those  too  often  marked  with 
sullen  discontent,  suspicion,  violence,  or  a  kind  of 
ambiguous  sofbiess  still  more  disagreeable. 

The  anxious  father  stood  at  some  distance  gazing 
intently  upon  his  child.  He  seemed  endeavouring  to 
peruse  in  his  handsome  features  the  character  of  the 
young  gentleman  who  occupied  so  much  of  her  attention. 

He  knew  him  little,  though  this  was  not  the  first 
time  they  had  met.    They  had  occasionally  been  in 
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ocHnpany  at  Hanoden  Magna,  the  seat  of  the  Catholic 
fiimilj  of  Lord  Vaux.  Rarely — it  is  true ;  for  Mr. 
Mulsho  beingy  as  has  been  said,  a  moderate  Catholic 
of  the  old  school,  was  not  held  in  much  esteem  by  those 
now  converted  to  the  new  and  dangerous  opinions  in 
drculation.  Neither  did  he  desire  for  his  daughter  any 
very  close  intimacy  with  those  whose  fitctious  violence 
he  deprecated;  though  of  the  extent  to  which  their 
designs  were  in  secret  carried,  he  was  kept  in  profound 
ignorance. 

The  disposal  of  his  daughter  in  marriage  in  these 
difficult  times,  was  the  daily  subject  of  his  anxiety.  He 
desired  to  place  her  under  the  protection  of  some  man 
whose  opinions  were  as  moderate  as  his  own;  but  how 
could  he  find  such  a  one  in  days  such  as  these? 

She  looked  so  serenely,  so  perfectly  happy  at  this 
moment,  that  the  father's  heart,  in  spite  of  all  his  anxious 
forebodings  of  the  future,  could  not  but  share  in  her  joy. 

In  the  meantime  the  smiles  of  the  unhappy  Eleanor 
had  been  exchanged  for  an  expression  of  the  most 
grievous  dissatisfaction,  as  relinquishing  the  hand  of 
her  cavalier,  she  stole  up  to  her  brother,  for  Everard 
was  her  brother,  and  sat  down  by  his  side. 

He  looked  round  and  observing  her  fallen  expression 
of  countenance,  said  very  kindly,  for  he  was  kindness 
itself: 

'*  What  ails  my  Eleanor  ?  She  looks  weary  and  pale 
— nay,  sweet  heart  !  you  are  ever  the  first  to  begin  and 
the  last  to  leave  ofi*dancing — something  more  than  com- 
mon has  happened,  or  you  would  not  look  so  weary — 
what  is  it,  my  sister?'' 
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*^  What  is  it,  sweet  Eleanoi,"  said  Evelyzii  leaning 
£)!rward  and  speaking  with  her  usual  Idnd  tone  of  vdoe; 
'^  there,  try  this  pouncet  box — you  look  pale  and  faint, 
fiur  Eleanor." 

'^  Tou  are  verykind — ^thank  you— I  pray  your  paidim  I 
I  believe  I  am  not  quite  welL  It  is  nothing,  it  will 
soon  pass  away." 

She  saw  the  beautiful  Grrace  rise  to  leave  the  room 
with  her  mother;  and  Robert,  with  several  other  young 
gentlemen,  in  a  kind  of  duteous  attendance,  following 
her.  But  they  only  accompanied  her  to  her  coach — 
they  all  returned  again  to  the  halL 

And  now  Robert  came  up  to  the  place  where  they 
were  sitting,  and  placing  himself  by  Eleanor — ^it  was 
now  her  turn.  He  was  happy — ^he  was  overpowered 
with  happiness;  he,  so  wild  and  careless,  was  for  the 
moment  serious  and  still ;  he  had  seen  the  faint  blush 
colour  her  cheek  as  he  had  taken  her  hand  to  lead  her 
firom  the  apartment.  It  was  enough — he  asked  no 
more:  he  came  and  sat  by  Eleanor  and  Everard  whom 
he  loved  with  great  affection,  to  enjoy  his  satisfaction 
in  sdlence. 

There  was  a  perfect  understanding  existing  between 
these  three  young  persons,  so  far  as  their  religion  went, 
a  matter  at  that  time  of  such  moment  in  all  domestic 
relations ;  each  of  them  had  been  reared  in  the  profesdon 
of  the  Protestant  faith,  from  which,  by  the  exertions 
of  Mr.  Darcy,  they  had  been  rescued  (as  he  would 
have  called  it),  and  had  all  been  reconciled  togeihei. 

The  reconciliation,  however,  conducted  as  it  was  by 
Mr.  Darcy — ^who  it  is  proper  to  inform  the  reader,  ^was 
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at  Ast  time  the  provincial  osr  Buperior  of  the  Jesuits  in 
Rnghnd — implied  maoli  more  than  a  mere  return  to 
the  CathoUc  religion:  he  had  the  art  to  mix  up  many 
doctrines  of  ultramantane  tendency  (and  with  which, 
fliDcdy  speaking,  religion  had  nothing  to  do)  with  his 
instractionfr— and  to  make  use  of  the  generous  ardour 
with  which  the  heart  of  the  young  clings  to  the  oppres- 
sed and  Mien,  to  infuse  feelings  the  most  pernicious 
and  dangerous: — ^but  of  this  hereafter. 

Hie  sort  of  communion  of  feeling  which  this  event 
had  produced  among  them  had  endeared  them  greatly 
to  each  other;  and  had  unhappily  fostered  in  the  too 
susceptible  heart  of  Eleanor  the  seeds  of  that  passion 
which  was  destroying  her  peace. 

Evelyn  was  altogether  without  the  pale  of  these  secret 
understandings.  She  had  not  the  slightest  suspicion  of 
tiie  existence  even  of  such  intrigues;  and  this  artless 
simplicity  was  beyond  measure  charming  to  Everard, 
naturally  of  a  character  as  ingenuous  as  her  own. 

Robert  talked  with  Eleanor  with  all  the  affectionate 
fieedom  of  a  brother,  which  she,  too  apt  to  deceive 
herself,  mistook  for  a  deeper  and  tenderer  partiality. 
And  as  she  pursued  her  way  home  with  her  brother,  sunk 
into  the  comer  of  one  of  those  splendid  coaches  which 
were  by  this  time  almost  in  genend  use  among  men  of 
fortune — she  indulged  in  dreams  of  fehcity,  the  dan- 
gerous delight  of  those  who  have  never  been  schooled 
to  the  duty  of  watchfulness  and  internal  self-discipline. 
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Evelyn  and  her  father  rode  home,  engaged  in  that 
cheerM  conversation  which  was  usually  maintained 
between  them. 

Father  and  mother  in  one,  his  constant  and  unremit* 
ting  efforts  had  been  directed  to  improve  her  imder* 
standing,  and  to  strengthen  her  character;  preparing 
her  to  meet  what  might  result  &om  that  dark  and 
threatening  future  which  lay  before  them  all. 

Days,  in  which  little  children  had  talked  of  martyr- 
dom as  of  a  familiar  thing,  were  not  yet  forgotten;  and 
every  man  of  forethought,  now  that  the  years  of  the 
hoary  old  queen  were  evidently  approaching  to  a  dose, 
looked  forward  with  solicitude  to  what  was  next  to 
ensue. 

Mr.  Mulsho  had  accustomed  his  daughter  to  the  most 
perfect  and  imreserved  confidence. 

Evelyn,  content  of  heart,  and  as  yet  in  the  dawn  of 
that  passion  whose  mid-day  hour  is  too  often  so  troubled 
and  so  stormy,  prattled  away  upon  all  that  she  had  seen 
and  observed;  while  her  father,  fix)m  time  to  time, 
made  his  remarks,  correcting  her  more  rash  and  hasty 
impressions. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

"  Creftte  ud  rule  a  world,  and  work  upon 
IVfankind  by  leoet  engines.'* 

Eleanob,  exhausted  with  agitating  pasfflons,  went  up 
to  her  chamber ;  toie  o£f  hastily  all  her  q>lendid  orna- 
ments; and  sinking  upon  her  couch  of  down,  was  asleep 
before  her  attendants  had  left  the  apartment 

Evelyn  consigned  herself  to  the  care  of  an  ancient 
lady  who  officiated  as  a  sort  of  half  aunt,  half  govemess, 
half  duenna,  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Mulsho.  Mrs.  Maude 
was  sitdngupexpecting  her,  accompanied  by  two  serving 
gentlewomen,  as  they  might  be  called — almost  of  the 
rank  of  gentlewomen,  indeed  they  were  ;  for  with  the 
forms  of  most  respectful  attendance  was  this  young  lady, 
the  heiress  of  Goddeshurst,  and  all  its  broad  lands,  re- 
ceived upon  returning  to  her  father's  house. 

Her  bed-chamber  was  arranged  with  the  greatest 
luxury,  the  rich  curtains  of  the  bed  fell  in  heavy  velvet 
folds  upon  the  floor,  the  bed  itself  being  covered  with 
a  fine  white  satin  coverlet  fringed  with  gold.  A  large 
dressing-table  was  set  out,  displaying  the  preparations 
for  the  toilette,  and  adorned  with  several  pieces  of  fine 
gold  filigree  work;  gold  and  silver  boxes  and  vases,  and 
rich  cups  of  crimson  and  blue  Venice  glass  stood  on  each 
side  of  a  mirror,  in  a  fintme  of  olver  elaborately  worked ; 
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silver  lamps  were  burning  on  each  side  of  the  apart- 
ment. Every  thing  was  costly  and  beautiful — and  yet, 
it  was  in  accordance  simply  with  the  fashion  of  the 
times,  that  all  this  was  arranged:  it  was  the  result  of  a 
certain  style,  due  to  her  rank  in  society,  rather  than  as 
a  matter  of  selfish  luxury,  that  this  was  done  for  Evelyn. 

Neither  Mr.  Mulsho  nor  his  daughter  loved  luxury  or 
show ;  it  was  a  habit  of  their  life  and  times  which 
passed  without  consideration.    It  was  nothing  more. 

Good  Mrs.  Maude  received  her  precious  charge  in 
the  hall  as  she  entered — ^the  two  duennas  standing  like 
maids  of  honour  at  some  little  distance  behind ;  the 
large  cloak  in  which  she  had  been  wrapped  fdU.  £n>m 
her  as  her  &ther  carefully  unclasped  it,  gazing  with  a 
£skther*s  delight  for  ever  new,  upon  her  lovely  &ce  and 
form  ;  but  he  gave  no  expression  to  the  admiration  he 
felt ;  such  a  proceeding  would  have  been  quite  incon- 
ostent  with  the  gravity  of  a  fiiiher  in  those  days.  Eve- 
lyn dropped  upon  one  knee,  kissed  her  fttther's  hand — 
received  his  blessing — and  then  conmgned  to  Mrs.  Maude, 
was  carried  away  to  her  bed-chamber,  there  to  spend 
the  time,  while  her  attendants  were  busily  employed 
upon  her  night  toilette,  in  relating  all  the  wonders  of 
that  gorgeous  scene  at  which  she  had  been  present  for 
the  first  time  of  her  life. 


And  how  was  the  still  more  delicate — ^the  still  more 
graceful — ^the  still  more  beautiful  Grace  Vaux,  received 
as  she  entered  the  house  of  her  fisithers  that  night. 

In  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth  the  Strand,  as  a  street^ 
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did  not  exisi  ;  fiom  Temple  Bar  to  the  wide  extended 
prednctB  of  what  was  called  the  Old  Palace  of  West- 
minster, a  fine  of  grand  but  detached  houses  stood  upon 
the  banks  of  the  riTer,  at  some  furlongs'  distance  £rom 
the  water.  Thejr  were  aUsorroanded  by  large  gardens 
which  were  canied  to  the  river's  brink,  and  were  laid 
oat  with  much  of  the  quaint  magnificence  of  those  days 
in  such  naattera. 

Among  these  was  one  which  history  has  for  ever 
rendered  memorable ;  namely,  Essex  House— but  this 
18  not  that  to  which  I  am  at  present  going  to  conduct 
jou. 

Hie  one  yon  are  about  to  enter  is  a  large  gloomy 
looking  mansion  of  yery  great  antiquity,  built  of  timber 
and  day;  what  we  commonly  call  black  and  white 
houses,  with  which  style  of  architecture  all  are  perfectly 
wdl  acquainted,  specimens  still  existing  of  it  all  over 
the  country. 

The  house  of  which  we  are  thinking  was  a  very  fine 
example  of  the  style  in  question;  at  least  so  fiur  as  ex- 
tent of  firont  and  innumerable  peaks  and  gables  went; 
but  it  was  more  than  usually  heavy  and  gloomy. 

The  stories  oveiiiung  each  other  so  that  the  lower 
windows  were  completely  cast  into  shadow  by  the  huge 
prqjecdng  beams  above ;  the  ground-floor  apartments 
being  thus  rendered  so  dark,  that  it  was  twilight  within 
even  in  theglareof  mid-day: — as  the  stories  rose  one  above 
another,  theaspectof  things  becamesomewhatmorecheer- 
fiiL  A  long  gallery  or  receiving-room  upon  the  highest 
floor  extended  the  whole  length  of  the  house,  and  its 
line  of  nch  lattice  windows  looked  out  upon  the  Thames; 
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bnt  the  Btorj  below  this  was  verj  heavy  and  gloomy. 
A  very  large  low  inegularly  shaped  ante-ioom  occupied 
at  this  floor  the  centre  of  the  mansion,  lined  with  a 
wainscoting  of  oak,  which  time  had  rendered  nearly  as 
dark  as  ebony.  Out  of  this  several  very  small  cham- 
bers equally  gloomy  and  dark  opened;  some  serving  as 
the  sleeping  apartments  of  the  members  of  this  fiunily — 
the  rest  wrapt  in  a  sort  of  mysterious  solitude  and  silencCi 
which  was  oppressive  to  the  spirits  and  imagination. 

It  was  into  the  large  court  of  this  gloomy  abode  that 
the  coach  of  the  Lady  Vaux  turned  ;  andhere,  gliding 
like  some  white  spirit  amid  the  realms  of  darkness,  the 
beautiful  Ghrace,  taking  a  small  plain  iron  lamp  from  the  ^ 
aged  serving-man  who  opened  the  door,  after  having 
made  a  formal  reverence  to  her  mother,  began  to 
mount  the  dark  stairs  of  chestnut,  which  led  to  the 
gloomy  gallery  above.  Staircase  followed  staircase  and 
gallery  gallery — all  seeming,  however,  darker,  more 
low,  and  more  gloomy  one  than  the  other — ^till  she 
reached  the  ante-chamber  upon  the  higher  floor  ;  and 
turning  an  outer  key  that  stood  in  the  lock,  entered  im- 
attended,  her  small  and  dismal  chamber.  The  walls  of 
this,  like  those  of  the  other  apartments,  were  wainscoted 
with  dark  panelled  oak,  against  which  himg  some  pic* 
tures  of  saints,  in  black  ebony  frames  ;  a  few  chairs  of 
oak  without  cushion  or  covering ;  a  table  without  carpet 
or  velvet  overlaying  It — ^perfectly  bare  ;  with  only  a 
few  books  in  black  covers,  arranged  around.  Such  was 
the  furniture  of  the  room.  At  one  end  of  it  there  was 
a  door,  now  standing  open,  which  led  into  the  cell, 
rather  than  chamber,  where  was  a  narrow  uncurtained 
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bed,  with  its  one  mattress,  and  scanty  covering,  formed 
as  nearly  as  possible  upon  the  model  of  those  of  the 
strictest  conventual  orders.  Opposite  to  this  door, 
a  panel,  so  exactly  fitted  to  the  wainscot  that  when 
closed  its  existence  escaped  observation,  stood  open; 
and  lighted  by  two  immense  wax-candles  which  were 
placed  on  either  side,  displayed  an  immense  black  cru- 
cifix. The  agonising  figure  of  the  blessed  Saviour  of 
Catholic  and  heretic  alike,  was  here  represented  larger 
than  life ;  in  wood  so  excessively  darkened  and  discoloured 
by  age,  that  it  had  the  appearance  of  bronze;  the  terrors 
of  that  dreadful  hour  were  represented  with  a  truth 
ahnost  harrowing,  in  the  writhing  limbs,  and  by  the  dark 
hue  of  the  drooping  head  and  face. 

At  the  foot  of  this  crucifix  a  very  aged  woman,  at- 
tired in  deep  black  was  kneeling; — she  had  on  a  small 
white  tippet,  and  a  black  veil  and  hood  encircled  her 
lace,  not  suffering  one  lock  of  her  silver  hair  to  become 
visible  :  her  rosary  of  plain  ebony  in  her  hand,  she  was 
repeating  prayers  which  might  have  appeared  mecha- 
nical, had  not  the  deep  devotion  of  her  whole  air  and 
manner  rendered  them  affecting  and  impressive. 

The  aged  nun,  for  a  very  aged  nun  she  was — a  last 
relic  of  those  religious  societies  which  the  rage  for  inno- 
vation of  Henry,  and  his  minister  Cromwell,  had  abo- 
lished— had,  when  driven  from  her  convent,  received 
shelter  in  the  family  of  the  Lord  Vaux  ;  and  had 
from  that  time  lived  there  secluded,  and  as  much  ac- 
cording to  the  severe  rule  of  her  order  as  circumstances 
would  allow. 

She  was  praying  with  such  deep  devotion,  and  was  so 
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entirely  absorbed  in  what  she  was  about,  that  ahe  did 
not  hear  the  door  open,  nor  perceive  the  entrance  of  the 
Lady  Grace:  who,  presenting  a  strange  contrast  to  tbe 
gloomy  scene,  arrayed  as  she  was  in  Her  rich  white 
dress,  and  sparkling  jewel)*  came  forward  silently,  and 
began  to  taka  off  her  ornaments,  and  cast  them  with 
something  which  was  more  than  disdainful  indifference 
— ^with  a  sort  of  disgust — ^upon  the  bare  oaken  table 
before  her. 

Her  robes  of  white  satin  fell  upon  the  ground, 
displaying  the  extraordinary  simplicity  of  her  attire 
or  under-dress  beneath.  No  point,  no  needlework 
adorned  her.  She  cast  hastily  aside  the  vestments  of 
ceremony  assumed  for  the  occasion,  as  if  she  were  im- 
patient to  be  rid  of  such  offensive  vanities,  and  covered 
herself  with  a  white  wrapping-gown  of  the  most  rigid 
dmplidty,  and  having  done  so,  sat  down  upon  a  bare 
oaken  bench  which  occupied  one  side  of  the  waU, 
'  waiting  till  the  orisons  of  the  nun  should  haye  termi- 
nated. 

The  ancient  woman  rose  from  her  knees,  and  turned 
her  withered  &ce  and  dimmed  eye  upon  the  young 
lady.  The  face  was  paler  than  usual,  pale  as  it  ever 
was;  and  in  the  eye  spoke  an  expression  of  grief  and 
horror  not  to  be  mistaken.  The  young  lady  clasped 
her  hands  with  a  look  of  agony. 

Neither  of  them  spoke,  but  a  gesture  of  the  old  nun^s 
head  said:  "  It  is  too  true !" 

The  young  lady  gave  a  low  groan,  then  she  lifted 
up  her  clasped  hands  before  her  eycSj  and  the  tears 
trickled  slowly  through  her  fingers. 
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Sbe  irepi  seime  time  in  this  quiet  manner,  her  tears 
&Iling  like  the  still  summer  rain;  and  then  she  slowly 
let  her  hands  sink  upon  her  lap,  and  speaking  with 
her  usual  gentle  composure,  she  said: 
And  how  did  you  hear  it?' 
Father  Tesmond  was  here  to-night  He  came  by 
command  of  Mr.  Darcy  to  give  you  the  intelligence." 

''  Is  Father  Tesmond  still  here?' 

*'  No— he  is  departed  for  Stafibrdshire  for  Henlip, 
the  seat  of  the  Abingdons^  under  their  protection 
to  remain  concealed  till  this  storm  is  blown  over. 
Hiere  were  two  more  priests  arrested  with  the  holy  man; 
there  are  doubts  as  to  their  stead&stness  in  resisting 
the  terrible  rack.  Mi.  Darcy  has  given  orders,  there- 
fore, that  till  such  time  as  the  result  of  this  business 
can  be  ascertained,  the  holy  missionaries  shall  re- 
main concealed  in  their  different  asylums  among  the 
devout  Catholic  gentry.  He  himself,  with  his  known 
courage,  ventured  to  appear  at  the  festival  to-night; 
but  he  mounted  and  rode  north,  as  soon  as  he  had 
changed  his  attire.  It  is  his  command  to  us  both  that 
we  remain  quietly  here,  engaged  in  such  fasting,  humi- 
liation, and  prayer,  as  may  move  the  saints  to  interces- 
don  for  him  who  lieth  grinding  in  the  prison-house. . . . 
This  is  what  Father  Tesmond  had  charge  from  him 
to  say." 

She  had  listened  without  moving  a  feature.  Then 
she  stepped  up  close  to  Mother  Anne,  and  said,  in  a 
trembling  voice, 

"Did  he  say  nothing  more?  Did  he  not  say  for 
what  they  would  be  arraigned  ?    For  a  misdemeanour, 
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or  for  .  ..."  her  lips  growing  Yrinie  with  the  suppo- 
dtioQ. 

"For  treaflon,"  said  the  non,  her  countenance  as- 
suming a  hue  almost  as  dark  as  that  of  the  crucifix  she 
had  quitted. 

The  young  ladj  cost  hei  eyes  with  a  half-appealing, 
half-reproachful  expression  upwards.  A  slight,  almost 
imperceptible  shiver  shook  her  frame.  Then  she  re- 
tired into  the  little  cell  where  stood  her  bed.  She  dis- 
robed herself  even  of  the  smplo  dress  she  wore,  as  far 
too  ddicate  an  indulgence  under  her  present  feelings  ; 
and  assumed  a  clothing  adopted  to  those  ceremonies 
of  penance,  which  it  was  the  practice  of  the  rigid 
Catholics  of  that  day  to  adopt  in  moments  of  distress 
and  terror  sudi  as  these.  She  then  passed  that  night, 
which  those  two  other  young  creatures  spent  in  peace- 
ful dumber,  in  all  the  horrors  of  self-imposed  penance; 
wrestling  and  struggling  in  heart-rending  supplication, 
and  almost  hopeless  prayer. 

The  penance  was  agonising,  the  prayer  despairing 
and  hopeless,  and  wherefore? 

Because,  in  spite  of  all,  even  in  this  moment  of  horror* 
struck  agitation,  one  image  would  suddenly  start  up  and 
cross  her  imagination — one  image  send  a  thrill  of  im- 
pious pleasure,  as  she  thought  it^  through  her  heart. 

It  was  not  that  he  was  reconciled. 

That  would  have  been  a  pious  and  permitted  joy. 
To  rejoice  that  one  other  was  gathered  into  the  sacred 
fold — to  rejoice  even  unto  tears — this  would  have  been 
a  sentiment,  which  even  in  the  depths  of  penitential 
devotion  might  not  have  been  disallowed. 
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But  why  would  that  dark  mysterious  eye  of  passion 
still  rest  upon  her  memory  till  her  very  heart  thrilled? 
And  why  would  the  demon  whisper  amid  her  prayers, 
what  if  they,  too,  were  never  to  be  severed? — ^what  if  she 
might  be  to  him,  as  that  lamented  and  revered  being 
had  been  to  her  ;  his  monitor — his  gmde?.  . . 

Oh,  why  should  kind  nature's  consolations  in  this 
hour  of  sorrow  whisper  to  her  heart  in  vain  ;  why, 
alas !  was  she  impelled  to  reject  with  dread  the  tender 
consolation,  as  if  it  were  an  unpardonable  sin  ? 

In  such  struggles — ^in  such  agonies  of  conflicting  feel- 
ings, this  lovely  creature  strove  and  suffered  till  day. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

«  What's  the  matter. 
That  you  uxilace  your  repntation  thus. 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion  for  the  name 
Of  a  nig^t  brawler?" 

Othdlo. 

Such  were  the  different  ways  in  which  those  three 
fair  young  creatures  passed  the  night. 

How  did  some  of  the  rest  of  the  party  wear  out  the 
remaining  hours  ? 

Robert,  Thomas,  and  Winter,  with  several  other 
young  gallants  of  their  age,  left  the  palace  arm-in-arm, 
and  wrapped  in  their  cloaks,  their  swords  by  their  sides, 
their  hats  and  pendent  fealhers  down  over  their  faces, 
walked  up  what  is  now  Whitehall. 

They  were  characters  far  too  wild  and  irregular  to 
8u£fer  their  spirits  to  subside  into  tranquillity  at  their  own 
chambers,  after  a  few  hours  of  so  much  excitement ; 
Robert,  in  particular,  was  dizzy  with  a  sort  of  wild  hope, 
which  the  adventures  of  the  evening  had  raised;  and — 
as  was  always  the  case,  at  that  period  of  his  life,  with 
him — ^whenever  any  circumstance  had  occurred  to  ele- 
vate his  spirits  he  was  as  one  intoxicated,  appeared 
quite  incapable  of  self-government,  and  was  accustomed 
to  dissipate  his  feelings  in  any  extravagance  that  might 
first  present  itself. 

^*  What  has  night  to  do  with  sleep?"  was  something  of 
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ihe  sentiment  with  which  he  passed  up  the  street,  ex- 
citing his  companions  by  his  example  to  the  perpetra- 
ii<m  of  a  thousand  capricious  pranks  that  would  be 
considered  unpardonable  in  these  our  more  sober  and 
well-r^ulated  dsjs. 

They  passed  on  till  they  came  to  a  large  tavern  in 
the  Tidnity  of  St.  Clement's  Church,  much  frequented 
by  the  young  Catholic  gentlemen,  and  where  wine  and 
dice  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night  were  to  be  had. 

Most  of  the  party  had  before  this  time  dispersed  their 
sereralways;  Robert,  Thomas,  and  Winter  were  alone 
when  they  entered  the  large,  low  room,  still  full  of  com- 
pany, where  wine  was  circulating  £reely ;  the  loud 
catch  was  being  trolled  at  some  tables;  and  the  loud 
rattle  of  the  dice  echoing  from  others. 

*' Hallo,  mine  host!  a  bottle  of  sack  here,''  cried 
Robert,  throwing  himself  down  by  one  of  the  tables, 
taking  off  his  sword  and  unclasping  his  rich  cloak. 
**  Come,  Tom,  off  with  that  heavy  pensioner  s  cap  of 
thine.  Winter,  a  chair  there,  let  us  make  a  night 
of  it." 

**  Who  have  we  here?*  said  Thomas,  standing  erect 
several  inches  taller  than  any  other  man  in  the  room, 
and  surveying  the  apartment  witC  a  sort  of  suspicious, 
scrutinising  glance,  '^half  of  them  are  unknown  to 
me." 

"And  if  they  be,  man-we  are  not  coming  hette 
to  hatch  treason  against  our  most  legitimate  queen, 
are  we? — ^but  against  those  unpardonable  criminals— 
those  murderers  of  human  enjoyment — sleep,  good 
hours,  good  order,  good  manners,  and  so  forth.    What 
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art  thon  ji&ud  of,  mm?  None  hak  liiiHmife 
this  lojal  bcQse;  Oid  GregofT  kaoiis  iKftio:; 
better  known,  tlijsi  to  Inrbuui  ujr  Int  Isxine 
oftfaepaitT.  Bat  who  lure  we  Ine?  Alt^LiftdelaR! 
— ^Ah,  Wright ! — yhaHng  the  dice  Ikbe,  aie  je 
what* s  the  main  ?  Xay.  and  if 
challeni!e«  Fm  Toar  man — moie  SKk — a  haHdt  of  lU- 
Toisic — and  Cftv  dncats  to  one  on  die  west  tAoRNr 
agdnst  thee«    Ljttleton,    for  thou  ait  not  fiatHH^a 


mimon.*' 


Ljttleton  looked  up,  smiled,  and  Aook  Ids 

*^  I  take  3roa,*'  said  a  gentleman  of  the  nanae  of 
Keyts^  who  was  stuiding  over  the  table  malrhiiig  die 
game  betwen  Ljttleion  and  Wright.  ^  iifij  to  ok 
against  Lyttleton." 

*^  A  somewhat  heaTj  \-Hnture  upon  Wiight^s  o^ 
dee,*"  said  Winter,  in  his  quiet  waj.  **  What  aie  yoa 
about,  Robert?* 

**  Nay,*"  said  Robert,  carelessly,  *^  it  is  done — haTe 
at  it,** — and  Wright  threw  aces. 

His  countenance  changed  not  a  whit  :  he  threw  die 
money  to  Eejcs,  and  taming  to  Wintor,  aud,  ^  mhold 
you  a  hundred  to  fire  on  Wright*8  next  throw." 

**  Not  !,••  said  Winter,  "  I  nether  lore  to  rob  nq^ 
friends  nor  be  robbed  myself— why,  Robert,  thoa  mnsi 

have  found  the  gold  mines  they  tdl  ns  of thoa^ 

mighty  free  with  thy  dncats  to-night.* 

The  only  answer  was  hastily  to  write  a  promise  ftr 
five  hundred,  throw  it  upon  the  table,  and  challenge 
any  one  to  stake  to  the  odds  of  fire  hundred  to  one 
against  his  own. 
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Wright  took  it;  lie  threw,  and  won. 

Then  Lyttleton  loee  £K>m  the  table,  and  Robert  sat 
down,  and  the  wine  <nrculated  rapidly,  and  the  dice 
lattled,  and  eyes  were  sparkling  and  cheeks  fluslung, 
and  voices  risiog  into  an  excited  clamour. 

Robert  was  playing  in  the  most  desperate  manner; 
iBttHng  his  dice,  betting  with  all  around,  swallow- 
ing  bumper  after  bumper  of  strong  wine;  his  eyes 
flashing,  speaking  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  the  most  ex- 
ited of  the  excited  group  which  surroimded  the  table— 
which  was  indeed  now  the  only  table  occupied  in  the 
Toom. 

The  night  was  far  advanced ,  and  the  other  guests 
Bad  in  small  parties  gradually  retired,  all  save  a  gen- 
tleman dressed  in  a  dark  riding  suit,  who,  a  news-letter 
in  his  hand,  which  he  held  so  as  entirely  to  shade  his 
&ce,  sat  reading  by  a  small  lamp  in  a  very  remote  and 
obscure  comer  of  the  apartment. 

Robert  was  losing,  and  in  the  desperation  of  defeat 
was  doubling,  trebling,  and  quadrupling  his  stakes 
against  Wright,  who,  his  clumsy,  heavy  countenance 
fixed  in  deep  attention,  was  calculating  his  chances, 
and  accumulating  his  gains.  Robert,  with  one  hand 
raised  above  his  head,  was  rattling  the  box  with  fury, 
while  with  the  other  he  held  a  bumper  of  sparkling 
wine,  which  he  was  pledging  to  tiie  fairest  she  on  earth. 

When  a  hand  was  laid  upon  his  shoulder.  He  turned 
his  face  suddenly  upwards. 

"  Who  dares? You !— Mr.  Darcy !" 

"  I,"  said  the  stranger.  "  Mr.  Darcy.  Is  this  a  time, 
gentlemen — ^is  this  a  time?' 
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"  And  why  not?"  died  Robert,  ititli  «  dtonUesa 
tat—"  why  not?— Witt  better  time?" 
*  CatiA  tbe  Bdntn  a«  jm  maj, 
life  Kn&rt  lad  wws  awaf.' 

"  What  better  tune?— iriiat  hne  we  else  to  do— 
fidd  of  entcrpnae  there  iaixme — hope  of  gkay  there  is 
Qone-^iope  of  vengeamoa  there  is  none — let  us  drink 
oUrrion,  and  fight  with  these  stamped  bones." 

And  BO  saying,  he  flong  the  dice  iqion  the  taUe, 
and  lo«t  1000  docata  at  the  throw. 

Ur.  Daicy  allowed  Wright  quietly  to  add  the  note- 
<^hand  which  foUowed  to  his  othei  winnings,  and  then 
aid: 

*'  Gentlemen,  you  are  not,  periupe,  aware,  that  s 
head — the  vahie  of  whose  lightest  t>i>ir  outwoghs  tha 
worth  of  all  preaeait  here,  not  excepting  myself — is  in 
jet^Mudy  at  this  vesy  hour;  wfaich  it  pleases  you  to 
spend  in  this  noisy  revelry.  You  do  not,  perhapa, 
know  that,"  in  a  sort  c^  whisper,  yet  bo  distinct  as  to  be 
heard  by  every  yoong  man  at  the  table,  bnt  which 
reached  no  further,  "  the  retreat  of  the  Father  Pio- 
nnoal  has  been  discovered,  and  that  he  is  anested." 

There  was  a  sudden  start;  eveiy  one  fell  back,  looked 
a^iast,  and  every  eye  was  liited  to  the  speaker. 

**  Gentlemen,"  he  continued,  "  my  duty  requires 
that  I  should  ride  north  to-night;  cm  me,  hencefwth, 
devolves  the  authority  dll  now  bo  iar  more  worUiily 
widded  by  him  whose  shoes  I  am  not  worthy  to  bear. 
My  duties  are  now  extended — on  my  bead  devolves 
the  conduct  of  that  noble  cause  to  which  ye,  all  gallant 
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and  generous  spizits,  have  devoted  yourselves.  The 
ooaitest  against  ihia  foul  woman  and  her  iniquitooa 
government  is  committed  to  me.  Gentlemen,  the 
obedience  which  no  merits  of  my  own  entitle  me  to 
claim,  I  demand  in  the  name  of  that  holy  church  of 
which  I  am  the  most  unworthy  servant.  Let  us  have 
done  with  dice  and  wine,  for  this  is  a  terrible  night." 

The  glasses  and  llie  comets  in  every  hand  sank  as  by 
enchantment  on  the  table,  andeveiy  head  was  bowed  in 
an  attitude  of  respectful  attention. 

^*  Three  words,  gentlemen,  only: — My  intelligence 
has  it  that  the  sheiifis'  officers  are  bringing  up  their  pri- 
soners by  night,  for  reasons  best  known  to  themselves. 
The  darkneaa  is  long  at  this  time  of  year;  it  is  now  two 
hours  past  midnight,"  looking  at  "an  old  Dutch  dock 
that  ticked  loudly  in  one  comer  of  the  room.  '*  The 
day  dawns  at  seven — there  is  no  moon,  and  the  stars  are 
mu£9ed.  The  road  towards  St.  John's  Wood  lies  over 
^fields  before  you  • . .  •  Visors  most  gentlemen  possess ; 
rapiers  and  poignards  you  none  of  you  are  in  want  of. 
Rxamplea  have  we  heard,  where  princes  have  amused 
themselves  with  cutting  travellers'  purses.  Grallants  of 
the  present  day  may  perhaps  engage  in  a  somewhat  more 
perilous,  and  somewhat  more  noble  enterprise.  It  were 
easy  for  two  or  three  gentlemen,  having  secured  their  ob- 
ject, to  dismount  and  return  to  theb  lodgings  on  foot;  the 
othefs  might  gallop  their  horses  towards  Erith,  where 
theboat  is  always  ready,  and  opposite  to  which  the  small 
flfaip  is  lying.  And  thus  the  victim  of  a  barbarous,  ty- 
rannical and  heretical  government  might  be  torn  from 
the  fiings  of  the  harpies  of  law,  and  escape  to  France." 
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They  scarcely  gaye  him  time  to  conclude  his  speech. 
Every  gentleman  had  lisen  hastily  from  his  seat;  they 
passed  to  the  table  where  their  swoids  were  lying,  and 
began  in  silence  to  buckle  them  on,  asBuming  their 
doaks,  and  presmng  to  leave  the  room  without  a  word 
more. 

'*  Tarry  a  little/'  said  Mr.  Darcy,  laying  his  soft  white 
hands  on  the  shoulders  of  two  of  the  party.  '*  I  am 
sorry  for  you,  sir,"  . .  resting  his  blue  eye  upon  Thomas, 
''and  I  am  sorry  for  you^  dr,"  doing  the  same  by 
Winter.  *'  One,  pardon  me,  is  too  well  known,  and 
too  remarkable  by  his  height  and  bearing  ...  for  the 
other  there  is  a  different  task  prepared.  Your  courage 
and  spirit  alone,"  turning  to  Robert,  '*  is  su£Eicient  to 
animate  a  party  far  less  brave  and  gallant  than  the  one 
confided  to  you.  Gentlemen;  behold  your  leader — ^you 
will  be  pleased  to  condder  him  as  invested  with  my 
authority.  ...  I  need  not  remind  those  who  possess 
horse  pistols,  that  in  the  flarkness  of  a  night  like  this, 
they  may  be  found  more  useful  than  swords — and  once 
more,"  in  a  lower  voice,  "  that  every  queen's  officer  is 
to  be  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  sworn  and  uncompro- 
mising  enemy.'' 

**  Come,  gentlemen,^'  addressing  Thomas  and  Winter, 
*'  shall  we  walk?  My  nag  is  eating  his  beans  not  far 
off— will  you  not  see  me  to  horse?" 

The  two  gentlemen  shrugged  their  shoulders,  cast  a 
rueful  glance  at  their  companions,  but  followed  Mr. 
Darcy  with  an  air  of  submission,  and  quitted  the  room 
as  if  impelled  by  a  force  against  which  resistance  or 
remonstrance  was  equally  vain. 
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*^We  meet  at  the  windmill  in  the  fields  by  the 
Piccadilly,"  was  Robert's  brief  order :  *'  the  word — ^Faith 
and  Justice.  There  is  no  time  for  delay;  when  Paid's 
dock  rings  three,  such  of  us  as  are  ready,  start;  two  or 
three,  with  a  dark  night  and  good  pistols,  will  beat  the 
sheriff  and  his  merry  men. — ^Farewell,  gentlemen,  till 
three  by  Paul's,"  and  with  a  general  salute  he  left  the 
room,  which  was  speedily  cleared  of  the  rest  of  the 
company. 


The  night  was  pitchy  dark,  as  the  several  gentlemen, 
having  hastily  thrown  off  their  rich  dresses,  and  assumed 
the  riding  costume  proper  to  people  of  the  ordinary 
sort,  mounted  their  heavy  powerful  horses,  and  with 
their  huge  horse  pistols  in  their  holsters,  and  swords  by 
their  ades,  somewhat  more  effective  than  the  rapiers  they 
used  when  in  full  dress,  rode  swiftly  down  the  lanes, 
and  through  the  fields  then  occupjring  what  is  now 
covered  by  the  labyrinth  of  streets  and  squares  north  of 
Piccadilly. 

Robert  was  first  at  the  place  of  rendezvous,  and  sat 
alcnt  upon  his  large  black  horse,  listening  for  the 
approach  of  the  others;  his  heart  would  have  been 
highly  elated  with  the  excitement  of  a  fray  of  this  sort 
at  any  time,  but  now  he  was  animated  by  a  kind  of 
rapturous  ecstasy  which  would  have  led  him  to  beard 
the  very  lion  in  his  den.  He  thought  of  her,  that  angel 
of  his  adoration;  of  the  emotion  she  had  shown — ^the 
deep  bitter  emotion  which  her  countenance  had  ex- 
pressed, when  she  had  alluded  to  the  subject  of  this 
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inieiwifJ  lescoe;  and  it  would  be  imposBiUe  to  express 
die  sort  of  delizioiis  jihiiiyn  widi  iriiich  he  dwelt  upon 
Ae  moment,  wliai,  in  one  of  those  secret  meetings 
which  the  ciicimistuioes  of  the  times  so  often  rendered 
ncccawiTj  among  those  of  his  fiuth,  he  Aonld  tell  her, 
that  her  revered  and  bdored  ^iritoal  fJEUher  was  saved, 
and  dioiild  daim  and  reoerre  from  that  fidr  saint  in 
xetom,  a  snuie,  ot  a  syDable  of  approbation. 

Under  the  pressixre  of  such  thoughts  he  paced  his 
steed  up  and  down,  impatiently  listening  to  the  stilly 
hum  of  the  drowsy  city;  and  to  the  clocks  of  the 
diflferent  churches  as  they  rang  the  quarters  on  the 
bdL  At  last  the  {dashing  of  horses  through  the 
deep  miry  lane,  and  the  jingling  of  hidles  was  dis- 
tinctly heard;  and  one  by  one,  through  the  almost  pal- 
pable obscure,  the  moving  forms  were  dimly  descried 
as  they  advanced,  and  the  words  *'  Faith  and  Justice," 
were  passed  from  (me  to  the  other. 

**  Silence  and  forward,"  said  Robert,  in  a  voice  of 
command — and  they  took  the  road  leading  towards 
St.  John's  Wood,  where  they  expected  to  arrive  in 
time  to  waylay  the  cavalcade;  and,  sheltered  by  the 
thicket,  to  attack  the  escort  and  carry  off  the  prisoners. 

St.  John's  Wood  was  then  a  portion  of  the  primeval 
forest  still  unreclaimed,  which  yet  surrounded  London  on 
that  side;  and  which  stretched  far  and  wide  over  hills  and 
valleys,  now  covered  with  gardens,  villas,  and  fields. 
Its  thickets  served  for  concealment  to  many  an  outlaw 
£rom  society,  and  was  usually  the  harbour  first  sought 
by  those  who,  pursued  for  civil  or  political  offences, 
fled  £rom  the  city  to  escape  the  hands  of  justioe. 
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Hie  tall  oaks  overlimig  an  almost  impenetrable 
labyrinth  of  underwood,  composed  of  holUes,  willows^ 
hazels,  and  trees  of  inferior  growth,  mingled  in  almost 
inextricable  confusion,  through  which  the  great  road 
from  the  north-western  part  of  the  country  was  cut. 

Hie  CSatholic  gentlemen  posted  themselyes  in  a 
thicket  dose  by  the  road  side;  and,  by  the  very  fidnt 
light  of  a  few  stars  which  just  then  became  visible, 
watched  the  long  line  of  road  that  stretched  through 
the  wood  before  them. 

They  had  not  long  to  wait.  The  soimd  of  an  ad- 
vancing cavalcade  was  heard  slowly  descending  a  hill 
at  some  little  distance,  plashing  through  a  brook  that 
traversed  a  narrow  valley;  and  then  ascending  leisurely 
the  bank  on  the  side  of  which  the  rescuers  had  planted 
thems^ves. 

First  rode  the  pursuivant  on  a  tall  bay  horse,  fol- 
lowed by  three  or  four  soldiers  on  foot,  with  their 
matchlocks  resting  on  their  shoulders.  Then  appeared 
the  priests,  three  in  number,  clothed  in  black,  and  with 
their  hands  tied  behind  their  backs;  they  were  on 
horseback,  and  each  horse  led  by  an  officer  of  justice, 
with  his  short  sword  in  his  hand.  The  procession 
closed  with  a  small  detachment  of  half-a-dozen  more 
foot  soldiers. 

The  guard  was  slender,  for  the  arrest  had  been  so 
sudden  and  unexpected,  that,  the  means  of  convejring  in- 
telligence in  those  days  being  so  scanty,  it  was  imagined 
the  prisoners  would  be  safely  deposited  in  the  Tower  be- 
fore the  news  of  their  detention  could  have  reached  any 
of  their  fidends;  but  such  was  the  extent  of  that  secret 
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net  of  intrigue,  if  the  expresdoc  may  be  used,  wliich 
enveloped  EngUnd-r^xtending  from  sea  to  eea — that  in< 
telligecce  of  any  disaster  'which  might  be&l  one  of 
those  engaged  in  carrying  tm  these  secret  undeiBtandinga 
spread  in  an  inconceiTably  short  space  of  time  through- 
out the  whole  body;  and  Mr.  Darcy  had  received  the 
intelligence  of  the  arrest  of  the  misfflonaiy  priests  before 
it  had  reached  the  government. 

A  sudden  volley  of  fire-arms  flashed  from  amid  the 
bushes.  A  ball  from  Robert's  pistol  struck  down  the 
pursuivant  as  he  rode. 

He  was  a  fine  young  man  of  about  one  or  two-and- 
twenty  ;  no  more.  He  fell  to  the  earth  withouteven  & 
cry — and  the  rescuers  rushed  from  the  thicket,  sword  in 
hand,  and  endeavoured  to  seize  upon  and  cany  off  the 
prisonere. 

But  the  foot  soldiers  of  those  days  were  not  to  be 
lightly  dealt  with ;  they  tallied  round  their  prisoner^^ 
forced  them  from  their  horses — formed  in  a  hollow 
square  round  them — and  presenting  their  matchlocks, 
Bent  a  volley  among  the  attacking  par^,  whom  they 
mistook  by  their  dress  and  visors  for  common  robbers. 

A  ball  passed  through  Robert's  sword-arm,  and  ren- 
dered it  useless  ;  with  his  leil  he  drew  out  and  fired  a 
second  pistol,  hut  no  second  man  fell. 

The  skirmish  was  speedily  decided.  The  soldiers  and 
their  matchlocks  were  more  than  a  match  for  the  two 
or  three  gentlemen  who  ass^led  them ;  their  leader, 
wounded  and  bleeding,  unable  to  animate  them  to  ft 
fresh  attack,  they  had  the  mortification  to  see  the  caval- 
cade proceed  on  its  way;  dragging  Ae  priests  on  foot 
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tied  to  their  hones,  on  which  a  soldier  was  severally 
mounted.  Hie  body  of  the  unfortunate  pursuivant 
thrown  across  his  horse,  dosed  the  procession. 

Robert  sat  upon  the  turf  by  the  way-side— the  blood 
streaming  from  his  arm,  as  the  party,  at  a  turn  of 
the  road,  disappeared  behind  the  thickets,  and  was  soon 
out  of  dght 

Several  of  the  hoises  had  been  hurt,  and  some  of 
the  gentlemen  had  received  slight  woimds — ^the  diffi- 
culty now  with  them  all  was,  how  best  to  conceal  the  part 
they  had  taken  in  the  adventuie ;  as  it  was  certain  that  the 
queen's  attorney-general  in  the  trial,  now  inevitably 
impending,  would  make  the  most  of  a  circumstance  so 
suspicious  as  the  attack  of  these  young  men,  and  at- 
tempted rescue. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  abandon  their 
horses — taking  off  their  accoutrements  which  were  care- 
fully hidden  in  the  thickets;  to  make  their  own  way 
stealthily  over  the  fields;  and  to  take  refuge  in  a  house 
named  White  Webbes,  which  was  situated  somewhere 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Epping  Forest,  and  which 
had  been  purchased  by  the  Jesuits  under  feigned  names, 
to  serve  the  purposes  alike  of  a  place  of  rendezvous  and 
concealment. 

How  such  houses,  many  of  which  the  Jesuits  are 
known  to  have  possessed,  escaped  the  searching  eyes  of 
the  government,  it  seems  difficult  to  understand  ;  it  may 
perhaps  be  accounted  for,  by  the  very  limited  means  of 
observation  which  the  government  possessed.  The  houses 
of  the  principal  Catholic  gentry  were  well  known,  and 
were  careftdly  watched;  but  separated  by  unfrequented 
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iroods,  by  deep,  obscure,  and  abnost  impassable  lanes, 
tbe  less  oonsidoable  bouses  of  tbe  smaller  proprietorE^ 
yeomen,  and  freeholders^  very  generally  elodedobsenra- 
tian. 

This  house  had  probably  bdonged  to  some  Protestanfc 
or  Puritan  family,  and  had  been  purchased  by  one 
appearing  to  belong  to  that  party;  it  was  now  occupied 
by  a  man,  his  wife,  and  one  woman  servant;  still  wear- 
ing the  dress,  and  affecting  the  manners  of  that  sed^ 
whose  solitary  and  stem  habits  of  seclusion  from  the  gay 
world  and  its  society,  accounted  in  the  eyes  of  their 
neighbours  for  their  unsocial  ways  of  proceeding. ' 


The  day  was  dawning  in  the  east  before  the  party 
reached  the  place. 

The  heavy  door  opened  at  the  secret  signal,  made  by 
the  hand  of  Wright ;  and  the  blank  visage  of  the  pre- 
tended Puritan  presented  itself  He  soon  recognised  these 
gentlemen,  and  leading  the  way  down  a  narrow  passage, 
now  faintly  illuminated  by  the  uncertain  twilight  of  the 
morning,  ushered  them  into  a  small  room,  where  two 
narrow-paned  windows  placed  at  least  seven  feet  from 
the  groimd,  admitted  a  pale  and  dubious  light. 

"  Bring  us  a  light,'*  said  Wright,  "  and  let  us  see 
whether  there  is  any  thing  more  the  matter  with  this 
fellow's  wound  than  we  can  doctor  ourselves." 

They  had  before  this  boimd  a  scarf  tightly  round  it 
and  staunched  the  blood  ;  they  now,  by  the  light  which 
the  man  held,  discovered  that  the  ball  had  passed  through 
the  flesh,  and  that  the  bone  of  the  arm  was  uninjured. 
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The  man  of  the  Iioiue,  who  was  not  deficient  in  some 
portion  of  ecugical  skill,  speedily  dressed  the  wound  in 
a  proper  manner ;  and  a  fiie  being  lighted  in  the  huge 
yawning  chimneyy  the  gentlemen  sat  down  on  some 
oaken  benches  which  they  drew  around,  and  b^an  to 
talk  oyer  their  late  defeat. 

They  spoke  of  it  as  brave  and  careless  spirits,  aocus- 
tcmied  to  the  upe  and  downs  of  this  world,  are  wont  to 
talk  of  such  matters— mingling  with  imprecations  against 
their  own  ill  luck,  and  the  good  success  of  their  adver- 
suies,  the  short  laugh  and  the  biting  jest 

But  Bobert  sat  in  a  gloomy  silence,  leaning  his  back 
against  the  ade  of  the  chimney,  and  lost  in  thought. 

They  might  jest — for  they  had  come  off  neither  in- 
jured, nor  injurers,  firom  the  fray. 

But  what  had  he  done  ? 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  ....  he  had  slain  a 
man. 

He  saw  the  gallant  figure  of  that  young  pursuivant, 
as  he  headed  the  soldiers,  advancing  up  the  hill — the 
hasty  flash  of  his  own  pistol — and  there  was  a  man  dead. 

It  is  easy  in  such  a  romance  as  this,  to  represent  a 
bold  restless  spirit  as  was  that  of  Robert,  dealing  death 
and  destruction  on  every  side  with  the  indifierence  of  a 
hero  in  an  old  tale  of  chivalry:  but  it  is  not  so  with 
real  men :  the  most  determined  starts  and  shudders  the 
first  time  he  sheds  human  blood — be  it  in  the  heat  of 
l^attle — ^be  it  in  the  agony  of  self-defence — in  the  duel — 
in  the  strife — by  accident,  by  design.  The  most  resolute 
shudders  and  turns  cold,  at  the  idea  of  death  inflicted 
hj  his  own  hand. 

F  2 
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Robert  was  not  one  poeeesang  a  veiy  scrupulous 
oonsaence,  nor  endowed  with  anj  very  refined  view  of 
things  ;  and  this  outrageous  attack  upon  the  authorities 
of  his  country  appeared  to  him  as  a  very  venial  sin — if 
dn  it  were  to  be  called.  But  that  was  not  what  he  was 
thinking  of;  he  was  thinking  of  himself  as  stained  with 
the  blood  of  a  human  creature— of  the  gallant  bearing 
of  that  young  man,  full  of  life,  vigour,  and  action — 
and  of  the  dead  body  swinging  over  the  horse.  The 
talk  of  the  others  was  unheard^  which  they  observing, 
yet  too  much  in  awe  of  this  commanding  spirit  to  ven- 
ture upon  asking  the  cause  of  his  stem  and  gloomy 
rilence.  let  thdr  disoooise  sink  gradnaUy  iito  a  whisper, 
fall  they  were  silent  too. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

**  On  appeUe  tner  en  tnhiflon  qiiaiid  on  tne  oeiui  qni  ne  s'en  defle 
en  ancnne  manidre— £t  c*est  ponrquoi  cdni  qni  tne  son  ennemi 
n'ett  pu  dit  le  tner  en  trahiflon,  qnoiqne  ce  loit  par  derri^  oo  dam 
Hue  embonche:  licet  per  imidiaiy  ant  k  tergo  percntiat." 

Escobari  as  qtioUd  by  Patcal,  p.  134. 

Robert  Lad  been  kneeling  before  Father  Darcy,  and 
had  leceived  absolution  for  the  deed  he  had  done — for 
as  to  its  being  called  a  sin,  the  father  would  listen  to 
no  such  doctrine. 

He  was  far  too  perfect  a  master  of  casuistry  not  to 
have  abundance  of  arguments  in  reserve,  calculated  to 
silence  the  reproaches  of  conscience,  and  allay. that 
natural  horror  of  bloodshed  which  agitated  the  heart  of 
this  young  man ;  but  Robert  was  excessively  susceptible 
to  impressions  of  every  kind. 

He  had  received  absolution,  but  he  was  not  as  yet 
sufficiently  habituated  to  the  practice  of  putting  his 
conscience  into  the  keeping  of  another,  so  as  to  feel  en- 
tirely reconciled  to  himself  by  this  ceremony  of  his 
Church :  he  still  continued  dissatisfied  and  ill  at  ease. 

He  still  saw  the  young  pursuivant  riding  gallantly 

up  the  hill; — ^he  still  saw  the  body  hanging  over  the 

horse; — and  he  still  felt  the  pistol  which  had  effected 

the  deed  explode  in  his  hand. 

A  conversation  upon  the  subject  had  followed  the 
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ceremony  of  confession  and  absolution,  as  the  two 
walked  up  and  down  a  secluded  walk  in  a  thick  wood 
which  surrounded  White  Webbes,  and  effectively  con- 
cealed them  from  observation. 

This  conversation  took  place  some  time  after  the 
event  had  occurred,  when  Mr.  Darcy  had  returned 
&om  the  north  to  the  neighbourhood  of  London;  the 
authors  of  the  attempt  had,  as  has  been  said,  remained 
undiscovered;  under  the  cover  of  a  very  heavy  misti 
they  had  severally  succeeded  in  returning  to  their 
various  lodgings  without  exciting  remark. 

The  attack  upon  the  escort  had,  of  course,  roused 
the  attention  of  the  government;  and  it  had  been 
readily  concluded  that  this  was  no  afiair  of  conmion 
robbers,  but  an  attempt  on  the  part  of  the  Catholics  to 
rescue  their  priests.  But  not  the  slightest  suspicion 
had  attached  to  those  who  were  really  engaged. 

Robert  was  still  regarded  as  a  Protestant,  and  his 
connexion  with  the  Jesuit  and  missionary  priests  not  in 
the  least  degree  suspected.  The  remaining  gentlemen 
were  too  obscure  to  excite  much  attention  in  any  way, 
and  not  the  slightest  indication  had  been  left  by  which 
to  follow  their  traces. 

The  thing  was  soon  regarded  as  an  afiair  of  inconsi- 
derable importance; — ^the  imfortunate  pursuivant  was 
buried,  the  priests  safely  lodged  in  the  Tower,  and  the 
subject  died  away;  and  was  little  more  thought  of  by 
any  one,  save  by  Robert  himself. 

"  I  cannot  but  marvel  at  you,"  said  Mr.  Darcy, 
fixing  his  calm  blue  eye  upon  Robert's  troubled  and 
clouded  coimtenance^  to  which  the  extraordinary  mild- 
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nesB  and  sereni^  of  his  own  a£R>ided  the  moet  striking 
contrast  "  A  jonng  gentleman  of  a  biave  spirit  like 
joms — a  man  of  action — a  man  of  courage — a  man  of 
the  world — to  be  as  fidnt-hearted  as  a  poor  country 
wench,  the  first  time  die  is  commanded  to  slay  a  pullet 
&ir  her  mistress's  table." 

The  ezpresdon  of  Robert's  eye,  as  he  looked  sud- 
denly up  in  the  priest's  face  at  this  remark,  was  such 
as  to  demonstrate  to  the  speaker  that  he  was  proceeding 
rather  too  fast: — ^the  mind  of  his  auditor  was  not  yet  pre- 
pared for  so  light  a  manner  of  treating  such  a  subject 

*'  I  cry  you  mercy,"  said  he,  correcting  himself,  "  I 
spoke  lightly — it  might  appear  unfeelingly.  I  cry  pec- 
cavi ....  but  I  own  it  grieves  me  to  see  a  spirit,  ge- 
nerous and  courageous  like  your  own,  grovelling  and 
rendered  unfit  for  useful  action,  by  scruples  which  would 
disgrace .  •  .  •" 

"  A  mere  girl,  you  mean,"  said  Robert,  blimtly  ; 
"but  understand  me,  I  care  as  little  for  blood — and 
so  I  may,  perchance,  have  opportunity  to  show  before 
the  world  has  done  with  me — as  any  man;  so  it  be  shed  in 
open  strife,  man  to  man.  But  here  is  a  young  fellow 
shot  down  in  the  performance  of  his  duty,  by  one  lying 
in  a  cowardly  ambuscade ;  and  my  pistol  it  was  that 
did  it  The  man  is  dead,  and  I  can't  forget  it — that's 
alL" 

''  That  the  man  is  dead  must  be  lamented  ....  And 
yet,  we  must  all  die — and  half  a  century  hence  it  will 
little  have  mattered  who  went  first  or  went  last  As 
r^ards  open  strife,  it  is,  doubtless,  what  young  blood 
likes  best — ^but  young  blood  fortunately,  or  unibrtu- 
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natelji  has  not  to  arbitrate  upon  all  tliat  it  is  necessary 
to  do  in  this  life.  You  speak  of  an  ambuscade  against 
an  enemy,  too  powerful  to  be  met  in  open  wazfaie  with 
any  chance  of  success ;  all  men  aie  agreed  upon  the 
lawfiilnesB  of  employing  stratagem,  ambuscade — what 
you  will.  This  was  a  great  occasion,  young  man — ^the 
ddiverance  of  these  holy  ones  fiK>m  a  cruel  and  barbarous 
deaih.  Every  thing  is  justifiable  in  such  a  cause;  for, 
mark  me,  every  action  takes  its  colour  from  the  motive. 
I^  as  it  is  allowed  by  our  celebrated  casuist,  Navarrus,* 
even  in  a  private  quarrel  it  is  law&l  to  choose,  in  certain 
cases,  the  alternative  of  destroying  an  enemy  in  secret, 
where  it  is  probable  one  shoidd  come  off  worsted  in 
open  duel — surely,  in  a  cause  sacred  as  is  this,  all 
measures  become  not  only  legitimate,  but  praiseworthy. 
The  end  not  only  justifies,  but  ennobles  the  means. 
Were  it  better,  think  you,  that  a  man  like  that  reverend 
&ther — a  man  of  rarest  intellect,  and  extraordinary 
spiritual  gifts — should  perish  in  miserable  torture,  or 
that  a  common  pursuivant,  a  mere  animal,  a  mere 
effigy,  a  mere  puppet  of  legal  authority,  with  scarcely 
soul  enough  to  animate  a  bull-dog — ^should  render  up 
his  base  and  valueless  life  a  few  years,  it  may  be  a 
few  days,  a  few  hours  only  perhaps,  earlier  than  he 
might  otherwise  have  done  ?  Who  knows,  after  all, 
how  much  of  the  actual  span  of  this  man's  existence  was 
cut  off  by  his  violent  death  ....  Think  no  more  of 
this  accident." 

Did  Robert's  understanding  and  conscience  acquiesce 
in  such  reasoning  ?    Was  he  satisfied,  and  at  rest? 
*  Ai  quoted  by  Pascal,  Phwinciales,  p.  134.    Sra  edition. 


r  AXHKB  ]>ABCT.  89 

Not  in  the  least. 

He  thought  that  his  feelings  were  not  in  any  d^iee 
understood,  bat  he  made  no  furth^  attempt  to  ezpkdn 
them.  His  conscience  lemained  xmsatisfied  ;  but  he 
was  of  fiur  too  impatient  a  temper  to  support  the  miser-, 
able  burden  ci  his  self-reproaching  thoughts.  He  did 
as  many  far  better  instructed  than  he  was,  have  done; 
he  hardened  his  heart  against  the  recollection  of  what 
was  wrong,  and  suffered  the  wound  within  to  heal  OTer 
without  endeavouring  to  extract  the  sting,  by  repen- 
tance, by  reparation,  or  by  amendment. 

He  let  the  matter  pass,  and  endeavoured  to  shake  off 
the  recollection  of  it 

An  unrepented  offence  is  as  a  moral  poison:  a  con- 
scienoe  awakened  and  in  vain  is  the  precursor  of  moral 
death. 


In  the  oriel  window  of  her  small  and  gloomy  apart- 
ment which  commanded  a  magnificent  view  of  the 
Thames,  her  casement  open,  her  bead  leaning  upon  her 
hand,  sat  Grace  Vaux. 

The  Thames  might  at  that  time  have  been  considered 
as  the  great  thoroughfEure  of  London — ^for  the  streets 
were  in  general  so  narrow,  so  dirty,  so  ill-kept,  so  im- 
peded with  dirt  and  mud,  in  wet  weather,  and  the  dust 
£0  sufibcating  when  the  sun  was  hot,  that  almost  every 
one  who  possessed  the  means,  preferred  the  passage  by 
water  ;  and  the  river,  now  covered  with  coal-vessels, 
wherries,  and  steamboats,  offered  then  a  very  difierent 
spectacle. 
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BicUj  gilded  barges  with  streamexB  flyingi  xowed 
hj  men  in  the  splendid  liveries  of  the  different  noble 
ftmitiew  to  which  they  belonged,  were  continually 
passing  and  repassing ;  and  when  the  queen,  as  at  this 
moment,  took  that  way  to  go  down  to  her  palace  at 
Greenwich,  nothing  that  we  have  to  exhibit  in  this 
our  day,  can  bear  comparison  with  the  gaiety  and 
splendour  of  the  pageant.  The  sad  and  sorrowM  figure 
of  Grace,  was  in  melandioly  contrast  with  the  scene. 
Her  hair  was  braided  plainly  over  her  temples,  and  sur- 
mounted by  a  small  plain  hood;  her  dress  was  of  a  con^ 
Tentual  simplicity,  composed  of  a  dark  and  somewhat 
coarse  stuff;  which  displayed  to  perhaps  peculiar  advan- 
tage, the  fairness  of  her  complexion,  and  the  angelic 
purity  of  her  countenance. 

She  was  deadly  pale,  and  the  fair  hands  which  were, 
clasped  and  resting  upon  the  window  seat,  as  she 
watched  the  pageant  upon  the  water,  were  tinted  by 
the  blue  colour  of  the  veins,  which  might  be  distinctly 
seen  through  their  transparent  deUcacy. 

The  room  lined  with  its  dark  wainscot;  the  pictures 
in  their  ebony  frames,  in  the  gloomiest  manner  of  the 
gloomiest  Spanish  painters ;  their  ghostly  subjects — 
those  of  martyrdom,  torture,  and  death;  the  furniture 
scanty  and  bare  even  to  rudeness;  the  black  oaken  table 
that  stood  near  her,  on  which  lay  her  books  of  piety  in 
black  leather  bindings;  served  to  contrast  with  and 
throw  into  brighter  relief,  that  beautiful  fair  face  and 
hands,  as  pale  and  pensive  there  she  sat. 

At  one  end  of  the  chamber  Mother  Anne  was  sitting 
as  usual,  clothed  in  her  black  dress,  employed  in  some 
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of  thoae  works  that  had  formed  the  recreations  of  her 
monastic  life,  and  at  iriiich  she  still  labouied  at  set 
hoozs;  endeaYomiiig,  in  all  this,  to  maintain  the  rule 
of  that  order  to  which  die  had  belonged,  when  thus 
restored  against  her  will  to  secular  life. 

It  was  a  piece  of  most  ddicate  lace  on  which  she  was 
engaged:  one  of  those  rare  specimens  of  needlework, 
the  result  of  persevering  industry,  in  the  leisure 
<^  the  conventual  life — ^a  life,  where  industry  was 
little  recompensed,  and  lime  of  no  account.  Sold^ 
they  most  often  were,  and  the  proceeds  distributed  to 
the  poor  at  a  price  so  far  below  the  real  value  of  the 
&ne  they  consumed,  that  their  production  under  the 
present  order  of  things  is  become  an  impossibiHty. 
This  delicate  web  huifg  &om  the  withered  hands  of 
the  old  nun,  and  fell  upon  her  black  dress;  giving  a 
angular  and  beautiful  effect  of  light  as  there  it  lay. 

This  was  intended  for  a  priest's  garment — or  it  may 
be  to  be  sold,  and  the  money  scrupulously  devoted  to 
purposes  of  piety — ^it  is  not  material  what  the  purpose 
was;  and  it  is  only  mentioned  here  to  obviate  the  idea, 
that  any  motive  of  personal  advantage  stimulated  to 
the  industry  of  such  recluses  as  Mother  Anne. 

The  ffllence  in  the  room  was  perfectly  unbroken; 
neither  spoke — ^the  nun  never  raised  her  head  from 
that  on  which  she  was  employed,  and  the  young  lady's 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  pageant  before  her. 

The  day  was  bright,  the  heavens  blue  and  without 
a  cloud;  the  sun  in  his  meridian  strength,  glittering 
upon  the  gilded  cornices,  pinnacles,  and  various  oma- 
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xnents  which  enriched  the  barges.  Loud  blasts  from 
the  trumpets  sounded  from  time  to  time  through  the 
air,  and  came  mingling  with  the  soft  breeze  that  was 
blowing  80  pleasantly  through  the  casement. 

The  river  in  all  his  pride,  danced  and  foamed  with 
ten  thousand  rippling  waves  upon  his  bosom;  the 
opposite  banks — ^then  one  bower  of  gardens  and  trees — 
were  clad  in  their  beautiful  green  of  spring;  all  nature 
in  her  most  festive  trim  seemed  rejoicing,  victorious 
over  sorrow,  and  shame,  and  pain. 

The  young  lady's  heart  trembled  and  sickened  at  the 
contrast. 

"  There  they  go,*'  thought  she,  "  that  heretic  and 
idolatrous  crew — rejoicing  in  their  pride,  and  pomp, 
and  gladness-and  not  a  cloud  obscures  the  heavens, 
or  casts  its  shadow  over  them;  not  a  moan  or  sigh 
escapes  from  the  soft  wind;  the  sun,  like  a  giant  in  his 
strength,  pursues  his  glad  career,  casting  warmth,  and 
light,  and  joy,  upon  them  all . . .  The  loud  trumpets 
are  clanging  in  their  triumph-the  river  dancing  in  his 
Strength — all  is  one  bright  sfeene  of  enjoyment:  and 
where  art  thou? 

"  In  thy  dark,  cold,  solitary,  pensive  chamber — in  the 
Lollards*  Tower,  shut  out  from  all  that  shoidd  cheer 
or  support  thy  soul  before  the  terrors  that  await  thee ! 

"  Who  pauses  to  think  of  thee  amid  that  giddy  throng? 
Who  prays  for  thee,  patient  and  holy  sujSerer — who 
remembers  the  rack-house,  the  scaffold,  and  the  butchers' 
knife? — Who  mourns  for  thee? 

'^  Thou  sun  !  who  pourest  such  floods  of  light  upon 
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a  world  of  shame  and  sin — ^upon  the  apostate,  the 
heietic,  the  schismatic  and  the  atheist— visit  him  in  his 
house  of  sorrow !" 

Then  lifting  np  her  hands  she  b^an  a  prayer — 
passionate,  despairing,  as  of  one  in  deep  agony,  to  the 
VirginMother,  and  the  blessed  Apostles,  Peter  and  Paul, 
entreating  their  intercessions  in  favour  of  the  sufierer. 


The  door  of  the  chamber  suddenly  opened,  and  a 
young  man  entered  impetuously:  he  turned  roimd, 
however,  and  closed  the  door  carefully  after  him,  with 
a  caution  that  contrasted  strangely  with  his  ordinary 
demeanour  :  he  glanced  hastily  round  the  room  and  at 
the  ancient  nun  at  the  other  end  of  it — who  never  once 
lifted  up  her  head  :  and  then  approaching  the  window, 
knelt  down  on  one  knee,  lifted  one  of  the  fair  hands  to 
his  lipe,  and  kissed  it. 

But  with  a  fervour,  a  depth  of  reverent  devotion,  such 
as  a  pious  Catholic  might  feel  before  the  shrine  of  the 
Virgin  Mother. 

The  young  lady  withdrew  her  hand,  and  clasping  the 
delicate  fingers  together  rested  them  once  more  upon 
the  window  seat;  while  Robert  —  for  he  it  was — 
drew  a  low  wooden  stool  towards  the  opposite  side  of 
the  small  oriel  window  and  sat  down. 

"  You  have  seen  him  ?"  asked  she,  in  a  hurried  voice. 
*'  You  have  seen  him,  and.  ..." 

"  And  therefore  am  I  here,"  said  he,  his  eyes  darken^ 
ing  with  a  strange  sort  of  expression — "  Yes;  I  have  seen 
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him — ^I  haye  seen  liim  twice,  the  last  time  was  in  the 
Lollards'  Tower." 

*' You  have  succeeded  then  r  casting  upon  him  a  look 
of  delight  and  gratatude,  which  he  gathered  up  into  his 
heart,  as  the  wayfisurer  in  the  desert  gathers  the  dew  of 
heaven.  *'  By  what  means  ?  Tou  have  penetrated  into 
that  dark  jand  dismal  chamber ! — Oh  !  Robert  I  and  by 
what  means  ?' 

<*  Ask  me  not  the  means,"  said  he,  somewhat  gloomily. 
**  Henceforward  ask  me  not  of  the  means  by  which 
I  accomplish  your  biddings.  Be  satisfied,  sweet  saint, 
that  the  end  is  accomplished  ....  I  who  would  kiss 
the  dust  beneath  your  feet,  asif  I  traced  the  footsteps  of 
the  Queen  of  Heaven,  shall  quarrel  with  no  means  by 
which  I  efiect  thy  purposes,  Grace  I  Accept  ihe  heart's 
offering  but  ask  not  after  the  peril — be  satisfied  I  have 
done  it." 

*'  By  no  ill  means,  I  will  be  thy  warrant,  Robert," 
eaid  she,  fervently. 

"  Pledge  not  thyself  for  me,  angd,^  said  he,  im- 
petuously. *'  Henceforward  pledge  not  thyself  for  me: 
the  path  I  have  entered  will  lead  me  far — ^but  thou  art 
the  pole  star  of  my  hopes — ^the  guiding  planet  of  my 
destiny:  whithersoever  I  wander  thou  shalt  shine  upon 
me  from  above,  and  let  my  path  lead  where  it  may — ^be 
it  to  heaven  or  be  it  to  hell — what  reck  I  so  it  leads  to 
iheel" 

She  shrank  back  and  looked  alarmed  and  displeased 
at  this  rhapsody,  and  gathering  herself  up  with  all  her 
accustomed  coldness,  said: 
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^^Will  yon  never  oease  from  these  desperate  and 
impiotis  speeches,  sogrievousand  distressfiil  to  me  ?  .  . 
Is  this  a  time,  when  the  blood  of  the  mar^red  spirits  is 
dying  for  Tengeance,  and  tears  of  firuitless  indignation 
are  blinding  our  ^es,  is  this  a  time  to  talk  in  such 
asort?' 

**  Tes,"  said  he,  ^4t  u  a  time  to  talk  in  such  a  sort: 
for  the  passion  for  vengeance,  the  fires  of  indignation, 
are  all  raging  in  my  heart,  and  mingling  with  my  wild, 
my  deq>eiate,  my  hopeless  idolatry.  It  is  one  feeling. 
Thosescalding  team  of  thine  drop  like  molten  lead  upon 
my  heart — ^they  bid  me  be  all  thou  wouldst  have  me 
be:  that  influence  withdrawn  and  what  remains? — a 
poor,  careless  anner;  incapable  of  right  and  indif- 
ferent to  wrong." 

He  would  have  taken  her  hand  again,  and  sealed  with 
his  Hpe  a  vow — a  vow  of  obedience  to  her  commands  ; 
bat  she  withdrew  it,  and  looking  down  with  that  air  of 
extreme  modesty  which  had  for  him  such  irresistible 
attnu:tion,  said: 

**  Tell  me  of  him"— 

"  He  is  prepared  for  tiie  worst." 

"  Hath  he  confessed  ?' 

"  Not  a  syllable." 

*'  And  ihose  other  poor  men?" 

"  I  know  not  what  the  rack  may  wring  from  them; 
but  such  horrors  are  powerless  with  him** 

She  turned  very  pale. 

"  You  do  not  mean  it  I — they  will  not  dare  I — oh, 
Holy  Father!"  and  clasping  her  hands  over  her  eyes  she 
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K'ut  \{v^\\u  hov  hcavl  and  wept  for  a  few  momeiiti  irik 
\\\\w\\  biiioriU'««. 

*'  Uo  vvuktoxcwU  Orico  :  do  not  weep  so;  Gntt,Jo 
uoc  \v\vi^  !<';  iinuv. . .  Gnco«  you  will  make  me  dap- 
ftUo;  dv*«*x  \\AVj»  A\  liww!'* 

I  lor  (oui^s  ;j^va  vvaisKxl ;  $Ke  had  acquired  an  afanoift 
su|vrn;ituiAl  (vwcr  ovor  hor  emotions:  she  sat  a  mooNBl 
or  t  \vv\  nwNorin^  henK'lf  in  silence,  then  she  said: 
••  llo  nnuomK'w  \w  in  his  prayers?' — 
**  llo  Kido  luo  :taY — In  ti.>rture  and  in  death,  on  die 
n'udit^v:  mok  or  the  $hamotuI  scaffold,  his  first  thou^ 
Aud  hiH  lA*t  AouKl  W  of  thee/* 

'*  i^h  whv  !"  bursjtt  she  v>ut  in  lamentation,  andaliiiQit 
in  tho  worvU  of  Job — **  Oh  why!  doth  the  sun  shed 
Its  livrht  oi\  such  a  dav !  Lot  this  day  be  blotted  cot 
frvMU  Hinon^^  tho  d^ivs;  lot  it  be  darkened,  let  not  the 
Iig)\t  »}uuo  uivn  it !  Lot  darkness  and  the  shadow  of 
doatli  Tt\<t  u(\xn  it;  lot  tho  blackness  as  of  midnij^ 
territv  it  !** 

Atid  irivini;:  ouo  other  (glance  at  the  bright  picture 
of  lifo  aud  jv\Y  Ivforo  hor,  she  turned  her  head  again 
awiiy,  and  again  wopt  bitterly. 

llor  tears  pnxluotxl  almost  a  terrific  effect  upmi 
RoWrt;  ho  sat  then^  bv  her  side  in  one  of  those  par 
roxysms  of  suppr\*sseil  emotions  which  drove  him  neaity 
out  of  his  sonsi's;  ho  lose  up,  he  sat  down  again;  he 
stooped  :uul  >vijHHl  the  teans  as  they  fell  upon  her  hands 
....  murmuring 

"  Weep  not,  Grace — weep  not,  holy  creature — weep 
not,  Grace,  if  you  would  not  drive  me  distracted." 
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"  Naj,  let  me  weep/'  said  she,  sadly;  ''  this  is  a  busy 
world,  and  there  are  lew  who  have  leisure  to  weep  for 
die  lighteous  in  his  death  ....  Was  there  not  that 
JmBKDi  of  some  few  diort  days  ago  ?  Were  you  not  all 
ttgay,  as  thoughtless,  as  mirthful;  was  there  one  galliard 
Aefewer,  one  jest  the  less,  because  the  holiest  and  the 
loUest  of  the  earth  was  even  that  very  hour  captured, 
and  in  chains?" 

"  Blame  us  not — ^blame  us  not/'  said  he/'  so  heavily. 
• . .  Sweet  Grace;  were  you  not  there  yourself?" 

"  Tes,  yes,  I  was  there/'  she  said,  with  some  im- 
pitience  in  her  tone;  "  I  was  there  in  obedience  to  him 
viu>  hath  the  right  to  enjoin  obedience.  But,  oh !  far 
ttther  would  these  bare  feet  upon  the  flinty  stones  have 
{Moed  a  pilgrimage  of  blood  and  tears,  than  trod  those 
Ub  as  I  did  to  desecrate  that  day.  And  you  I"  added 
die,  in  a  sarcastic  tone,  which  she  rarely  used,  '*  you — 
W  did  Robert  spend  the  laat  hours  of  that  night— at 
Auffle  board? — at  the  dice .  . .  ?" 

**  Yes,"  said  he,  with  a  strange  expression  of  coun- 
tenance, half  desperate  half  in  defiance,  '^  I  was  at  the 
tavern  that  night.  Nay,"  as  she  turned  with  an  air  of 
disgust  from  him, ''  blame  me  not,  I  left  the  tavern 
before  daybreak,  and  was  afterwards  employed  staking 
my  soul  in  the  behalf  of  those  you  love,  Grace." 
She  looked  at  him  wondering. 
"  Did  you  hear  of  a  rescue  in  St.  John's  Wood?  at- 
tempted— and  attempted  in  vain !"  said  he. 

*'  Something  of  that  sort  I  heard  spoken  of,"  she 
replied,  with  indifierence ;  *'  a  mere  attack  of  robbers, 

they  say." 

o 
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^' There  was  a  young  man  killed,  however.  But 
what  is  the  life  of  one  man?"— eyeing  her. 

"  What  have  we  to  do  with  such  things  ?"  said  she; 
^'  what  have  these  broils  upon  the  queen's  high-road  to 
do  with  us?    It  was  no  rescue. — ^What  is  it  to  us?" 

''  It  was  a  rescue,  or  should  have  been. . . .  and  I 
was  there." 

She  started — -and  again  looked  at  him  with  a  mix- 
ture of  joy  and  approbation  that  was  too  potent,  alas! 
in  its  effect  upon  him. 

'^  You  donotsay  so?  I  heard  you  passed  that  fearM 
night  in  gambling,  Robert.    Oh !  how  unjust  I  was  I" 

^^  I  was  &r  better  engaged,"  said  he,  gloomily;  ^^  I 
was  embruing  my  hands  in  the  blood  of  an  innocent 


man." 


*'  But  in  what  a  cause  I" — ^in  &  tone  of  remon- 
strance, as  if  she,  too,  could  not  comprehend  his 
scruples. 

"  Ay — ay,  in  what  a  cause ! — ^You  say  right,  Grace, 
and  I  will  never  lament  over  innocent  blood  again. 
But  come,  let  us  have  done  with  the  subject.  The 
attempt  failed — let  us  forget  it; — ^forget  all  and  every 
thing,  but  that  one  look  of  thine,  Grace,  which  can 
make  a  demon  or  a  nmrtyr  of  me." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

**  I  irill  beUere,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  tnits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character." 

Shakspeare, 

While  such  scenes  were  passing  among  one  portion 
of  those  whom  we  saw  dancing  in  that  hall  of  the 
Palace  of  Old  Westminster;  others,  in  so  far  happier 
that  they  had  not  as  yet  become  involved  in  these  dark 
intrigues,  were  spending  their  thoughts  and  time  in 
a  £ur  different  manner. 

In  not  very  magnificent  but  pleasant  apartments  look- 
ing out  upon  the  fields  of  what  was  then,  as  now,  called 
Bloomsbury;  but  which,  as  every  one  knows,  was  not 
then,  as  now,  a  labyrinth  of  streets,  but  a  pleasant  coimtry 
parish  of  fields  and  hedges  apd  gardens,  overlooked 
agreeably  by  the  few  houses  standing  in  that  direction; 
in  these  apartments  Everard  and  his  sister  Eleanor, 
having  finished  their  breakfast,  were  sitting  together. 
The  yoimg  man,  sunk  into  a  deep  reverie,  sat  watching 
the  pleasant  moving  of  the  trees  as  they  swayed  up  and 
down  in  this  sweet  morning,  soothed  by  the  distant 
street  cries,  as  they  came  in  a  sort  of  cheerful  harmony 
upon  his  ear.  He  was  thinking  of  the  last  night's 
entertainment — of  the  bright  and  magnificent  scene— 
the  music  of  which  seemed  to  sound,  and  the  lights  to 
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Sucli  were  toe  s?ib;r?ct5  of  tfce  joang  man  sieverie. 

He  was  answered  br  a  deeo  siirh  fiom  the  other  end 
of  the  room. 

He  looked  loimd:  it  was  Ekanor. 

She,  too,  was  sitting  at  the  window,  but  she  was  not 
gazing  at  the  pleasant  scene  without  ;  she  seemed  in- 
acnsible  to  the  glories  of  earth  or  skr.  She  was  cast  in 
a  desponding  attitude,  across  her  chair  ;  leaning  against 
the  back  of  it,  her  hand  over  her  forehead,  her  eyes 
bent  upon  the  ground. 

He  joie  inatantly,  and  went  up  to  her  with  an  ex- 
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{session  of  kindness  in  Ills  countenance,  which  gave  a 
pecoliar  charm  to  it. 

<<  Mj  Eleanor,  my  sweet  sister !  that  was  a  very  bitter 
agh." 

She  started — ^looked  up  in  a  hurried  manner  at  him, 
Hke  one  just  awakened  from  a  dream — and  passing  her 
bands  swifUy  across  her  hair,  as  if  to  arrange  its  dis- 
order, said,  in  a  hasty  tone: 

**  Sigh,  Everard  !  what  are  you  thinking  of  ?  I  am 
sore  I  did  not  sigh — ^what  should  /  sigh  for  ?' 

"Nay,  what  indeed,  sweet  girl,"  said  he,  fondly — 
''what  should  my  lovely  Eleanor  sigh  for  ?  I  am  sure," 
he  added,  with  a  kind  smile,  ^^  I  thought  all  the  world 
was  sighing  for  you  last  night — you  must  leave  it  to 
others  to  sigh  ;  but  what  was  it  ?  Tell  me,  sweetheart; 
for  you  did  sigh." 

"  Mere  weariness,"  said  she,  looking  another  way — 
**  I  danced  more  than  usual  I  believe.  Was  I  not 
fast  asleep  just  now?" 

"  Nay,  Eleanor,"  said  her  brother,  with  a  somewhat 
gentle  gravity  in  his  manner.  "  Why  should  you  hide 
your  heart  from  mc?  Have  you  not  yet  learned,  foob'sh 
sister,  that  you  have  in  me,  father,  mother,  brother, 
friend,  in  one  ?  That  is  to  say — orphans  as  we  are,  my 
dear  one  ;  your  Everard  would  fain  be  all  this  to  you. 
Tell  mc,  sweet  love,  for  there  is  the  line  of  sorrow  upon 
your  cheek.  I  have  read  it  more  than  once  of  late.  Tell 
ine  your  secret,  Eleanor." 

"  I  have  no  secrets,  Everard,"  said  she,  slightly  co- 
louring, and  riang  from  her  chair.     "  What  should  I 
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have  secrets  about?  I  am  very  idle  this  moming'* 

going  up  to  a  table  on  which  stood  her  worldng-fiame 
and  her  lute.  '^  It  is  you,  sir,  who  are  lost  in  black 
inuongs.     Shall  I  play  you  a  tune  or  sing  you  a  song?' 

And  taking  her  lute,  she  began  to  tune,  or  attempt 
to  tune  it.    CSrack  went  one  string  after  the  other. 

He  looked  at  her  with  anxious  interest 

There  was  something  enthudastic  in  Eleanor's  coun- 
tenance  and  manners,  which  was  not  restrained  or  mode- 
rated by  habits  of  self-discipline  and  sound  principles  of 
action.  She  had  not  learned  the  necessity  of  such  things 
from  her  confessor.  Her  brother  was  at  once  interested 
and  alarmed  by  it.  Though  usually  full  of  vivacity  and 
animation,  there  was  that  in  Eleanor  which  seemed  not 
destined  to  be  happy. 

**  Come,  come,"  he  said,  "  put  down  that  instru- 
ment— either  it,  or  you,  are  ill-disposed  for  melody  to- 
day ;'*  and  sitting  down,  and  taking  her  hand,  '^  tell  me 
what  it  is  that  vexes  my  Eleanor." 

"How  tiresome  you  are,"  said  she,  turning  petulantly 
away  from  him. «  Why  wiU  you  persist  in  asking  what's 
the  matter  with  mc  ?  a  bad  headache  after  dancing, 
that's  all. . .  .1  wish  you  would  not  be  so  tiresome, 
Evcrard — " 

He  had  the  sweetest  temper  in  the  world — ^it  seemed 
as  if  nothing  could  irritate  him. 

"  Well — ^I  will  hope  it  is  all  as  you  say  then.  Only 
remember,  dear  Eleanor — whenever  you  have  really 
cause  to  sigh,  come  to  your  brother." 

Another  sigh  seemed  struggling  for  utterance  ;  but 


FATHER  DABCT.  103 

die  kept  it  doim  with  strong  effi)rt,  and  walked  away 
to  the  window. 

She  made  no  letom  to  his  kindness  ;  but  he  never 
heeded  that — he  sat  down  at  the  table,  looking  upon 
the  broken  strings  of  the  lute,  and  still  pondering  upon 
this  strange  disorder  : — something  was  the  matter  with 
Eleanor — it  was  some  time  that  he  had  observed  this. 

And  then  the  thonght  came  into  his  head — or  rather 
into  his  heart — ^that  a  girl  of  her  age  was  not  likelj  to 
confide  her  little  woman's  secrets  even  to  a  brother^ 
And  first  he  dghed  to  think  how  lonely  they  both 
were,  and  then  he  smiled  and  thought  of  Evelyn. 
'  He  followed  her  kindly  to  the  window,  where  she 
stood  taming  her  back  to  him — ^it  did  not  appear 
whether  melancholy  or  sulky,  but  looking  very 
gloomy: 

'*  Never  mind,  Eleanor— don't  think  I  can  be  hurt 
at  you — the  time  may  come  when  there  will  be  one  here 
so  sweet  and  good,  that  my  sister  may  find  a  pleasure 
in  opening  her  heart  to  her. — Do  you  love  Evelyn, 
Eleanor?  I  thought  I  saw  you  and  she  speaking  together 
last  night  as  fidends^  should." 

He  thought  to  win  her  confidence  by  bestowing  some 
of  his  own,  though  rather  against  his  inclination — for 
he  was  one  who  loved  to  keep  such  feelings  sacred. 

She  felt  this  kindness  extremely — and  quite  subdued 
by  it,  lifted  up  her  head  and  said: 

"Beloved  brother!  dear  Everardl  how  gentle  and 
how  kind  you  always  are !  and  how  petulant  and  unrea- 
Eonable  I  am  I  It  is  no  wonder  every  one  hates 
Eleanor." 
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man — ^he  is  more  than  a  spiritual  father  to  ns  all;  he  is 
anxious  not  only  for  the  eternal,  but  for  the  temporal 
happiness  of  his  children.  He  will  rescue  Robert^  I 
doubt  not,  from  the  thraldom  of  this  hapless  passion, 
forhehasgreatpoiver  over  his  mind.  Bobert,  through 
his  mean%  will  learn  sooner  or  later  to  be  happy  in  the 
way  other  people  are/\  . .  • 

As  he  spoke,  her  countenance  became  bright,  her 
eyes  sparkled,  and  that  smile  of  delightful  animation 
which  he  loved,  played  round  her  beautiM  moutL 

'*  I  have  been  veiy  cross  this  morning  with  my  lute," 
nid  she,  cheerfully.  *'  CSome  here,  old  fellow,  and  let 
me  put  thee  into  better  trim  than  I  was  in  myselfl  And 
now  what  shall  I  ring  you?  The  doleful  ditty  of  Lord 
lliomaa  and  the  fair  Emmeline — ^no,  no;  my  best 
Everard  deserves  something  lees  melancholy  than  that.*' 
And  striking  the  strings,  she  sang  one  of  those  pretty 
ample  madrigals  which  still  have  the  power  to  please 
80  much.  While  he,  thrown  back  in  his  chair  and  his 
eyes  half  closed,  abandoned  himself  once  more  to  his 
sweet  dreamy  fancies- 
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AmofSG  the  mtnj  fine  lioases  baQt  dnzmg  thk 
eeotarjj  df  wfaxji  I  hsve  Efokea  in  the  opening 
dnpier,  msj  be  mentioned  that  of  Goddeahmst,  or 
(joieshnxBt — now  lost  .in  the  ksB  significant  name  of 
GbyfanzBt,  in  Bnddnghamahiie.  It  is  a  tctj  noble 
specimen  of  that  beaaufbl  style  of  architectoie,  ivhich 
beazB  soch  ample  testimony  to  the  magnificence  and 
fine  taste  of  the  Elizabethan  period  of  our  domestic 
history.  The  many  pinnacled  pcnnts,  the  nmn^ous 
finely-proportioned  windows,  the  handscnne  poich  over 
which  the  arms  of  the  Mukhos  are  yet  sculptnied, 
the  large  and  yet  just  proportions  of  the  whole  edifice, 
carry  an  appearance  of  chastened  splendour,  which  is 
rendered  still  more  pleasing  by  the  situation  being 
upon  a  gentle  rising  ground,  and  backed  by  the  fine 
woods  which  half  surround  it 

The  sweeping  hiUs  and  valleys  of  Buckinghamshire 
and  Northamptonshire  lie  roimd  this  mansion,  in  most 
places  now  sadly  denuded  of  trees,  and  waving  in  its 
stead  with  seas  of  com;  but  in  former  days,  the  country 


FATHER  BABCT.  107 

ma  more  finely  wooded,  and  those  noble  beech  trees 
iriiich  stDl  linger  in  dusters  upon  its  steeps,  and  nestle 
m  its  seduded  valleys,  were  more  generally  difiused 
Offer  the  landscape. 

A  small  church  stands  about  a  hundred  paces  from 
the  house  with  some  fine  old  oaks  hanging  over  it; 
but  it  has  been  rebuilt  in  the  taste  of  later  times,  and 
ofl^  little  to  memcfiy  or  imagination. 

Altogether,  Gayhurst  is  still  a  veiy  fine  old  place — 
but  it  was  &r  more  attractive  to  a  romantic  taste 
towards  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  when  it 
became  the  inheritance  of  the  lovely  Evelyn  Mulsho. 


It  is  a  fine  morning,  the  sun  is  not  yet  risen  above 
the  horizon,  but  the  east  is  all  bright  with  glorious 
colouring,  and  the  long,  dark  shadows  are  lying  heavy 
upon  the  grass,  from  which  the  very  slight  hoar  frost  of 
the  night  has  in  most  places  abready  disappeared. 

The  noble  trees  that  surroimd  the  mansion,  and  that 
clothe  the  swelling  banks  beyond,  are  rich  with  all  the 
beautiful  tints  of  the  season.  The  sound  of  cheerful 
business  is  in  the  air,  for  the  hinds  are  already  at 
their  work  and  the  wains  are  winding  down  the 
steep  and  narrow  ways;  the  song  of  the  milkmaid,  as 
she  trips  over  the  fields  to  her  pleasant  task,  is  heard. 
All  around  speaks  of  ease,  tranquillity,  and  peaceful 
mdustry. 

But  there  is  a  considerable  bustle  in  the  court  and 
staUe-yard,  on  one  side  of  the  mansion,  for  it  is  a  hunt- 
ing morning.     The  bugles  are  sounding  a  lively  reveUle; 
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A  nomeroiu  body  of  retainers  in  the  livery  of  die 
houfie  of  Mulshoy  and  bearing  their  crest — the  wheatsheaf 
— ^aponone  arm,  now  crowdedroundthehonnds  and  their 
keepers,  all  impatient  for  the  start.  Soon  the  old  hunts- 
man in  his  suit  of  Kendal  green,  with  his  small  cap  on 
his  head,  and  his  large  hunting  staff  in  his  hand,  rode 
merrily  forth  followed  by  the  squires  and  pages,  leading 
the  horses  of  those  gentlemen,  who  having  shared  Mr. 
Mulsho's  hospitality  the  night  before,  were  now  pre- 
pared to  mount  on  this  fine  morning,  and  enjoy  the 
pleasures  of  that  chase  which  he  still  maintained  in  its 
iiill  perfection,  though  he  now  never  shared  in  it  him- 
8d£  He  had,  however,  risen,  and  might  be  seen  in  his 
suit  of  sad-coloured  cloth,  very  richly  embroidered,  at- 
tending his  guests  to  the  door^  and  looking  with  a  calm 
yet  benevolent  pleasure  upon  the  animated  crowd  there 
assembled. 

The  horns,  sounding  at  intervals,  were  accompanied 
by  the  cheering  voices  of  the  men,  and  the  prancing 
and  neighing  horses,  the  whole  scene  being  illuminated 
by  the  fresh  beams  of  the  rising  sun,  which  shone  full 
TqK>n  them;  the  cooling  air,  the  tempered  blue  of  the 
sky,  the  mist  still  hanging  between  the  trees,  all  united  to 
give  that  peculiar  charm  to  the  scene,  which  only  accom- 
panied the  fresh  and  sparkling  air  of  the  early  morning. 

The  huntsman  gives  the  well-known  signal — the 
hmit  sweeps  away,  and  the  blast  of  the  horns  and  the 
baying  of  the  dogs  are  heard  in  the  distance. 

Mr.  Midsho  remained  upon  the  steps  just  in  front  of 
his  porch,  watching  the  last  of  the  horsemen  and  foot- 
men, who,  passing  down  the  descent,  were  soon  lost  in 
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atinierfab.  .  .tiH  the  hart  ofgreeoe  is  roused;  anobk 
stig  Iveaks  corcr,  aad  away  swe^  the  diase  over  hiU 
and  dale. 

Serenl  gnideien  had  by  this  time  joined  it  fiom 
the  nagUxMmng  cmumy4K»iaesy  and  ioDowed  on  their 
fine  steeds,  dreased  in  their  ndi  hunting  soits — a  bnTe 
and  joyoos  company. 

The  deer  went  at  first  straight  as  an  arrow  £>rward, 
but  as  the  day  adTanoed,  exhausted  and  breathless,  he 
made  a  drcoit  and  sought,  in  a  sort  of  melancholy  de- 
spondency, the  covert  in  which  he  had  harbooied  in  the 
morning  ;  and  his  lips  whitened  with  foam,  his  tongue 
black  with  agony  and  thirst  hanging  firom  his  mouth, 
and  the  tears  dropping  &om  his  eyes,  rushed  into  the 
still  and  tiny  lake  which  lay  in  the  valley  below— over- 
hung by  the  thicket  &cHn  whence  he  started,  and  formed 
by  the  accumulation  of  a  bright  sparkling  stream  that 
went  gurgling  and  playing  through  the  trees. 

The  stiU  and  glancing  water  lay  sleeping  in  the  sun- 
beams ;  the  broad  leaves  of  the  water-lily  covering  one 
of  its  sides,  whereon  the  little  water-hens  were  tripping 
daintily  along,  as  if  they  walked  the  water.  The  insects 
were  glittering  and  sparkling  in  the  sun,  and  Mr.  Mulsho, 
who  had  in  the  course  of  the  morning  walked  down 
through  the  thicket,  was  standing  in  his  usual  muang 
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mood,  gadng  npoai  the  pleasant  sceney  and  enjoying  its 
beauty — ^when  he  again  heard  the  sound  of  the  hounds 
and  the  hxmtezs  ocxne  echoing  thzongh  the  woods ;  and 
tiie  whole  chase  bunt  upon  him  hunying  up  themdes  of 
iheTalley.  It  was  in  that  part  considered  somewhat  dan- 
gooos,  fiom  the  rashj,  ^^^^BSJf  ^^  imoertain  nature  of 
the  ground  of  which  it  was  composed  :  the  stag,  sweep- 
ing by,  rushed  into  the  little  lake,  and  layed  his  hot 
and  panting  sides  in  the  cool  waters:  the  eager  hunts- 
men, cruel  and  pitiless  in  the  passion  of  pursuit,  stood 
npcm  the  sEppeiyand  uncertain  bank,  with  thdr  baying 
dogs  dnstering  eagerly  round  them,  ready  to  attack  the 
hapless  animal  as  soon  as  he  should  reach  the  shore. 

It  was  plain  he  intended  to  stand  at  bay,  or  rather  to 
make  a  rush  at  the  hunters  and  fight  his  way  bravely 
finr  Ufe  and  liberty  ;  but  the  crowd  were  only  excited 
to  more  eagerness  by  the  spirit  and  fierceness  of  the 
animal — all  was  hubbub  and  confusion. 

Mr.  Mulsho  stood  upon  the  opposite  bank — ^which 
was  so  precipitous,  that  it  was  impossible  the  deer  should 
escape  on  that  side — ^watching  the  scene. 


A  remarkably  handsome  yoimg  man  and  very  fine 
nder,  was  distinguishable  among  a  party  of  gentlemen 
who  had  joined  the  chase  firom  the  house  of  the  Lord 
Vaux  at  Hazroden  Magna,  situated  it  might  be,  going 
straight  across  the  country,  about  ten  miles  from  God- 
deshurst 

He  had  been  riding  gaily  among  the  foremost  all 
the  day ;  filled  with  the  wild  delight  of  the  scene—but 
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now,  as  he  saw  the  unhappy  animal,  who  had  so  glo- 
riously strained  over  the  champaign  in  the  monungt 
harassed  and   spent  with  toil,  and  seeking  his  w 
customed  thickets,  and  after  plunging  into  the 
preparing  in  desperation  for  a  last  struggle,- 
generous   feeling   in   his    nature  was    aroused,  and 
seeing  Mr.  Mulsho  standing  upon  the  bank,  he  zodd 
vehemently  forward,  and  shouting  till  he  was  hotae 
entreated  him  to  interpose  his  authority  and  save  lbs 
animaL 

Mr.  Mulsho — ^far  &om  unwilling — gave  the  mgnal  to 
draw  off  the  hounds,  and  the  yoimg  man  was  zidiiig 
rapidly  towards  him,  when  forgetting  the  imcertaintf 
of  the  ground  he  was  traversing,  he  plunged  saddeiilf 
into  the  midst  of  a  green  and  treacherous  bog,  and  then 
continued  struggling  in  the  utmost  peril  of  his  life;  fAak 
the  stag  he  had  rescued,  released  from  the  terrors  of  hii 
persecuting  enemies,  swam  with  a  few  bold  stzokei 
across  the  little  lake,  and  was  soon  lost  to  sight  among 
his  native  woodlands. 


Much  about  the  same  time,  or  half  an  hour  afterwards, 
a  very  lovely  young  lady — whose  sweet  smile,  soft  coun- 
tenance, and  gentle  blue  eyes,  you  have  not  forgotten — 
was  ffltting  in  her  chamber  in  one  of  the  projections  on 
the  left  side  of  the  porch,  busily  employed  at  her  em- 
broidery. 

The  room  is  lofty  and  beautiftJly  proportioned,  and  is 
rich  in  internal  ornament;  the  ceiling  is  covered  over 
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with  ft  tnoery  of  vine  leaves  and  grape  branches ;  the  walls 
m  hung  with  fine  tapestry,  which  represents  a  scene 
fiomthe  ^*  Jerusalem" of  Tasso;  thetrecsand  flowersseem 
to  life  upon  the  hangings,  and  the  fountain  to  sparkle 
with  living  waters,  fix>m  whence  the  unhappy  Tancrcd 
6tchei  it  in  his  helmet  to  baptise  the  dying  Clorinda. 

Tbid  chain  and  stoolsof  crimson  in  frames  of  gilded  oak, 
igreeably  relieved  this  cool  and  pleasant  scene,  while 
Ae  wooing  air  blew  fresh  through  the  open  casement, 
ttd  waved  the  locks  of  the  fair  creature  who  sat  at  work 
within. 

There  was  the  reverend  Mrs.  Maude  dressed  in  black, 
fitting  at  a  little  distance:  and  a  youth — as  his  smooth 
ootmtenance  might  lead  one  to  believe,  yet  something 
pttt  a  youth,  as  a  brow  not  altogether  free  from  wrinkles, 
and  an  eye  of  strange  meaning  implied — dressed  in  a 
fimtastical  many-coloured  suit,  leaning  against  the  side 
of  the  oriel  window. 

There  was  a  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  on  which 
several  books  in  purple  velvet  bindings  were  lying — and 
some  in  soberer  garb  seemed  devoted  to  use  as  well 
as  ornament:  a  small  triangular  spinet  or  virginal,  and 
ft  highly  ornamented  lute,  which  lay  upon  a  small 
Cftrved,  what  we  should  now-a-days  call  console,  com- 
pleted the  furniture  of  the  apartment.  The  young 
Iftdy  was  simply  but  richly  dressed,  and  her  fair  hair 
hung  over  and  shadowed  her  face. 

The  fantastical-looking  being,  who  was  called  Fabian, 
kept  twisting  his  legs  and  nodding  liis  head  in  a  strange 
restless  sort  of  manner,  and  singing  in  an  undcr-tone 
to  himself. 


n: 


1 14  FATHER  DABCT. 

'*  He  had  as  antique  storiet  teO, 
A  daughter  deaped  Downbd, 
A  maiden  &ir  and  ftee — 
She  was  her  fiitiier's  onlj  hdr. 

"  The  sOk  well  couth  she  twist  and  twine, 
And  make  the  fine  march  pine^ 
And  with  the  needle-work — ** 

At  last  lie  stopped  suddenly — and,  looking  at  the  young 
lady,  said^ 

"  Well,  Madonna — and  so  you  keep  your  fair  head  bent 
over  that  perking  carnation  there,  which  is  as  much 
like  a  peony  as  a  carnation,  and  don't  care  to  hear 
how  the  hunt  went, — or  how  the  young  gentleman's 
steed  sank  in  the  moss-bog  by  the  brook  there,  and  he, 
poor  cavalier,  had  his  rich  hunting  suit  be-plastered 
over  with  a  stygian  sort  of  mud  ;  such  as  is,  I  verily 
believe,  only  to  be  found  in  that  one  spot  of  the  drumble, 
or  by  the  side  of  that  river  of  Acheron  which  flows  by 
Dan  Pluto's  dwelling." 

The  young  lady  raised  her  head  from  her  work, 
smiled,  and  said, 

"  Ihe  poor  young  gentleman  I— Did  he  take  it  much 
to  heart  ? — ^A  wet  jacket  is  a  huge  disaster  to  a  court 
gallant — ^which  he  must  of  course  be,  and  veiy  ignorant 
of  wood-craft  to  boot ;  or  he  would  never  have  trusted 
the  treacherous  moss,  Fabian. — ^But  why  should  I  spend 
my  pearly  drops  over  such  disasters  ?  Tell  me,  good  boy 
— ^what  was  there  in  this  besmirched  gallant  to  engage 
valuable  attention  ?" 

"  Was  there  any  further  mischief  ?'  said  the  grave 
Mrs.  Maude. 

**  Why,  Mrs.  Maude — I  will  tell  of  that  by-and-by — 
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and  how  a  laven  sat  and  croaked  upon  a  sere  bough 
forhisbnsket  bone:  for  that  small  circumstance  alone 
TTonld  be  sufficient  to  make  a  piteous  tragedy  of  any 
moming's  work  for  you — '*  said  Fabian.  *'  But  first  I 
mnt  to  make  the  Madonna  here,  beautifiil  as  we  all 
pretend  she  is,  look  ten  times  more  so^  by  the  application 
of  a  oertain  nostrum  of  my  own,  excellent  as  I  have 
before  experimented,  for  calling  roses  into  blow  on  cer- 
tun  delicate  cheeks; — ^but  don't  be  afinid,  Madonna, 
it^s  an  innocent  spell  enough,  and  consists  only  of  the 
pionanciation  of  a  few  harmless  letters.  Shall  I  recite 
them?" 

The  young  lady  bent  her  head  down,  and  began  to 
work  her  colours  and  compare  her  pattern;  and  then 
to  imdo  what  she  had  done  as  if  she  had  not  heard 
one  word  that  Fabian  said. 

"  Oh !  oh,"  said  he,  "  say  you  so. — ^Aye,  true — 

*  Hj  true  lore  is  sunk  in  the  sea ; 
Bat  what  is  that  to  me, 
Others  as  good  remain, 
Thongh  Lord  Thomas,  he  never  come  again.' 

Well,  the  sun  is  shining  upon  the  weathercock  at  the  top 
of  what  was  once  ours. — I  mean  the  church;  and  the 
black  gentry,  with  their  short  cloaks  and  foul  yellow 
wizened  faces,  are  hastening  up  to  prayers.  And  the  Ma- 
doima  there  doesn't  care  for  all  the  handsome  huntsmen 
in  the  world — swallowed  up  in  bogs,  or  knocked  on  the 
head  by  their  horses'  heels — and  Tm  thinking  the  best 
torn  I  can  do  for  the  family,  is  to  perform  their  duty 
for  them,  and  show  my  face  in  the  Madonna's  traverse 
at  church.    And  maybe  the  good  souls  will  think  my 

h2 
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master  and  theire— and  the  ddnty  Madonna  heraelf,  and 
you,  Mrs.  Maude,  are  all  behind,  if  you  dared  to  sliow 
your  recusant  faces.  YouVe  forgot  your  Sundays,  fiiir 
ladies;  but  I  keep  the  reckoning — one,  two,  three,  and 
no  church — ^four,  and  your  twenty  pounds." — 

**You  don't  say  that  the  horse  struck  him,  fool,** 
said  the  young  lady,  now  looking  up;  "  how  could  the 
horse  strike  him,  and  he  on  his  saddle?" 

'*  Saddles  may  turn  when  steeds  are  wrestling  with 
the  death  struggle  in  those  bogs;  and  the  best  cava- 
liers may  be  unhorsed.  And  when  there  comes  a  blow 
from  the  hoof  of  the  great  horse — ^however  thick  our 
skulls,  saving  your  presence — ^there  may  be  bloody  cox- 
combs: that's  all." 

The  needle  and  silk  fell  from  her  hand;  she  rose 
hastily,  and  went  up  to  the  youth,  who  still  kept  his 
place,  leaning  against  the  window,  his  legs  crossed,  and 
swinging  his  head  up  and  down  in  a  half-foolish,  half- 
ridiculous  manner. 

*'  You  don't  say  any  thing  so  shocking  as  that  hap 
pened?* 

"  Say  an  arm,  wUl  that  do  better,  Madonna?'  said 
he,  carelessly;  "  or,  say  both;  for  you  know  you  don't 
care  a  silver  bodkin  about  the  matter  .... 


'  For  others  will  remaio. 
Though  Lord  Thomas  he  never  come  agam.* 


» 


"  I  will  brain  you  with  a  silver  bodkin,"  said  she, 
impatiently,  "if  you  don't  tell  us  what  really  did 
happen  this  morning  at  the  hunting." 

"  Why,  the  hounds  did  cry  and  make  the  welkin 
ring  again,  and  the  stag  ran,  poor  beast,  for  life  and 
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Gmb,  and  the  chase  came  clattering  down  the  beech- 
wood  into  the  Diimy  Hollow,  and  hart  of  greece  crossed 
ihe  flashing  stream,  and  the  whole  chase  thundering 
ifter  him;  and  I  sat  perched  upon  a  tree, 

*  As  pnxe  a  Uack  crow  as  yoar  ejet  might  see. 
And  I  cxoaked  mj  eril  song  as  the  chase  swept  bj. 
And  down  went  the  bold  huntsman — sing  lullaby.' 

And  now,  Madonna,  what's  the  use  of  wasting  good 
hieatli  upon  needless  words.  You  know  as  well  as 
if  I  had  hallooed  like  Woodland  Tom,  the  huntsman, 
who  it  was  that  came  dashing  like  a  madman  through 
the  moeses — and  hallooing  like  a  desperado  to  our 
master,  your  honoured  father — and  all  for  what,  tlnnk 
you?  To  save  the  poor  stag. — ^Tom  the  huntsman 
thinks  he  well  deserved  what  he  got. — ^To  Save  a  poor 
stag ! — ^As  if  any  but  fools  and  idiots  cared  for  them-^ 
poor  innocent  brutes !....  And  now  the  Madonna,  perhaps, 
guesses  whose  green  jacket  it  was,  embroidered  with 
filver,  that  came  out  smeared  all  over  with  the  black 
mud — ^for  there  is  but  one  youth  upon  earth,  I  verily 
believe,  soft-hearted  enough  to  care  for  a  silly  stag: 
but  don't  be  frightened,  the  brave  steed  did  not  brain 
him.  And  if  you  had  not  guessed  that  much  already, 
belike  we  should  have  found  you  on  the  floor  by  this 
time.  Ay,  marry,  should  we — with  as  little  blood  in 
your  face,  as  he  would  have  had  brains  in  his  noddle." 

The  young  lady,  who  had  smiled  with  pleasant  appro- 
bation at  the  first  part  of  his  speech,  now  gave  a  signi- 
ficant "  Pish,"  and  was  returning  to  her  seat 

"  Soft,"  said  he,  "  there's  better  news  than  you  think 
of  £xr  you.     He's  broke  his  arm." 
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Hie  young  lady  started^  first  tamed  pale,  then  red. 
Call  yoa  that  good  news,  fool  T  sud  Meb.  Mandp 
Ay,  many,  do  L  And  if  the  Madonna  be  of  mj 
mind,  she'll  make  a  alver  czib  and  an  rrofy  maimer  fixr 
that  ecnable  steed — ^who  better  deserves  the  name  <^ 
semi-reasoning  brute,  in  my  hmnble  thiTiKng — than 
any  elephant  that  ever  carried  an  Emperor  of  Samar- 
kand— clever  beast — ^to  vent  his  own  iD-blood,  serve 
his  master,  and  please  the  £urest  Madonna  in  Bucking- 
hamshire.'' 

*^  But  you  don't  intend  to  tell  us  there  really  was  an 
accident,  Fabian,  after  all  V  said  the  young  lady. 

^^  There's  an  arm  broken,  Madonna;  but  it's  not  a 
sword-arm.  Was  there  ever  a  beast  hit  a  matter  so 
in  the  white; — had  it  been  a  leg,  he  might  never  have 
danced  galliard  more.  Besides,  a  limping  lover!  Venus 
forbid — and  a  sword-arm! — fie!  Our  good  queen — 
bless  her  royal  himiour — would  have  taken  back  his 
knighthood,  as  they  say  she  swears  to  do  by  the  Essex 
dubbed — ^if  he'd  lost  his  sword-arm." 

"  Lose  his  sword-arm  !  you  are  worse  and  worse — ^he 
wiU  not  lose  his  arm,  surdy-" 

'*  No— no — ^no— put  your  red  in  your  cheeks  again*  . 
I  only  offered  the  inuendo  of  the  thing — only  the  sup- 
position bare:  he'll  keep  his  two  arms:  put  your  red  in 
your  cheeks  again,  Madonna — or  I  vow  by  Saint  With- 
hold I'll  never  tell  you  a  hunting  history  again." 

"  Well,"  said  she,  recovering  her  spirits,  "  you  may  go 
on  now,  foryou  see  I  am  as  red  as  arose  ; — andldaresay 
there  is  neither  skull,  nor  limb,  nor  finger  even  fractured 
but  in  yourfantastical  imagmation-«id  the  cavalier  you 
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8poke  of  has  ridden  home  with  a  spot  of  mud  on  his 
doublet,  which  you  have  magnified  into  all  this  direfid 
iisfcory" 

''  And  veiy  much  pleased  a  dainty  young  lady  of 
my  particiilar  acquaintance  would  look,  if  she  thought 
ihe  was  so  well  quit  of  it  all;'  but  that's  not  to  be — 
finr  the  ann  is  broken  and  the  ann  is  set,  and  the 
cavalier  is  coming  at  a  foot's  pace  through  the  fields; 
ind  his  Talise  is  coming  up  upon  the  back  of  one  of  the 
chasers,  and  his  serving  men  are  sent  for  fromHairoden 
Magna;  and  the  young  gentleman  is  a  prisoner  here 
fiff  seven  days  at  least,  says  Dr.  Gains — and  so,  Madon- 
na, Tm  grieved  and  lament  for  you — ^but  remedy  there's 
none,  save  in  patience. 

«  And  heigti  says  sbe,  and  ho  says  she, 
Was  ever  a  fkte  like  mine? 
For  the  door  is  unbarred  to  the  enemy; 
And  how  shaU  I  bide  the  time?'  " 

"  And  now,"  said  grave  Mrs.  Maude,  whose  percep- 
tions were  rather  of  the  obtuse  kind — "  pray,  fool,  why 
don't  you  tell  us  the  name  of  the  young  gentleman — be- 
cause if  you  never  tell  us  his  name,  how  shall  we  know, 
after  all,  who  he  is." 

*^Moet  true,  my  owl-crested  Minerva  in  sables — 
most  true;  the  Madonna  here  has  not  an  inkling  of 
who  he  is.  Oh  no — suppose" — ^looking  archly  in  her 
&ce — '*  his  name  should  fiot  contain  the  magical  seven 
letters.     Suppose  now  it  were — were — Robert — " 

"  Pooh !"  said  the  young  lady,  colouring  again  and 
looking  vexed,  '' is  ithe  afler  all?' 

''  After  all  I — ^No,  no,  catch  Robert  in  such  a  quan- 
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dary  —  catch  Robert  a  floundering  if  you  can :  Robert 
will  never  be  bogged,  I'll  lay  my  bauble  against  your 
gold  aiglet  there.     Robert  in  such  a  mess — ^Robert— 
forsooth ! — Robert !" 

^'  And  why  not  Robert,  as  well  as  any  other  man?' 

"Oh!  are  we  there?— Come  don't  be  vexed,  Ma- 
donna; a  man  may  be  bogged,  and  no  great  shame  or 
sin — because  he's  young  and  hasty,  and  don't  look 
before  his  nose:  but  Robert's  a  man  of  experience: 
why,  Robert's  not  a  bachelor — ^he's  a  widower.  Madonna 
— aye,  he's  known  the  shifting  sands  and  rocks,  and 
whirlpools  of  a  woman's  humour.  Such  things  prac- 
tise a  man.  A  man  who's  once  been  hooked  to  a 
woman,  never  forgets  to  look  before  his  nose  again." 

"  What  stuff  is  all  this?"  said  she,  "  get  along,  fool 
— if  your  folly  has  no  more  wit  or  wisdom  than  that, 
you  may  go  down  to  your  puritans  below,  for  the  bell 
has  done  ringing." 

"  And  all  this  time  you  go  on  maundering  and  maun- 
dering, and  never  coming  to  the  point,"  reiterated 
Mrs.  Maude,  *'  and  never  telling  us  who  the  young  gen- 
tleman is." 

"  Ask  the  Madonna/'  said  he. 

"  Nay,  I  am  sure  the  fair  Mistress  Evelyn  cannot  pos- 
sibly guess,"  said  she. 

**  *  And  aye  to  be  sure,  and  no  to  be  sure; 
And  how  should  I  guess,  said  she; 
But  there  came  a  sweet  bird,  and  sang  in  her  ear, 
*Tis  he— 'tis  he— 'tis  he.'  " 

'*  Tou  heard  it,  didn't  you,  Madonna;  though  Mrs. 
Maude  there  is  as  deaf  as  a  nut." 
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"Fm  not  deaf,"  said  ahe,  angrily;  ''and  I'm  quite 
certain  you  never  did  tell  us." 

''I  didn't  say  I  did — I  said  a  bird  did;  which  you 
ooaldn't,  and  didn't  hear,  because  you  are  as  deaf  as 
a  hollow  nut.  A  hollow  nut  has  not  got  a  heart  in 
it,  and  that  makes  it  deaf,  Mrs.  Maude — and  that's  the 
reason  you  didn't  hear  that  merry  bird  sing.  Heigh ! 
Madonna !  Is  not  that  reasoned  like  the  Stagyrite  him- 
lelfr 

"  Fool,**  said  she,  **  I'll  tell  my  father  you  grow 
tedious,  and  hell  send  you  to  drive  the  plough." 

Fabian  only  answered  by  anging,  in  an  under  tone: 

**  *  And  oh,  the  naughty  hoy — 
He  sent  hiB  cruel  dart. 
And  here  it  poisons  all  my  joy. 
And  rankles  in  my  heart. 

"  •  The  dearest  friend  of  yore. 
Is  an  indifferent  grown; 
The  talk  which  pleased,  can  please  no  more — 
For  I  lore  only  one.' 

"  Nay,  nay,  don't  send  me  to  plough — and  I'll  tell 
MiB.  Maude  the  name  in  seven  seconds— E-ve-babd," 

"  Sir  Everard  I — that  very  fair  young  gentleman, 
whom  we  saw  at  the  Lord  Yaux's  last  Martinmas!" 
ezdaimed  Mrs.  Maude.  *'  Nay,  but  in  good  sooth,  I 
hope  that  young  cavalier  hath  not  really  hurt  himself 
to  the  breaking  of  a  bone." 

"  He  hath — ^he  hath  broken  a  bone — ^he  hath  frac- 
toied  his  arm,  for  so  I  heard  Dr.  Caius  decide." 

"  What  a  lamentable  accident !" 

"  Lamentable    as  an  old  love-ditty — ain't   it.  Ma- 
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donxia?*'  agam  looking  under  her  face,  as    she  bent 
bet  head  down  to  her  work. 

<*  *^Kaj  cxTital  dropt  nm  down — 
Andpeiirlthiftdieekof  nune..  •••' 

Bat  you  needn't  czy,  there's  no  great  harm  done.*^ 

He  looked  out  of  the  window. 

^^  NoW  come  hither,  fair  Maude — hdng  thy  ye- 
nerable  beauty  to  the  place  wherein  I  stand,  and  desciy 
and  say,  who  are  those  coming  slowly  up  the  bank 
yonder. 

**' The  ladif  looiKd  Ilortl^  tiie  lady  looked  sootti, 
0*er  hill,  and  streamy  and  tower,^ 
And  she  was  aware  of  the  goodty  youth. 
Coining  aoonding  up  to  her  bow^.' 

''  Sounding  won't  do  though,  say  tottering  rather." 

'^Nay,  Madonna,  never  mind  me — ^Pray  make  no 
ceremonies — Come  to  the  window — ^I  don't  care  a  rush 
whether  I  see  him  or  not; — ^Why  do  you  sit  stitching 
away  there? — and  all  because  you  wouldn't  take  the 
poor  fool's  place  for  the  world,  because  he  got  it  first: 
don't  make  bones  of  it,  I  pray — ^here — ^youTl  see  him 
very  well." 

She  lifted  up  her  shoulder,  and  put  up  her  lip,  as  if 
his  nonsense  had  at  last  got  the  better  of  her  patience. 

He  saw  that  he  had  said  more  than  enough,  and 
turning  away  from  her,  singing  in  a  low,  subdued  voice, 

« *  Call  unto  his  fimeral  dole, 

The  ant,  the  field  nxnue,  and  the  mole, 

To  niae  him  hiUockB  that  shall  keep  him  warm,' " 

he  looked  out  of  the  window,  where  Mrs*  Maude  had 
already  planted  herself. 

''  He's  there  for  certain,"  said  the  good  lady, ''  that 
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yezy  same  fidr  young   gentleman  that    we  met  at 
Hanoden  Magna  last  Michaelmafl.    And  lie's  just  as 
taO  and  slender,  and  handsome,  as  he  was  thai;  save 
thai  he's  all  coTeied  over  with  mire,  and  he  walks  verj 
stooping,  and  as  if  he  was  all  hroken  to  peoes,  and  I 
don't  think  he'd  stend  if  he  hadn't  Mr.  Malsho's  aim." ' 
**  Is  my  &ther  there?'  said  Evelyn. 
^  Aye,  marry  is  he,  lady,  and  many  other  gentlemen, 
aO  a-coming  slowly  round  the  trees  by  the  church,"  said 
Mrs.  Maude. 

While  Fabian  leaned  out  of  the  window  as  far  as  he 
could  stretch,  a  checiful  voice  from  below  summoned 
Um;  on  which  he  drew  in,  and  affecting  to  be  in  a 
prodigious  huny,  with  as  many  grimaces  as  he  could 
possibly  invent,  scuttled  out  of  the  room. 

When  he  was  gone,  and  the  door  fairly  closed  after 
him,  and  not  till  then,  Evelyn  rose  from  her  chair,  and 
without  moving  from  her  place,  endeavoured  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  group  which  was  slowly  advancing  up 
the  lawn  before  the  house. 

Whether  she  succeeded  in  catching  the  figure  of 
Everard,  as  supported  by  the  ann  of  Mr.  Mulsho,  he 
with  great  difficulty  made  his  way  along,  is  not  quite 
certain. 

Presently  she  sat  down  again,  resumed  her  needle, 
and  asked  Mrs.  Maude  to  read  to  her  from  the  '^  Jeru- 
Balem"  of  Tasso. 

Grood  old  Maude  began  to  read  the  scene  of  **  Erminia 
among  the  Shepherds,"  and  while  the  young  lady's 
fingers  plied  her  work,  she  peopled  those  shades,  so 
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sweetly  described,  with  figures  of  her  own  coimtiy 
Enninia  was  no  longer  alone.  Under  the  wide-spread 
ing  beech  trees,  which  looked  in  her  small  pictcm 
xnarvelloasly  like  the  beech  woods  of  Gx>ddeshiir8t 
there  she  sat,  and  there  sat  Tancred  himself  by  he: 
dde,  with  his  fine  oval  iac^  his  dark  blue  eye,  hii 
sweet  and  truthful  countenance — ^looking  so  wonder 
fully  like  Everard,  that  it  would  have  been  imposdbh 
to  have  known  them  asunder. 
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CHAPTER  Vra. 

"  Bia  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  fonn, 
For  nudden-toDgued  he  was  and  therefiore  ficee ; 
His  real  habitude  gaye  life  and  grace 
To  appertainings  and  to  ornament.'' 

The  young  man  had  certainly  broken  his  arm,  and 
iie  had  likewise  been  struck  severely  upon  the  chesty 
before  he  could  be  disentangled  from  his  terrified  and 
struggling  horse;  who,  his  beautiful  white  coat  bespat- 
tered with  the  mire,  and  his  large  full  eye  and  nostrils 
distended  |with  terror,  strove  with  chest  and  hoof  to 
disengage  himself  &om  the  dreadful  abyss  into  which 
iie  was  sinking. 

The  young  cavalier,  unhorsed  in  the  struggle,  had 
lain  sometime  almost  under  the  feet  of  the  animal,  and 
was  with  much  difficulty  rescued  from  destruction. 
His  head  swimming,  his  arm  broken,  his  frame  too 
exquisitely  sensitive  to  physical  suffering,  all  shaken 
and  in  disorder,  he  was  happy  to  accept  Mr.  Mulsho's 
invitation,  and  accompany  him  to  Goddeshurst,  that 
being  the  nearest  mansion  at  hand,  and  to  put  himself 
under  the  care  of  the  venerable  Dr.  Caius. 

Dizzy  he  was,  and  his  thoughts  a  good  deal  confused ; 
but  not  for  that  did  he  forget  to  whom  Mr.  Mulsho  was 
father;  and  his  heart  beat  fast,  and  added  considerably  by 
its  agitation  to  the  general  disorder  of  his  feelings  as  he 
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approached  that  house  where  the  divinity  of  his  afiec- 
tions  dwelt. 

Eyerard  was  the  grandson  of  a  man  who  had  distin- 
guished himself  in  arms,  and  served  under  the  two  pre- 
ceding reigns,  and  during  the  earlier  years  of  the  pre- 
sent queen.    His  father  had  died  without  coming  to  the 
succession,  and  Everard,  still  under  age,  found  himself 
the  heir  of  a  considerable  property  in  Rutlandshire, 
and  the  representative  of  a  noble^  time-honoured  house, 
which  had  maintained  itself  virtuous  and  respected 
through  successive  generations,  and  through  all  the 
stn^gles  and  contentions,  political  and  reli^ous,  of  the 
two  last  centuries.    When  I  say  noble,  I  do  not,  how- 
ever, mean  actually  belonging  to  the  nobility,  for  of 
that  order  he  was  not,  though  he  might  have  well 
adorned  any  order. 

He  was,  as  he  has  been  described,  remarkably  hand- 
some, of  the  gentlest  and  most  engaging  manners ; 
accomplished  in  all  knightly  exercises;  able,  judicious, 
and  temperate  above  his  years,  yet  with  a  heart  capable 
of  the  most  fervent  affections;  he  was  brave,  generous, 
disinterested,  and  good;  sweet-tempered,  and  confiding 
as  a  child. 

Such  was  Everard — ^the  portrait  is  no  ideal  one. 

Such  he  fffos. 

Such  was  the  Tancred  of  our  gentle  Erminia. 

An  Erminia  not  unworthy  of  his  choice. 


The  disposal  of  his  fair  and  richly-endowed  daughter 
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in  maiiiage,  liad  lately,  as  has  been  mentioned  before, 
become  a  source  of  yeiy  painful  interest  to  Mr.  Mulaho. 

Among  the  young  gentlemen  with  whom  he  came  in 
oontaety  he  could  not  find  one  that  at  all  fulfilled  the 
conditions  to  which  he  aspired.  The  tone  of  the  young 
peoide  about  him  had  evidently  declined  considerably 
within  the  last  few  years,  since  the  religious  men  &om 
the  neminaTJffl  abroad  had  exercised  such  an  evil  in- 
flnenoe  over  their  education. 

The  system  of  concealment,  of  secret  intrigue,  of 
fidsehood  and  deceit,  which  was  rendered  necessary  by 
their  practices  against  the  existing  government — ^the 
loose  ideas  upon  the  most  important  principles  of  morals, 
which  were  infused  by  their  casuistical  writers,  espe- 
dally  those  fundamental  ones  upon  the  subject  of  secret 
assassination,  and  that  disregard  for  the  first  principles 
of  truth  which  deform  their  writings — had  given  to 
lir.  Mulflho  a  dread  and  distrust  of  almost  every  one 
about  him;  and  it  was  not  till  he  met  with  Everard, 
that  he  had  found  one  single  person,  in  the  least  an- 
swering his  requisitions  as  to  the  character  of  the  man  on 
whom  he  should  bestow  his  daughter. 

He  knew  him  to  be  a  personal  favourite  of  that  great 
queen  who  so  very  rarely  was  mistaken  in  her  favourites, 
and  that,  though  at  present  conforming  to  the  Catholic 
religion  of  his  house  and  family,  he  had  been  brought 
up  a  Protestant;  and  he  trusted  that  sound  principles 
must  thus  have  been  early  imbibed,  which  might  render 
him  proof  against  the  dangerous  casuistry,  the  secret  in- 
fidelity, or  the  wild  bigotry  and  superstition  which  sur- 
rounded him.  It  was  with  a  smile  of  benevolent  pleasure 
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that  he  had  seen  him  dashing  forward  with  a  sen 
humanity  so  little  to  have  been  expected  at  his  a 
his  day,  to  rescue  the  poor  jaded  victim  of  the  da 
and  with  considerable  satisfaction,  when  he  ] 
the  extent  of  the  accident,  had  he  o£&red  hie 
lity,  and  the  best  cares  of  Dr.  Caius  to  the 
man. 

And  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  whether 
sick  and  fainting  though  he  was,  the  good  and 
ful  father,  or  the  fair  Evelyn  herself,  received 
satis&ction,  as  the  two  gentlemen  slowly  mov: 
ascent  and  entered  the  hospitable  door  of  Go 
together. 


Day  followed  after  day,  and  time  with  hii 
footsteps  glided  by,  and  the  intimacy  between  t 
people  thus  thrown  together,  was  ripening  £ 
far  stronger  and  more  enduring  sentiment,  w 
Mulsho  watched  his  guest  with  anxious  i 
but  he  found  every  day  fresh  reason,  as  he  i 
to  rely  upon  the  favourable  impression  he  ha 
received,  and  to  rejoice  in  the  happy  accide: 
had  occurred. 
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C!HAPTER  IX. 

"  Sweet  be  the  boadi,  the  which  true  love  doth  tie 
Without  oonftrmint,  or  dread  of  any  ilL" 

These  was  a  pleasant  garden  at  the  back  of  Goddes- 
"^  atoated  upon  the  gentle  hill  which  rises  behind 
Ae  hoiue;  the  huge  oak  and  elm  trees  forming  as  it 
^■^  a  fisme  for  this  wilderness  of  flowers,  berceaus  and 
alleys  of  topiary  work,  that  succeeded  each  other  in  such 
pleasant  confusion;  and  the  birds  were  singing  gaily, 
^d  all  nature  in  her  most  smiling  trim,  when  Everard 
4nd  Evelyn,  strolling  through  a  little  postern  door, 
^ed  there  together. 

Her  fair  head  bending  downwards,  her  eyes  seeking 
ie  earth,  plucking  a  flower  to  pieces  which  she  held 
in  her  hand,  she  walked  by  his  side  and  listened  to  his 
pleasant  talk. 

He  was  telling  her  of  what  he  had  seen  at  the  court 
of  the  magnificent  old  queen,  which  she  had  but  once 
visited.  Of  the  grand  progress  in  which  he  had  been 
engaged  to  Kenninghall  in  Norfolk;  of  the  splendour 
with  which  the  royal  guest  had  been  received;  of  the 
masques  and  other  diversions  with  which  she  had  been 
greeted,  and  of  her  aflable  demeanour  and  popular  car- 
riage to  all.  '*  But  it  was  marred  at  last  to  me,"  he 
id,   "by  what  befd   my   poor  friend    Rookwood. 

I 
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Does  Mrs.  Evelyn  recollect  young  Rookwood,  at  Har- 
Toden:  he  is  something  perhaps  of  a  simple  youth, 
and  has  certainly  little  of  the  courtier  in  his  composi- 
tion, but  he  did  his  best.  The  queen  came  upon  him 
all  imawares;  there  was  scarcely  time  for  preparation; 
but  he  made  wonderful  exertions,  and  we  all  thought 
must  have  possessed  the  enchanter's  wand,  or  the  won- 
drous ring  of  Candace,  so  quickly  did  he  gather  all 
providings  around  him.  There  was  no  scant  of  liberal 
housekeeping  at  Euston  Hall.  The  queen  seemed 
pleased  with  such  entertainment  as  he  could  oflfer,  and 
my  poor  friend  was  in  the  seventh  heaven — for  few  of 
us  can  resist  a  royal  smile,  &xr  Evelyn — and  what 
royal  smile  is  so  benign,  so  gracious,  as  is  hers-— when 
the  sun  shines?  But  what  avails,''  he  continued,  with 
a  generous  indignation  in  his  tone,  '^  her  best  inclina- 
tions, when  sneaking  wretches  are  allowed  to  TopcUff* 
zare  about  her,  searching  out  all  manner  of  occasions 
to  breed  offence;  when  it  would  be  her  royal  pleasure 
to  wink  at  what  she  cannot  but  in  her  secret  soul  ap- 
prove— adherence  to  conscience?" 

"  I  remember  the  yoimg  gentleman  well,"  said 
Evelyn:  "he  was  such  as  you  paint  him — somewhat 
soft,  and  rather  bustling,  and  officious  in  his  manner; 
but  honest  and  good-natured,  I  thought." 

"  Poor  Rook  wood ! — I  think  I  see  him  there,  as  he 
knelt,  cap  in  hand,  before  the  grand  old  queen,  in  his 
rich  suit,  which  he  had  prepared  for  the  occasion;  black 
velvet,  all  slashed  and  garnished  with  cloth  of  gold; — 
and  her  majesty  standing  before  him  in  all  her  bravery; 
•—he  looked  as  if  he  could  barely  support  the  glance 
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of  her  eagle  eye:  bat  he  bent  down  his  head  and 
kiflsed  &e  fidr  hand  all  sparkling  with  jewels,  which 
die  gracionsly  extended  to  him,  and  she  was  cour- 
teouflly  thanking  him  for  his  good  fare,  while  he 
stemmered  out  excuses  for  his  ill  house — ^when — my 
lieait  really  bled  for  him,  Evelyn,  it  did  in  truth — 
as  we,  on  our  parts,  stood  round  rejoicing  in  this 
good  augury  of  reconciliation — as  the  queen  passed  on, 
and  poor  Rookwood,  colouring  with  pride  and  plea- 
sure, was  rifling  from  his  knee,  comes  up  my  Lord 
Ouunberlain  looking  pale  with  anger,  and  seisdng 
him  by  the  shoulder  as  if  he  had  been  the  veriest 
caitiff  upon  earth,  asks  him  before  them  all — ^how  he, 
being  excommunicated  for  popery,  dared  to  attempt 
her  royal  presence? — adding,  he  was  fitter  for  a  pair 
of  stocks  ihan  for  such  honour  as  that,  and  commanding 
him  to  leave  the  court,  and  not  presume  to  appear 
again  before  his  queen*  My  heart  was  ready  to  burst 
with  rage  and  pity.  But  I  held  my  peace:  I  knew  it 
was  not  the  queen's  pleasure — and  that  these  men 
waited  till  she  was  gone  before  they  dared  to  make  so 
barbarous  a  return  for  the  poor  fellow's  well-intended 
hospitality." 

"Alas!"  said  Evelyn,  sadly,  "poor  young  gentle- 
man! But  how  comes  this  to  pass.  Sir  Everard;  you, 
and  numbers  like  you,  are  allowed  to  pay  your  court; 
what  had  this  poor  young  gentleman  done?" 

"  I  fear  the  poor  fellow  is  given  to  old  and  useless 
superstitions^"  said  the  young  man — "but  what  of 
that?  Are  the  secret  chambers  of  men's  homes  and 
CQosciencee  to  be  rifled  at  the  will  of  any  one  who 

i2 
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listens  to  the  delations  of  that  vile  informer,  Topcli£fe, 
creeping  to  men's  ears,  and  poisoning  them  with  hia 
slanders !  I  coidd  have  taken  the  wretch  by  the  neck, 
and  twisted  it  with  pleasure — for^ve  me,"  said  he, 
endeavouring  to  restrain  the  heat  into  which  he  had 
been  betrayed,  "  forgive  me — but  these  things  go  hard 
with  us  all." 

Evelyn  sighed — then  looked  up  at  the  face  glowing 
with  generous  indignation,  and  said — 

"  If  the  evil  but  ended  here ! I  hope  Mr.  Rook- 

wood  will  have  patience,  and  forgive  it.  My  father 
says  that  we  must  all  of  us  learn  to  practise  that  holy 
command — and  forgive,  even  as  we  woidd  be  forgiven." 

•*  Fair  virtue,"  said  he,  "  thou  sayest  right — yet  are 
these  injuries  hard  to  bear.  Methinks  if  this  had  fallen 
upon  a  sterner  or  a  wiser  man  I  could  have  borne  it 
— ^upon  our  friend  Robert,  for  instance — but  in  this 
case  it  seems  to  me  as  if  they  had  struck  at  a  child. 
Rookwood  is  so  simple-hearted — could  any  thing  be 
more  simple-hearted  than  his  excessive  ambition  to  en* 
tertain  this  great  queen  at  his  house  at  Euston  Hall: 
which  is  to  him  like  a  new  plaything.  All  the  pains 
he  took — all  the  engines  he  set  at  work  to  carry  this 
grand  object — he  hoped  it  would  be  a  means  of  bring- 
ing him  to  court,  poor  fellow :  and  so  it  might  have 
been,  had  not  that  villanous  spy  foimd  matter  of  accu- 
sation against  him,  from  his  very  frank-heartedness, 
which  led  him  to  open  his  house  to  all.  It  is  true 
there  were  many  things  he  had  put  away — which,  per- 
chance, had  better  never  have  been  there." 

**  I  hope,"  said  she,  **  his  afflictions  ended  with  his 
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disappointment  and  mortification;  and  that  there  was 
no  further  cause  ^ven  for  dissatisfaction  to  the  Catholic 
gentlemen.^ 

**  Unhappily — ^unhappily/'  said  he,  shaking  his  head, 
and  walking  fiister,  as  if  unable  to  resist  the  irritation 
of  his  feelings — "  unhappily  much  more.  Though  for- 
bidden the  court,  he  was  commanded  to  attend  the 
council's  pleasure — and  at  Norwich  he  was  committed 

for  what  reason  I  could  not  discover;  it  could 

not  be  because,  when  the  rabble  rout  scoured  his 
house,  a  silver  image  of  the  blessed  Virgin  was  foimd 
in  his  hayrick. . . .  They  could  not  commit  him  for  that 
— ^it  might  be  madness  and  folly,  in  such  times  as  these, 
to  harbour  such  a  thing — ^but  treason  or  disaffection  it 
could  never  be . . .  There  is  something  in  all  this,  more 
than  I  can  understand." 

"  Yours  is  a  painful  conclusion,"  said  the  young  lady, 
pensively,  "  to  a  story  that  opened  so  pleasantly.  The 
queen's  progress  must  have  had  a  gloomy  termina- 
tion." 

*•  I  think  it  had — and  I  hope  it  had.  It  is  true  she 
suffered  the  figure  of  that  blessed  type  of  womanhood, 
to  be  burned  and  insulted  over  by  the  common  herd, 
and  that  before  her  face — but,  she  looked,  mcthought, 
grave,  dissatisfied,  and  displeased  all  the  while  ;  and  as  if 
she  would  have  forbidden  the  profanation,  could  she 
have  ventured  so  to  do.  She,  like  the  rest  of  u?,  must  yield 
to  circumstances;  and  brave  as  she  looks,  I  question 
whether  she  can  follow  her  royal  will  in  all  tilings  ; 
the  times  are  too  hard  for  every  one." 
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^^Ah  I"  said  Eyelyn,  lifting  up  her  sweet  eyes  to 
him,/^  when  will  these  fierce  contentions  cease  ?' 

^^  They  will  cease,  fair  creature,  when  men  become 
wise,  and  temperate,  and  disinterested,  as  your  honoured 
&ther ;  and  women  gentle,  and  rational,  as  his  lofdy 
daughter,"  said  the  young  man  tenderly — ^^  bat  alas  I 
when  will  that  be  ?' 

^*  You  were  staying  at  Great  Harroden^  were  yoa 
not,  when  you  rode  over  to  join  this  great  hunting 
match,  at  which  your  jacket  suffered  so  terribly  ?'  she 
went  on  to  say. 

"  Yes." 

"  Were  they  all  there  ?* 

*'  I  do  not  know  who  you  call  afl,"  said  he.  "  There 
was  the  usual  family  party — ^the  beautiful  Grrace— and 
my  Lady  Vaux,  h^r  mother ;  and  there  was  Robert 
and  Tresham,  and  Eleanor,  and  myself." 

**  And  how  is  Grace,  and  how  is  Eleanor  ?' 

"  Grace  is  more  beautiful,  and  more  pensive,  and  more 
silent  and  reserved  than  ever — ^and  Robert  is  more  des- 
perate, and  more  in  love ; — his  wild  pranks  would  exceed 
your  belief,  fair  recluse,  for  his  pasdon  shows  itself  in 
the  utmost  extravagancies.  Surely  not  the  way  to  win 
the  gentle  votary^s  heart." 

"  Gh:ace  is  so  pious— so  self-denying — so  excellent," 
said  Evelyn:  '^  almost  too  excellent  for  this  world  my 
father  says :  he  warns  me  &om  being  too  much  attracted 
by  this  lovely  devotee — and  yet  she  is  very  attractive." 

"  To  me  there  is  a  chilling  coldness  about  her,"  said 
the  yoimg  man.    "  I  have  no  sympathy  with  suoh 
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thongfats.  I  cannot  belieye,  and  I  do  not  believe,  that 
this  beautiful  wodd  was  created  so  full  of  enjoyment — 
not  to  be  enjoyed.  When  I  oontiast  Goddesbunt  and 
HaiToden  Magna^  the  gloom  and  mystexy  whicb  hangs 
about  iSbe  one,  and  the  cheerfulness  which  animates  the 
other,  I  seem  as  if  I  were  in  two  different  worlds  ;  and 
surely  we  are  taught  that  the  kingdom  of  light  is  the 
kingdom  of  Heaven  ;  and  that  darkneas  is  the  inheri- 
tance of  the  bad  spirits.  I  do  not  know  what  there  is 
about  Harroden  Magna — ^but  it  is  a  region  insupport- 
able to  me." 

"  I  think  I  feel  something  in  the  same  way/'  said 
she.  ^*  I  do  not  know  how  it  is,  but  if  I  were  as  super- 
stitious as  poor  Mrs.  Maude,  I  should  believe  that  house 
was  haunted  ;  and  that  a  sort  of  malignant  influence 
was  hanging  over  it.  I,  like  you,  cannot  breathe  easily 
there.  And  I  have  heard  such  strange  creeping  sounds 
behind  the  arras — ^low  suppressed  breathings,  and 
cautious  footsteps — I  could  have  fancied  I  know  not 
what.  I  hate  that  gloomy  withdrawing-room,  with  its 
dark  tapestry,  and  its  high  narrow  stained-glass  win- 
dows: and  Lady  Vaux  is  rather  terrible:  but  then 
Grace  is  a  saint  and  an  angel." 

He  looked  somewhat  annoyed  at  the  first  part  of 
this  speech,  and  as  if  he  would  fain  change  the  con- 
versation. 

"  Grrace  is  inconceivably  beautiful,"  he  said,  "  too 
beautiful  indeed — ^for  she  will  prove  the  ruin  I  fear  of 
one  of  the  noblest-hearted  of  human  beings.  Poor 
Bookwood   could    scarcely  have   regarded  his   silver 
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Madonna  with  looks  more  adoring  than  Robert  duecti 
to  the  object  of  his  worship . . .  But  it  is  all  in  Viain." 

"  You  seem  very  much  attached  to  Roberty**  le^ 
marked  the  young  lady.  '*  I  suppose  he  possesses  some 
qualities  that  are  altogether  hidden  firom  me.  I  should 
say  he  was  a  man  rather  to  be  feared  than  loved." 

*'  You  mistake  him  altogether." 

"  His  countenance  is  so  peculiar — there  is  something 
so  passionate,  so  determined  in  his  brow  and  in  his 
eye — so  very  imlike  other  men — ^he  makes  me  shudder 
sometimes  when  I  look  at  him,  as  if  some  one  had 
walked  over  my  grave." 

'^  It  is  questionless  a  very  remarkable  countenance," 
replied  Everard,  '*  I  never  saw  such  another:  but  to 
me  it  bears  the  grandest  and  most  interesting  of  ex- 
pressions— ^invincible  force,  and  inexhaustible  feeling." 

"And  yet,  he  has  such  strange  wild  fits  and  humours. 
Do  you  remember  that  terrible  wild  goose  chase*  which 
he  rode  against  Mr.  Markham?  I  never  saw  any  thing 
so  shocking  I  think.  I  never  shall  forget  the  horses  as 
they  went  out,  and  the  poor  creatures  as  they  came 
in.  He  rode  quite  savagely — ^it  was  a  terrible  sight — 
and  a  horse,  too,  that  had  carried  him  for  yeai-s,  and 
that  so  bravely  and  so  well.  How  it  arched  its  neck 
and  bent  its  beautiful  head  to  his  hand,  as  he  patted 
and  caressed  it ! — and  when  he  sprang  into  his  saddle, 
he  stroked  it  quite  fondly — and  then — his  spurs — to  the 

*  The  wild  goose  chase  of  that  day  was  not  like  the  steeple  chase 
of  ours;  it  consisted  in  two  horses  starting  together,  and  he  who 
proYcd  the  hindmost  rider  was  obliged  to  follow  the  foremost  oyer 
whatever  ground  he  chose  to  cany  him. 


WATBMR  DAXCT.  137 

roweb-^and  off  like  wind  down  the  steeps  and  over 
tbe  {dain,  as  if  he  were  the  wild  huntsman  himself: 
spomng  and  slashing:  and  that  hoxrid  Mr.  Markham 
after  him^  upcfa  his  fine  horse  too— -but  it  was  not  such 
a  loving  animal  as  Robert's.  Oh  I  it  was  a  hateful 
aghtr 

^  I  don't  like  a  wild  goose  chase  myself,  fair  Evelyn 
—but  men  will  be  men:  we  must  allow  something  for 
the  immense  excitement:  and  then  Robert  detests  that 
Markham,  and  he  defied  him  to  the  match — ^because 
Markham  thinks  he  knows  more  of  horsemanship  than 
ill  the  rest  of  the  world  besides,  and  Robert,  who  does 
ill  things  well,  and  cares  not  for  the  distinction,  was 
nettled  at  the  coxcomb." 

"  And  so  he  killed  his  beautiful  horse — ^his  friend  as 
one  may  call  it,"  said  Evelyn,  with  indignation.  "  Oh  I 
sir,  even  can  you  excuse  such  barbarity?' 

"  Excuse  it,  no— I  merely  mean  to  say  that  I  under- 
stand it.  I  am  not  so  good  and  gentle  as  you  are — I 
understand  the  feeling,  but  forgive  me  and  don't 
blame  me.  I  do  not  mean  to  justify  it.  I  merely 
mean  to  say  that  I  understand  it." 

"  Do  you?'  said  she,  slightly  sighing,  and  looking  at 
him  wistfully. 

"  Nay,"  said  he,  fondly  bending  over  her,  gratified 
beyond  measure  at  that  little  sigh — **  if  you  say  it  is 
wrong — ^I  will  think  it  wrong,  and  even  in  Robert,  I 
will  not  attempt  to  excuse  it." 

"Even  in  Robert! — how  strange — that  the  same 
man  should  appear  so  differently  to  two  people,  who  in 
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many  things  think  so  alike-^eyen  Robert!  To  me  it 
seems  that  with  all  his  fine  qualities,  Robert  has  mare 
£iults  to  be  excused  in  him,  than  most  of  us." 

^^  He  is  passionate  and  impetuous,"  said  his  Mend; 
"  but  he  is  ever  noble,  disinterested,  and  daring.  He 
is  of  the  stuff  of  which  the  noble  order  of  martyrs  was 
made,"  added  he,  dightly  crossing  himself,  ^'  and  the 
patron  saints  of  England  and  of  Spain." 

^*  Spain  I  oh  let  nothing  we  love  be  like  Spain  I" 
cried  Evelyn,  with  a  slight  shudder. 

He  looked  at  her  surprised. 

**  My  father  says,"  she  continued,  *^  that  Spain  has 
been  the  greatest  enemy  our  country  or  our  holy 
religion  ever  had — temperate  as  he  is,  my  father  almost 
anathematises  Spain." 

'*  He  assembled  his  tenants  and  retainers  I  know, 
and  came  forth  like  a  brave  and  a  good  man,  to  defend 
his  queen  and  country  at  the  time  of  the  Armada," 
said  Everard.  '*  I  was  a  mere  child  then — ^but  I  re- 
member I  prepared  my  little  cros&-bow,  resolved  to  send 
a  bolt  against  the  common  enemy — ^but  enemy  as  he 
was  to  my  country,  I  have  ever  thought  the  Spaniard 
the  bulwark  of  our  holy  religion." 

''  My  father  has  taught  me  not  to  think  so,"  was  her 
only  reply,  for  she  was  little  skilled  in  and  little 
inclined  to  controversy;  but  she  had  heard  of  the 
Inquisition,  and  she  recoiled  in  secret  at  the  very  name 
of  Spain. 

These  two  did  not  it  seems  think  exactly  alike,  but 
that  appeared  to  be  of  no  importance;  they  continued 
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to  walk  up  and  down  together,  and  to  exchange 
lUr  thoughts  with  all  the  sincerity  of  their  age  and 
diaacter. 

The  jonng  man  drinking  in  fresh  dranghts,  as  it 
were,  of  love,  from  that  gentle  voice  and  those  serene 
^;  and  the  young  lady  quite  unsuspecting  the  danger 
Ae  was  incurring,  listening  to  his  voice,  and  gazing  by 
stealth  at  his  animated  and  beautiM  countenance. 

Eyerard  at  different  intervals  spent  much  timeatGod- 
deshorst,  which  seemed  to  him  like  a  sort  of  sanctuary 
of  peace  and  happiness.  The  conversation  and  example 
of  Mr.  Mulsho,  were  acting  in  the  most  £sivourable 
aiamier  upon  his  diaracter;  restoring  him  again  to  those 
temperate  maxims  in  which  he  had  been  educated;  and 
lenewing  the  feelings  of  attachment  for  his  queen,  and 
the  political  institutions  of  his  country,  which  certain 
associations  had  of  late  considerably  impaired. 

In  the  meantime,  the  affection  between  himself 
and  the  fair  Evelyn  was  rapidly  increasing,  though  at 
present  he  had  not  regularly  disclosed  it  to  her  father: 
—he  was  yet  in  his  wardship,  and  felt  that  he  was 
still  under  the  power  of  others;  and  he  waited  till  the 
few  months  should  elapse,  which  must  intervene  before 
he  came  of  age,  in  order  to  declare  his  passion. 

In  the  meantime,  the  other  members  of  the  hoiise- 
hold  were  not  idle,  as  far  as  surmises,  consulting  of 
oracles,  and  hints  and  inuendoes  went. 

Fabian  amused  himself,  with  the  permitted  imperti- 
nence of  his  office,  in  tormenting  the  lovers,  by  his 
endless  odds  and  ends  of  rhyme  and  reason. 
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And  poor  Mrs.  Maude,  who  was  the  veriest  slave  of 
superstition  that  ever  lived  in  those  most  superstitious 
days,  tried  to  penetrate  into  the  future,  by  every  means 
that  charm,  omen,  or  divination  of  any  kind  could 
furnish. 

The  answers  were  such  as  to  fill  her  sage  mind  with 
uneasiness.  Whatsoever  the  charm  applied,  the  omen 
observed,  the  divination  consulted,  the  answers  were 
invariably  sinister  and  alarming. 

On  these  subjects  she  and  Fabian,  who  was  as 
incredulous  upon  these  matters  as  she  was  believing, 
had  numerous  confabulations  together. 

She  would  bemoan  herself  incessantly  about  that 
unlucky  fall  from  his  horse,*  which  had  been  the  means 
of  introducing  Sir  Everard  into  the  mansion;  and  would 
assert,  that  as  she  stood  at  the  window  watching  his  ap- 
proach, she  saw  the  brindled  cat  run  across  the  walk  just 
before  his  feet,  and  pass  between  him  and  Mr.  Mulsho.f 

**  And  thou  knowest,  boy,  though  thou  art  but  a 
fool,  that  if  a  child  or  being  in  breath  of  life,  pass 
between  two  that  are  walking  together,  side  by  side — 
such  sign  denoteth  a  division  of  friendship.  And  only 
think !  it  would  "break  that  dainty  lamb's  heart,  should 
any  thing  fall  out  between  them  twain.  He  shed  the 
salt,  too,  as  he  was  handing  some  to  the  fair  Evelyn." 

**  He  was  certainly  a  whit  awkward  that  day,  and  in  a 
greater  hurry  of  the  spirit  than  suits  a  gallant  such  as 

*  The  fall  from  a  horse  before  entering  a  house  was  considered 
the  worst  of  omens. 

f  A  child  or  animal  passing  between  two  friends  walking  to- 
gether was  sure  to  betoken  a  division  of  friendship. 
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he.  Nevertheless,  I'll  hold  to  the  trae  divination  of  the 
heut  against  all  your  foolish  and  heathenish  charms  and 
omens,  Mrs.  Maude. 

*  For  St  Crecnrge,  St.  George,  oar  lady's  knight, 
WheneTer  he  walketh  he  walks  aright. 
He  met  the  nig^t-mare,  and  her  nine  fold. 
Bid  her  alight, 
And  her  troth  plight. 
And  anoint  thee  witch,  anoint  thee.' " 

"  What  has  that  stuff  to  do  with  it?'  said  the  old  lady, 
contemptuously:  ''besides,  you  didn't  hear  what  hap* 
pened  to  them  both  yesterday." 

"Not  I,  mistress — ^I  was  out  with  Mr.  Warner. 

'Let  them  that  list  these nonaens  then  porsne, 
And  on  their  crooked  fimdes  feed  their  fill. 
So  I  the  fields  and  meadows  green  may  yiew, 
And  hy  the  riyers  fresh  may  walk  at  wilL' 

^imjj  good  Mrs.  Maude,  and  it  would  be  better  for 
you  if  jour  fair  hand  were  angling 

'  For  eager  bite  of  barbel,  bleak,  or  dace,' 

'^tlier  than  hanging  out  baits  for  Satan  and  all  his 
iQpe  to  come  and  torment  us  in  this  fashion." 

"Very  well,"  said  she,  angrily;  "and  you  don't 
cWe  to  hear.     I  can  keep  my  tale  to  myself." 

But  Fabian  was  not  quite  so  exempt  from  curiosity 
^  he  affected  to  appear^  and  so  he  came  close  up  to  her, 
fixed  his  sharp  twinkling  eyes  upon  her  face,  and  pre- 
I*red  to  listen  with  a  grotesque  fece  of  gravity. 

"I  won't  speak  to  you,  fool,"  said  she,  "  while  you 
pffl  those  ridiculous  faces." 

"And  pray,  madam,  what  is  my  vocation  in  this 
i^eflier  world,  but  to  make  a  fool  of  myself  ?    Yet,  still. 
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if  thy  lamentable  tale  demand  a  lamentable  iaoe,  here 
goes . . .  "And  making  as  if  he  would  be  really  dolorouSi 
he  sat  down  on  the  ground  at  her  feet. 

*'  You  know  the  walk  through  the  wood,  and  down 
by  the  sleepy  hollow,**  began  Mrs.  Maude. 

<*  A  very  lonesome,  ugly,  dismal  path,  as  ever  I  took 
in  my  life;  and  why  and  wherefore,  when  there  are  so 
many  paths  to  be  chosen  in  life,  some  people  must 
always  choose  sleepy  hollows, — I  never  coidd  divine: 
but  go  on.  What  did  you  find  in  the  horrid  hole? 
an  old  raven  or  a  headless  cow  ?  I  wonder  you  go  to 
such  bewitched  places  all  by  yourself,  Mrs.  Maude." 

"  I  was  not  by  myself.  I  was  attending  upon  Mrs, 
Evelyn,  and  the  young  cavalier." 

**  And  what  in  the  name  of  St.  Withhold,  led  them 
there  ?"  asked  Fabian.  "  Are  they  bewitched  too — 
that  they  must  go  into  such  wicked  places  as  that  ? 
They  may  meet  with  something  worse  than  headless 
cows,  and  croaking  ravens,  if  they  go  wandering  about 
in  that  foolish  fashion.'* 

"  They  were  walking  along  side  by  side,  and  talking 
in  the  way  they  are  so  wont  to  do." 

"  Aye,  aye—" 

**  And  suddenly  there  was  a  rustling  in  the  bushes, 
and  out  steps  before  us,  right  in  the  middle  of  the 
path,  such  a  horrid,  withered-looking  hag !  Her  fiice 
was  as  tawny  as  an  Ethiops,  and  hair  all  hanging  in 
black  elf  locks  aroimd  her  cheeks.  She  had  on  a 
tattered  dress,  of  as  many  colours  as  the  patriarch  Jo- 
sephs coat:  and  she  croaked  like  the  night  raveUi  as 
she  said — 
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"< Should  she  tell  them  their  fortunes?' 
"*  Are  you  an  Egyptian?  asked  the  young  gentle- 
ii4n;  '  for  you  look  like  one,  and  I  have  heard  say 
tliey  can  spell  fortunes,  and  have  skill  in  palmistiy; 
Pete's  a  tester  to  cross  your  hand.  Let  us  have  the 
joung  lady's  fortune  first — ^won't  you,  sweet  Evelyn? 
Indulge  me. 

'*  She  drew  off  her  glove,  and  exposed  her  pretty  white 
palm—and  theold  witch  began  to  pore  at  it,  and  crumple 
itin  all  sorts  of  ways.  At  first  she  smiled — and  then 
Ae  fetched  a  sort  of  groan,  and  she  said-* 

"  'What's  this? — looking  at  her  more  kindly  and 
Kffrowfiilly  than  I  should  have  thought  such  a  witch 
could  have  looked.  'There's  blood  in  your  line  of 
life; 

"  Fair  Mrs.  Evelyn  gave  a  little  start — then  coloured, 
drew  her  hand  away,  and  shut  it  close. 
"  *  Let  me  see  yours,  yoimg  sir,'  said  the  witch. 
"He  opened  it  to  encourage  Mrs.  Evelyn,   as  I 
iought,  for  he  seemed  sorry  she  had  been  shocked  so. 
"  *  You  two  must  not  come  together,'  screeched  the 
bddame — *  there's  blood — again — ^your  line  of  life  has 
blood  in  it.' 

"*  Don't  have  him,  lady — Ay — ay' — shaking  her 
head,  *  you've  a  bonny  blink  in  your  fair  blue  eye — 
but  don't  have  him,  lady,  don't  have  him,  lady — his 
line  of  life  \b  flooded  with  blood.'  And  taking  her 
tester,  she  turned  short  round,  and  before  we  knew 
where  we  were,  she  was  gone  into  the  thicket  again." 

Fabian  would  fain  have  laughed,  as  was  his  custom, 
at  Mrs.  Maude's  terrible  stories; — ^but  he  could  not — 


144 


FATHSB  DABOr: 


a  cold  shiver  ran  through  his  veins  at  these  fiightf 
words. 

Suddenly  a  loud  noise,  as  of  something  falling  ov 
head,  was  heard. 

**  What's  that?"  cried  he,  stardng  up. 

*'  A  warning,"  said  Maude,  turning  veiy  pale,  *'  th 
chamber  is  empty,  and  here  is  the  k^."  * 

*  A  Doise,  as  of  something  falling  in  an  empty  dumber,  wai 
warning  of  coming  death. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

'*  I  would  ihej  were  gone, 
For  unoDg  ns  is  none 
That  raleth  bnt  they  alone." 

Skelkm. 

There  is  in  tlie  gardens  of  Groddeshurst  a  dark  wallc, 
^^]led  and  roofed  with  close  cut  yew  ;  it  leads  from  the 
^oiise  to  the  more  distant  gardens. 

Its  green  bowers  effectually  exclude  the  sun,  and  yet 
^^e  air  penetrates  through  the  leafy  screen,  and  gives 
^  pleasant  freshness  ;  rendering  this  kind  of  sylvan 
K^eiy  particularly  grateful  in  this,  our  changeable 
climate;  a  shelter  alike  against  the  bleak  east  wind  of 
^Sarch,  and  the  glowing  mid-day  beams  of  a  July  sim. 

Mr.  Mulsho  was   walking  here  with  another  gen* 

Pieman,  who  was  considerably  older  tlian  himself,  and 

Evidently  a  churchman.    There  was  something  in  the 

appearance  of  churchmen  in  those  days  not  easily  to  be 

^taken,  even  when  they  wore,  as  this  gentleman  did, 

tlie  secular  habit. 

The  aged  priest — for  very  aged  he  was — was  one  of 
that  description  of  churchmen  before  alluded  to,  as 
known  among  the  Catholics  by  the  name  of  the 
"  Old,"  or  "  Queen  Mary's  Priests;"  who  formed  a  very 
striking  contrast  in  their  views  and  principles  to  the 
new  men — ^the  Seminarists  and  Jesuits,  red  hot  from 
IX)uay,  and  from  Rheims. 
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The  views  of  Mr.  Mulsho  were  so  moderate,  that 
when,  as  was  the  case  with  many  other  gentlemen  of 
his  persuasion,  he  attended  his  parish  church  in  con- 
formity to  the  law  ;  it  could  scarcely  be  called  an  act  of 
submission  upon  his  part.  He  was  one  who  had  long 
in  secret  rejoiced  in  the  emancipation  of  his  countiy 
from  the  thraldom  of  the  Roman  Pontifi— a  thraldom 
which  had  excited  the  jealousy  of  patriotic  Englishmen 
long  before  the  Reformation  was  thought  ol*.  And 
though  he  could  not  in  all  things  confonn  to  the  doc- 
trines of  the  newly  established  church,  yet  there  was  so 
much  in  its  discipline  and  opinions  which  he  found 
reason  to  approve,  that  he  had  never  experienced  any 
conscientious  difficulty  in  obeying  the  statute. 

The  old  priest,  Mr.  Warner,  had  in  great  measure 
adopted  the  principles  of  his  firiend.  Peace  between  the 
warring  churches  was  the  secret  aspiration  of  his  soul^ — 
like  Lord  Falkland,  he  only  sghed  for  peace.  Ha 
loved  his  country,  he  loved  the  old  Saxon  faith  of  hia 
ancestors,  detested  ultramontane  and  Spanish  prindplea, 
and  sighed,  as  an  old  man  sighs,  over  the  torrent  of 
new  teachers,  new  doctrines,  and  new  ways  of  thinking 
and  acting,  which,  setting  in  like  a  floods  threatened  to 
overwhelm  S9ciety. 

"  I  confess,  my  friend,"  Mr.  Mulsho  was  saying, 
**  the  times  appear  to  me  to  darken.  I  fear  that  hopes 
which  you  and  1,  my  venerable  counsellor,  have  for  so 
many  years  cherished — hoping  against  hope — are  about 
to  fade  away.  This  old  queen,  who  keeps  us  all  in  awe 
and  order,  cannot  last  for  ever — and  after  her  what  are 
we  to  expect?' 
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The  old  man  made  no  answer  for  some  time:  the 
hm  of  melancholy  thought  were  on  his  brow,  slightly 
dttded  by  a  few  silver  hairs,  and  his  mild  eye  was  bent 
upon  the  gronnd  he  was  pacing. 

^  I  could  prophecy,"  at  last  he  said:  '*  it  seems  as  if 
in  the  twilight  of  age,  shadows  and  forms  of  things 
£nily  appear,  which  are  lost  in  the  glare  of  day.  This 
dtnck  will  not  triumph — ^by  ways  so  crooked,  none 
ever  jet  advanced:  Jerusalem  lies  in  ruins,  and  her 
coemies  coimt  her  stones  I  who  shall  tell  what  is  next 
to  succeed?  The  darkness  is  gathering — the  wind  is 
Wfing — the  sky  is  troubled — ^the  tempest  is  at  hand: 
when  extremes  meet,  when  clouds  £rom  opposite  quar- 
ters of  the  heavens  rush  together,  then  the  thunder- 
bolt falls." 

"  It  is  an  ominous  conjxmction,"  said  Mr.  Mulsho, 
^but  I  diould  give  a  less  figurative  account  of  the 
catostrophe.  When  extremes  in  politics  or  religion 
meet,  the  thing  which  perishes  is  principk.  *  I  saw, 
Satan,  aa  lightmng,  fidl  firom  Heaven'— -Your  thunder 
l)olt,  Mr.  Warner." 

**  You  are  wiser  than  I  am,"  said  the  old  man.  "  I 
am  bat  a  poor  visionary  after  aU.  I  have  indulged 
in  dreams  of  unattainable  good,  and  my  hopes  are 
disappointed.  I  had  hoped  that  men  would,  in  spite 
of  their  differences,  learn  again  to  love  one  another — 
to  regard  each  other  as  brethren — not  as  fellow  com- 
batants merely . . .  What  folly  1" 

*'  A  romance,  indeed,  I  fear,"  replied  his  friend, 
"  to  which  that  of  Tristmm,  or  the  Lady  of  the  Lake, 
is  as  an  every  day  tale." 

k2 
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*^  All !  sir,  what  a  scene  of  contention  is  this  world 
become/'  said  the  old  man,  shuddering,  "  the  fires  I 
saw  blazing  in  my  youth,  yet  smoulder  in  their  ashes 
— and  in  other  countries  are  blazing  still.  Sir,  at  an 
auUhda-fd^  a  few  months  only  ago,  at  Madrid,  sixty  and 
five  human  creatures  perished  at  once.  Oh !  sir,  the 
fires  in  England  made  me  what  I  am — ^by  their  light  I 
learned  to  see  what  an  accursed  thing  an  exclusive 
religion  is.  I  learned  to  reverence  ways  of  thinking 
difierent  firom  my  own — when  I  stood  by  and  wit- 
nessed the  martyrdom  of  those  holy  victims  to  sincerity. 
But  miserable  as  we  are — sin  is  bom  of  sin — cruel^ 
begets  cruelty — ^barbarity  is  the  ofispring  of  barbarity. 
Alas !  for  our  own  government,  so  mild,  so  equitable 
in  the  outset:  so  severe  and  cruel  as  it  is  become  I" 

"  Let  us  at  least  be  just,"  said  Mr.  Mulsho,  "  with 
the  prophet  of  old  let  us  say — *  Has  there  not  been  a 
cause?'  This  last  arrest,  which  has  excited  such  fearful 
resentment  among  our  Catholic  friends,  what  is  it  but 
the  bitter  fruit  of  seeds  of  their  own  scattering." 

Mr.  Warner  sighed. 

"  They  will  be  condemned,  it  is  said — and  oh !  when 
will  the  laws  cease  in  their  enactments  to  be  so  fearfully 
cruel,  as  to  excite  the  interest  of  all  men  on  the  part  of 
the  criminal?" 

"  When,  indeed  ! — But  let  us  leave  this  painful  sub- 
ject: I  wished  to  speak  of  matters  nearer  home — of  my 
daughter — of  this  yoimg  man.  You  should  be  better 
acquainted  with  the  tempers  and  characters  of  the  young 
Catholic  gentlemen  around  us  than  I  can  be.  Am  I  right 
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in  my  impressioiiB? — ^Li  he  one  to  whom  in  these  diffi- 
cult lames  I  can  intrust  my  Evelyn  7* 

'^  My  Tocation  is  well  nigh  ended/'  said  Mr.  War- 
ner.   «  I  know  nothing  of  the  young." 
"  The  more  the  pity." 

^'  His  grandfather  was  a  brave  and  honourable  man — 
wise  in  counsel  and  mighty  in  battle;  he  comes  of  a 
good  stock;  I  have  known  them  long  and  welL" 

'^  He  looks  as  if  he  would  be  no  disgrace  to  his 
family/'  said  Mr.  Mulsho.  But  the  countenance  of  the 
priest  expressed  a  painful  doubt  and  uncertainty. 

•*  We  know  little  of  any  of  tliem  now/^  he  said. 
**  Truth  is  become  a  jest — good  faith  a  fable ;  we  know 
not  what  any  man  really  is  now." 
The  father's  heart  sank  within  him. 
"  And  in  such  a  world  must  I  leave  thee,  my  child?* 
"  No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Warner,  **  the  saints  in  heaven 
forbid !     My  task  is  well  nigh  ended ;  but  may  you,  my 
bonoured  friend,  live  long,  for  thy  poor  child  will  need 
thee." 

"  It  will  not  be,"  replied  Mr.  Mulsho.    *'  What  I 
say  I  feel  to  be  a  truth,  my  days  on  earth  are  counted ; 
I  must  leave  you  all  soon ;  but  before  I  depart,  fain  would 
I  place  my  Evelyn  where  she  will  be  sheltered  from  the 
storms  which  appear  to  me  to  be  impending;  and  this 
young  man  seems  the  only  one  on  whom  my  thoughts 
can  rest  with  any  satisfaction." 
To  this  Mr.  Warner  made  no  reply. 
Another  sigh  from  Mr.  Mulsho. 
He  seemed  oppressed  with  a  vague  presentiment  of 
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evil,  but  endeavouiing  to  shake  it  off,  he  said,  with  a& 
endeavour  to  be  more  cheerM, 

^'  It  would  seem  as  if  we  had  lost  our  faith  in  human 
kind." 

Mr.  Warner  shook  his  head. 

'^  Trust  me,  sir,  of  the  present  way  of  teaching  in  the 
church  no  good  can  or  wiU  come — as  well  expect  to 
gather  figs  of  thistles.  This  generation  wiU  not  pass 
away  without  some  fearful  example  of  this  truth — ^that 
as  is  the  tree  so  wiUbe  its  fruit.  Immure  your  daughter 
in  a  convent  if  you  wilL  Consecrate  her  to  the  services 
of  her  religion,  but  trust  her  not  among  the  sons  of  men 
in  the  days  which  are  before  us. 

'^  My  dear  friend,"  said  Mr.  Mulsho,  for  what  ap- 
peared to  him  as  the  almost  imreasonable  despondency 
on  the  part  of  Mr.  Warner  acted,  as  such  things  most 
often  do,  in  making  his  own  terrors  appear  unreasonable : 
"  ihis  is  a  serious  view  of  things  indeed,  but  on  that 
one  subject  my  mind  is  made  up.  My  child  shall  not 
enter  a  convent — ^no,  no.  Times  are  bad,  but  not  quite 
BO  bad  as  you  represent  them.  Shall  we  not  trust  this 
young  man?  and  moreover  Evelyn — " 

*' Loves  him  already,"  said  the  old  man:  ''  all  is 
said— ;/iff^  vohinias  dei" 

And  bowing  his  head  with  an  air  of  submission  he 
went  away. 

He  could  no  longer  oppose  a  maniage,  which  to 
all  appearance  wa3  so  advantageous  in  every  respect 
— ^yet  he  could  not  dispel  the  disquieting  suspicions 
which  filled  his  old  man's  heart:  while  Mr.  Mulsho 
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lemained,  in  spite  of  the  determination  to  wliich  he 
hi  come,  in  a  state  of  painful  disquiet  and  dissatis- 
&ctioD,  which  he  vainly  strove  to  overcome. 
Such  were  the  anxieties  of  those  days. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

'*  The  trees  of  God,  withoat  the  care 
Or  art  of  man  with  sap  are  fed ; 
The  monntam  cedar  looks  as  fair 
As  those  in  royal  gardens  bred." 
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The  next  day  was  the  first  of  May. 

And  a  charming  May-day  morning  it  was.  The  sun 
rose  bright  and  cloudless,  tinting  the  oak  woods  in 
iheir  new  Uvery  of  green  and  crimson  and  gold :  while 
birds  innumerable  were  warbling  in  the  branches,  and 
the  flowers  were  giving  out  their  sweetest  odours  around. 

Such  was  the  morning  when  Evelyn  Mulsho,  like 
Emily  in  the  flower  and  leaf,  rose  with  the  dawn,  pre- 
pared to  greet  and  do  honour  to  the  lovely  May. 

She,  too,  like  every  maiden  high  and  low,  in  these 
romantic  times,  must  go  forth  early  and  gather 

**  Flowers  fresh,  and  branch,  and  blome, 
The  primrose,  the  riolet,  and  the  gold. 
With  finesh  garlants,  party-blue  and  white." 

Before  daybreak  there  was  a  general  stir  in  the 
house ;  every  page  and  groom,  every  serving  maid  of 
every  degree,  from  the  two  young  girls  who  attended 
upon  Evelyn,  to  the  lowest  scullion  in  the  kitchen,  all 
must  go  forth  upon  the  same  pleasant  errand.  Fabian 
might  be  heard  parading  the  house,  singing  merrily 
at  the  top  of  his  voice,  the  madrigal  by  Morley  : 

*  Now  is  the  month  of  Maying ; 
And  all  the  lads  are  playing ; 
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And  ereiy  boimj  Iam, 
Trips  orer  the  greeny  gram. 

'^  The  spring  dad  an  in  gladness. 
Both  langh  at  winter's  sadness; 
And  to  the  tabof^s  sound. 
The  nymph's  tread  out  the  gronnd." 

Tlie  air,  indeed,  resoimded  with  music.  The  meny 
pipe  and  tabor,  and  the  sound  of  the  lads  and  lasses 
ringing,  was  heard  in  the  woods  and  over  the  hills. 
Nothing  could  be  more  full  of  those  delights  which  a 
communication  with  nature  in  all  her  freshness  gives, 
than  May  morning  as  it  was  kept  by  our  ancestors. 
Their  passionate  love  for  the  fields  and  the  woods,  for 
gardens,  greens,  and  flowers,  was  on  that  day  indulged 
in  its  fullest  extent. 

Every  one  went  out  upon  these  occasions,  from  the 
queen  herself  with  the  ladies  of  court  to  the  humblest 
of  the  peasant  maidens :  and  each  one  returned  home 
loaded  with  the  vernal  spoils,  with  which  they  decked 
their  doors  and  windows,  and  made  garlands  to  hang 
upon  the  May  pole.  This  last  decked  with  abundance 
of  flowers,  silver  cups  and  tankards,  and  flaunting  with 
ribbons,  was  reared  with  many  ceremonies  upon  the 
village  green,  and  stood  there  in  all  its  glory,  awaiting 
the  dances  which  were  to  celebrate  its  erection,  as  the 
evening  approached* 

"On  the  calends  of  May,"  says  a  quaint  author, 
"  the  juvenile  part  of  both  sexes  were  wont  to  rise  a 
little  after  midnight,  and  walk  to  some  neighbouring 
wood,  accompanied  with  muric  and  the  blowing  of 
horns,  where  they  break  down  branches  of  trees,  adorn- 
ing them  with  nos^ys  and  crowns  of  flowers, — when 
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this  is  done,  they  return  with  their  booty  homewards, 
about  the  rising  of  the  sun,  and  make  their  doors  and 
windows  to  triumph  in  the  flowery  spoils.  The  other 
part  of  the  day  is  spent  in  dancing  round  a  poU — ^which 
is  called  a  May  poll,  which  being  placed  'in  a  conTe- 
nient  part  of  the  Tillage,  stands  there,  as  it  were,  dedi- 
Gated  to  the  Goddess  of  Flowers." 

She  had  put  on  her  hood  and  scarf,  and  followed 
by  her  two  maidens,  trus^  Mrs.  Maude,  and  Fabian, 
who  never  left  her  when  he  could  help  it,  with  a 
little  osier  basket  in  her  hand,  was  tripping  gaily  down 
stairs,  when  she  was  met  by  Everard,  who,  roused  by 
the  voice  of  the  boy,  had  risen,  and  stood  prepared  to 
attend  his  fair  one  upon  her  sylvan  ramble. 

He  addressed  her  in  the  words  of  Herrick,  a  favourite 
poet  of  the  day,  as  he  took  her  hand  in  his: 

'*  May  I  be  of  your  company, 
May  I  too  come  forth  to  see. 
The  dew  drops  spangling  flower  and  tree. 
How  flowers  have  wept,  and  bowed  towards  the  earth. 

It  were  sin ; 
Nay,  profanation  to  keep  in." 

**  We  are  very  simple  people  here,  sir,"  said  she 
gaily,  '^  and  are  content  with  mere  rural  pleasures;  but 
for  a  court  gallant  like  you — ^I  am  afiraid  spoiling  my 
father's  thickets  and  breaking  down  hawthorn  bushes 
will  be  but  very  small  amusement." 

The  young  gentleman,  however,  looked  quite  young 
enough  to  enjoy  any  mischief  of  the  sort;  and  quite  in 
love  enough  he  certainly  was,  to  enjoy  any  thing  with 
her. 

<<  Let  me  carry  this  for  you,"  said  he,  taking  her 
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bukety  ^*  and  ihen  I  shallappear,  what  in  good  truth  I 
am,  your  most  devoted  seryant  and  slave." 

They  sallied  forth,  followed  by  her  attendants,  and 
irere  soon  wandering  among  the  pleasant  woods  and 
copses  which  now  resounded  with  the  merry  songs  of 
tlie  reveUeis,  and  q^arkled  in  the  rising  sun,  every  dew 
drop  being  a  tiny  rainbow. 

At  first,  they  busied  themselves  like  the  rest,  gather- 
ing flowers,  but  they  soon  left  this  amusement  to 
others,  and  strolled  together  along  the  wide  green 
alleys  cut  for  bunting  purposes,  never  weaiy  of  that 
sweet  commimion  of  feeling  and  exchange  of  thought 
which  forms  the  delight  of  lovers. 

Hie  dinner  of  the  gentry  was  at  that  time  served 
about  ten  or  eleven  o'clock,  those  of  the  lower  classes 
dined  later^-about  one. 

The  young  people  returned  to  dinner  with  Mr.  Mul- 
fiho ;  Evelyn  and  her  maidens  decked  the  porch  and 
windows  with  their  spoils,  till  the  great  hall  looked  like 
a  bower  of  May  flowers.  Fabian  and  Everard  were 
agreeably  busied  in  assisting ;  they  made  a  sort  of 
canopy  for  Evelyn,  and  placed  a  gilt  arm-chair  for  her 
state. .  And  there  ske  sat,  looking  very  lovely,  amid  the 
showy  hawthorn  branches  which  hung  about  her. 

Everard  sat  at  her  feet  and  Fabian  on  the  other  side, 
dnging  in  an  under  voice  his  snatches  of  old  songs,  and 
«^l"^g  those  sly  allusions  to  the  present  supposed  d- 
toation  of  her  heart — a  tolerated  liberty  in  those  days^ 
but  a  species  of  jesting  which  would  be  deemed  insup- 
poftdble  in  these. 
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Mr.  Mulsho  and  Mr.  Warner,  engaged  in  conTenap 
tion,  walked  up  and  down  the  lialL 

The  good  old  priest,  in  spite  of  his  forebodings,  conld 
not  help  looking  with  pleasure  at  the  little  group;  and 
as  he  walked  up  and  down,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
g«>und.  his  Kps  were  xnurmurmg  invocations  to  aU  the 
saints  for  their  happiness. 

Mr.  Mulsho  relieved — as  all  men  more  or  less  aie 
when  they  have  come  to  a  decision — smiled  as  he 
watched  them. 

It  was  a  pleasant  day  for  them  aU. 

He  now  came  up  to  the  place  where  his  daughter  wac 
dtting,  laughing,  and  chatting  in  her  pleasant  way,  al 
some  of  the  apothegms  of  a  jester  s  philosophy,  which  fell 
from  Fabian;  while  Everard,  not  engaged  in  the  war  oi 
wits,  was  gazing  silently  upon  her  face,  wondering 
whether  any  limner  from  Italy  could  do  justice  to  itE 
colour  or  expression. 

''  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Mulsho,  *'  the  clock  has  jual 
gone  two,  and  it  is  time  we  should  walk  down  and  shon 
ourselves  in  the  village.  These  good  people,  who  aic 
tripping  it  so  merrily  round  their  May-pole,  will  be  dis- 
appointed if  we  do  not  as  usual  go  down  to  the  Monif 
dance.  Come,  sir,"  turning  to  Everard,  ^'  are  you  fox 
Robinhood  and  Maid  Marian  ?  I  assure  you  you  will 
find  Friar  Tuck  a  pleasanter  fellow  than  this  goose 
Fabian  here,  who  grows  tedious." 

**  Alas,"  said  the  boy,  *'  the  jester^s  part  is  well  ni^ 
played  out,  and  that  makes  me  lack-a-daisical  nunde  ; 
man  grows  duller  and  heavier  as  his  race  runs  on,  and 
eveiy  generation  is  bom,  as  I  think,  the  fiither  instead 
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of  the  child  of  that  which  went  before  it    Mis.  Evelyn 
thereis  as  wise  as  Mr.  Warner,  though  she  is  but  six* 
teen,  and  already  r^ards  the  toys  of  a  poor  jester's 
int,  as  that  wise  man  looks  on  a  hobby-horse, 
^Andoh,  and  oh,  the  hohbj-honeii  fivgot* 

Hen  are  getting  too  learned  to  be  meny,  and  the  black 
doak  of  the  puritan  will  soon  cover  the  gaud  of  the 
fools.'' 

"You  grow  prosy,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Mulsho.  "We 
clon't  use  to  have  long  sententious  nothings  from  you 
^your  business  is  to  be  brief  and  pithy," 

"Ay,  like  a  puritan's  discourse  in  the  pulpit — 
heigh,  master? — Well,  well — we  are  but  the  children  of 
OUT  day — the  best  of  us:  and  the  day  of  words  is 
coming:  we  are  like  to  have  more  words  than  matter 
hy  and  by,  ar." 

"Perhaps  so>"  said  Mr.  Mulsho;  "but  get  along, 
and  open  the  door,  and  tell  Mrs.  Lettice  and  Mrs.  Alice 
to  bting  their  young  lady's  scarf  and  hood,  and  follow 
^  to  the  village." 

They  soon  crossed  the  lawn  and  the  few  fields  that 
separated  them  fix>m  the  little  assemblage  of  houses, 
^ere  a  merry  scene  presented  itself. 

The  village  consisted  of  various  picturesque  cottages, 
<^clay  and  timber,  grotesquely  ornamented  on  the  out- 
side with  fantastical  gables,  odd  little  balconies,  and 
%ht8  of  stairs  outside,  leading  firom  the  upper  stories 
to  the  ground. 

The  gardens  before  most  of  them  were  enclosed  with 
nistic  palings,  and  were  gaudy  with  flowers,  and  several 
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{pant  tiees  of  the  growth  of  centuries  hung  over  fl 
little  scene  of  peace  and  contentment.  In  the  centie 
the  green  the  tall  May-pole  was  towering  with  all  i 
glittering  and  manj-colonred  ornaments;  the  pipe  ai 
tabor  were  sounding  merriljiand  the  downs  andmaidei 
holding  hands,  were  dancing  round,  much,  it  may 
supposed,  in  the  fashion  of  those  of  Ostade  and  Tenie 
though  with  dresses  somewhat  less  ugly  and  groteeqi 
The  more  aged  villagers,  after  the  manner  of  swi 
Auburn,  sat  under  the  shade  of  the  trees,  talking  a] 
laughing,  while  the  horn  of  nut-brown  ale  passed  sobei 
from  hand  to  hand — ^be  it  observed,  in  passing,  d 
till  the  reign  of  King  James  1.,  the  habits  of  the  Ed 
lish  were  exemplarily  sober — ^their  somewhat  pred 
and  most  thrifty-looking  wives  sat  near  them,  ai 
little  children  laughed  and  firolicked  around. 

It  was  a  very  pretty  scene. 

At  the  top  of  the  green,  the  Maurice  dancers  a 
now  seen  approaching. 

Our  forefathers,  in  their  overflowing  hilarity^  wc 
content  with  rather  dull,  and  what  we  should  estee 
very  stale  jokes.  We  might  any  of  us  find  pleasure 
getting  up  very  early,  and  gathering  flowers  on  a  pic 
sant  May  morning;  but  we  should  be  rather  puzsl 
to  raise  a  laugh  at  the  hobby-horse  every  year  of  o 
lives. 

So  it  was  not  now. 

Decked  in  all  the  gaudiest  colours — green,  yello 
and  scarlet,  with  scarfs,  ribbons,  and  laces,  *'  hanged  i 
over"  as  one  says,  with  gold  rings,  precious  stones,  ai 
other  jewels,  feathers  in  their  hats,  purses  hanging 
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tbeir  giidles,  and  numerous  little  bells  to  their  garters, 
uid  lound  their  arms  ;  so  they  came  jingling  and 
{nodiig  along; — Maid  Marian,  a  rosy  lass  of  about 
Krenteen,  in  a  watchet  coloured  tunic  and  mantle  of 
gieeo,  Friar  Tuck,  Robin  Hood,  Little  John,  and  the 
lKve^tD-be-forgotten  hobby-horse,  who,  made  of  paste- 
Wdi  and  covered  with  a  sweeping  saddle-cloth  of 
Kdet,  and  mounted  by  a  gaily  dressed  clown,  pranced 
ttd  curvetted  along,  while  the  crowd  shrieked  and 
EhoQted  with  laughter. 

Hie  party  from  the  Mansion  House,  stood  together 
widle  the  ndiculous  group  played  their  antics  before 
titem.  Everard,  who  was  a  little  too  advanced  to 
enjoy  such  foolery,  had,  however,  left  the  place,  and 
v&ndering  about  amused  himself  with  reconnoitring 
the  village. 

flis  was  a  heart  to  sympathise  with  happiness  in 
every  form,  and  he  walked  from  group  to  group  as 
they  Bat  there  engaged  in  social  talk;  the  various  and 
gaudy  colours  of  their  dresses,  contrasting  so  pleasantly 
^tii  the  verdure  of  the  grass,  and  the  soflr  growth  of 
the  overhanging  branches* 

His  eye  followed  the  antics  of  the  children  gam- 
bolling round  the  trunks  of  the  trees,  and  the  boys  as 
4ey  scampered  wildly  about  and  made  somersets  on 
the  ttfff  before  him ;  responding  to  their  merry  laughter 
^th  his  kind  tranquil  smile. 

It  was  indeed  a  beautiful  evening — an  evening  to 
sp^  a  sober  tranquillity  through  every  breast. 

The  sun,  now  slowly  sinking  in  the  west,  poured 
flooda  of  radiance  upon  the  scene,  tinting  the  tops  of 
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the  trees  with  a  golden  light,  and  flinging  their  lo 
shadows  upon  the  grass. 

The  mingled  hum  of  voices,  the  sounds  of  innoc^3i 
merriment  filled  the  air,  while  the  bells  of  the  lit^'^Ic 
church  gave  from  time  to  time  a  gladsome  peal,  as  t^be 
bell-ringers  of  the  village  exercised  themselves  in  tlie 
mysteries  of  their  art. 

Every  human  heart  will  respond  by  the  recoUdctioii 
of  some  scene  of  a  similar  description,  to  the  sober 
and  tender  feeling  of  happiness  which  pervaded  tli0 
young  man's  spirits. 

The  day  had  been  one  of  unmixed  felicity  to  hioif 
from  the  first  delicious  hour  of  the  morning,  when  he 
gathered  for  her  the  hawthorn  branches,  clustered  widt 
flowers  and  heavy  with  dew— till  this  last  half  hoar, 
when  she  had  walked  down  to  the  village  by  his  adoy 
prattling  with  that  pleasant  cheerfulness,  that  gaiety 
yet  solid  good  sense,  which  was  to  him  so  delightful 
and  so  precious.  And  as  he  wandered  along,  his 
thoughts  were  busy  with  these  recollections — ^but  the 
day  was  to  conclude  less  pleasantly  than  it  had  began. 

At  the  upper  end  of  the  village  green,  somewhat 
apart  from  the  crowd,  and  a  little  sheltered  from  the 
general  eye  by  the  heavy  sweeping  branches  of  a  huge 
lime  tree,  two  gentlemen  were  standing. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

**  Oh  what  acrooodilian  world  ia  this, 
Compofl'd  of  treach'ries  and  insnaring  wiles." 

Quaries, 

The  two  gentlemen  were  dressed  entirely  in  black, 
^tb  diort  cloaks,  plain  bands,  and  hats  without  either 
«»ther  or  buckle;  they  seemed  to  be  watching  what 
Agoing  on  with  somewhat  sour  and  sarcastic  looks, 
tti  every  now  and  then  they  cast  very  inquiring  and 
D*?U28itive  eyes  at  the  party  from  the  Mansion  house 
»t  Goddeshurst. 

Everard  was  sauntering  along,  gazing  idly  about  him ; 
^  most  often  not  gazing  at  all,  but  musing  rather  than 
observing;  his  mind  filled  with  such  idle  fancies  as 
occupy  a  young  man's  thoughts,  who  is  very  much  in 
'cve:  when  he  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  a  voice  not 
•^together  imknown  to  him. 

"  A  good  day  to  you,  young  sir,"  said  the  first  gen- 
^'^man,  accosting  him. 

This  gentleman,  though  dressed  in  the  puritan  garb, 
^ked  not  at  all  like  a  puritan, — ^his  features  were 
"^gularly  handsome,  his  complexion  fair,  his  eye  large 
^i  of  a  dark  gray,  almost  blue,  and  his  brown  hair 
**^g  in  soft  curls  upon  his  temples.  His  companion 
^  of  a  very  different  aspect;  his  complexion  was 
*^tumine,  his  brow  dark,  his  eye  black  and  eager,  his 
'^  jet,  and  hanging  over  his  yellow  checks  with  the 
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true  puritan  precision  of  cut,  and  his  thin,  wiiy^  ba 
large  and  powerful  frame,  was  in  strong  contiBSt  wid 
that  of  the  person  he  accompanied. 

**  A  good  day  to  you,  young  gentleman.  Yoa  ar 
come  forth  a  Maying  in  pleasant  company  it  seemi 
if  that  pretty  yoimg  lady  who  is  standing  by  the  venei 
able  gentleman  there  be  of  your  party." 

Everard  started — ^turned  round — seemed  astonisha 
at  the  familiarity  of  the  address:  then  he  <grftinify» 
the  speaker  in  a  doubtful,  suspicious  manner. 

**  You  have  seen  us  before,*^  said  the  elder  gentlema 
of  the  two,  he  of  the  blue  eye  and  auburn  lock 
**  And  though  maybe  the  creed  we  profess  may  lendd 
us  not  so  welcome  visiters  to  you  as  we  might  penM 
venture  prove  to  others,  yet  communication  with  thof 
engaged  in  his  service  ought  never  to  be  distasteful  1 
those  who  are  seeking  it." 

Everard,  who  had  by  this  time  recognised  the  speake: 
bent  his  head  in  a  sort  of  reverential  salute,  but  mad 
no  answer. 

"  This  godless,  heathen  diversion  of  the  May-potei 
continued  the  first  gentleman,  *'  seemeth  to  be  muc^ 
encouraged  by  the  lord  of  the  manor  here.  And  pray,  ^ 
it  be  not  a  question  indiscreet  to  ask,  who  may  tb^ 
venerable  gentleman  in  sables  be,  who  seems  so  intend 
upon  the  marvellously  ridiculous  friskings  of  that  foob 
toy,  the  hobbyhorse?" 

**  ffis  name  is  Mr.  Warner,  sir,"  said  Everard,  i» 
the  respectful  tone  of  one  who  acknowledges  a  superior, 
'*he  is  the  priest  at  Goddeshurst."  The  gentlemea 
frowned. 
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*'  Y(niiiggentlemflii,''ttid  theseooiid,  *'  methinksyoa 

tte  msrrdloiulyfiee  in  your  oommumcations,  oonflider- 

ing  irhoee  fiveiy  we  wear;  the  promulgating  that  a  man 

tt  a  priest,  ifl  a  servioe  no  gentleman  will  in  these  times 

fvofier  jOQ  many  thanks  for  rendering  him;  but,"  look- 

11^  at  the  o4her,  **  your  secret  shall  be  safe  with  us.** 

**  Our  garb,^  said  the  first,  **  bespeaks  our  opinions 
^&  regard  to  matters,  on  which  men  are  perilling  life 
^  estate;  and  Master  Everard  should  learn,  before  he 
^^eab,  to  observe  who  it  is  that  he  addresses;  he  may 
Qtdanger  his  fiiends,  eren  to  the  knife,  if  he  be  not  a 
fitde  more  drcomspect  in  his  communications.  He 
<l^d  r^ard  the  character  represented  by  those  he 
addresses  before  he  gives  his  tongue  such  liberty." 

"  I  cry  pardon,"  said  Everard,  looking  perplexed, 
*'  I  thought  I  was  addressing  firiends." 

'^  And  what  should  make  you  think  so,  young  sir?" 
^  the  first  gentleman,  with  some  severity.  '^  Men  in 
OUT  garb  are  not  wont  to  be  firiends  with  men  who  carry 
secret  dispositions  such  as  yours." 

Tie  young  man  coloured. 

**  When  was  the  Puritan  a  firiend  to  the  reconciled 
Catholic?"  added  he,  with  a  slight  sneer. 

**  But,"  waving  his  hand,  "  a  truce  to  this  subject; 
«t  me  only  repeat  my  warning  to  you,  young  man, 
^  'twere  sin  and  pity  to  see  so  goodly  and  so  godly  a 
youth  fliTig  himself  into  the  den  of  lions  through  very 
^t  of  heed.  Recollect  the  character  of  those  you  are 
•^diesmg,  and  you  will  speak  more  on  the  guard." 

"  That  gentleman  is,  I  think  you  said,"  he  continued, 
lor  Everard  made  no  reply,  "  a  fiiend  of  the  family. 
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or  Sir  OliveTy  or  whateyer  may  be  thy  name — ^for  I 
fpieaB  thott'rt  of  the  cloth — ^that's  Mr.  Mulaho's  only 
Slighter;  that's  the  heiress  of  Groddeshurst,  and  she's  a 
piire  one.  I  think  her  lips  be  like  cherries,  and  her 
cheeb  like  ripe  currants  and  cream;  andshe'sas  dainty 
*8  a  queen,  and  as  good  as  a  sister  of  charity.  Aye,  aye, 
*he  be  a  piue  one,  that  she  be." 

**  She's  an  idolatress  like  them  all^  no  doubt,"  said 
the  gentleman,  '*  a  black  papist ;  let  her  lips  be  what 
^lour  they  may,  1*11  pledge  my  glove  to  that." 

*•  Why,"  said  the  old  man,  **  if  she  be  a  papisher — 
"whicli  she  hardly  be — where's  the  harm  of  that  ?  We 
^^T^  all  papishers,  weren't  we,  when  I  was  a  boy?  I 
^on't  understand  these  cam  jangles,  not  I;  but  she's  as 
*^^  father  is.  They  comes  to  churcji  once  a  month,  and 
^ys  their  prayers  like  other  folk  ;  and  if  they  have  a 
^as8  said  at  home  in  a  comer  by  that  worthy  old  father 
*^amer  there,  what  harm  is  there  in  that,  I  wonder  ?" 

*'  Oh,  they  come  to  church  once  a  month,  do  they? 
*^d  that's  their  idolatrous  priest,  is  he?'  said  the  second 
ff^ntleman:  "he  looks  marvellously  unlike  a  priest  in 
^y  opinion." 

**  Aye,  he  be  one  of  Queen  Mary's  priests,  one  o'  the 
^M  sort ;  they'll  soon  all  be  worn  out  now,  I  suppose, 
^^d  then  we  shall  all  go  to  church  together  again,  as  we 
^d  afore  these  new  fashions  came  in." 

"Aye,  aye,"  said  the  first  gentleman,  **  but  there  are 
**^08e  who  may  say  a  nay  to  that." 

"  So  they  say,  so  they  say,"  said  the  old  man,  eyeing 
^'^  in  a  suspicious  manner,  "  but  /say,"  striking  his 
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good  old  iiDecBbjkvcMbUied;  fiord^tdlB^lk 
belhetnie  gold  out  of  Ae  wedlgr  dirwiiolecf  k- 
and  Fm  fiir  the  pme  gold ;  andicrpopidk  idbfaHka 
ptiTitMi  pnTTigi  for  bkJ* 

'^The  true  gold  oat  of  the  mdge— vliai  k  Ae  c 
ffcntleiittii  ^^^™g  ^lwi<»t  ?"  wd  ths  t^jTftpd  imili 
contemptuocidj. 

''  Yoa  never  heer'd  that  fidile,  did  joa  r  Hid  tlie  c 
man;  "  then  IH  teH  it  ye.  Why  the  tine  doctdne 
Eke,  thej  nj,  onto  pure  gold  what  has  be 
mixed  up  b  j  them  p^nah  pneets  dming  a  long  la 
comae  of  yeazs  Tm  fain  to  snppoae,  with  a  hi^ 
mess  of  dirt  and  rubbish  which  hath  all  gofc  min^^ 
with  it — and  the  confeasoEB  of  oar  church  thej  i 
hare  purified  this  in  the  fire  of  thdr  martyrdom 
and  the  pure  gold  hath  left  the  wedge;  and  ^ 
ha  got  it  in  a  lump,  and  weVe  got  all  of  it:  but  tin 
puritans  are  so  deadly  a&aid  of  a  bit  of  popish  d 
still  sticking  to  the  ore,  that  they  are  for  throwi: 
away  a  deal  of  good  stufif  with  the  rubbish.*" 

The  gentlemen  smiled,  and  exchanged  looks. 

'<  This  was  to  be  expected,"  said  one,  **'  doctora 
divini^  in  hodden  grey — a  sign  of  the  times.  BlesB 
fruit  of  a  blessed  tree.  But,  sage  mr,  to  leare  cc 
troversy  and  return  to  things  more  within  our  provim 
at  least  That  handsome-looking  gentleman  in  1 
sad  coloured  satin  suit,  is,  perchance,  the  fiither  of  1 
young  lady?" 
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''Aye,  or,  Mr.  MnUho.'' 

''And  Ae— -18  lie  a  xecasanft — a  papiaher,  as  you  call 

''I  know  not,  or;  lie  goes  [to  charcli  Cfvery  fourth 
flnDday;  he  haa  done  ao  ever  once  this  queen  came 
in;  and  he  is  not  one  to  alter  his  fashions  to  please 
Aeee  Jesuits  and  Seminarists  which,  bless  your  heart, 
Aej  say  swann  through  the  land  like  the  black  flies  of 
Egjpt,  only  a  body  can  never  see  'em.  But  none  of 
Alt  cattle  come  to  Gh)ddeshurst — Groddeshurstit  was, 
sad  Goddeshuist  it  is— and  the  devil's  imps  are  not 
going  to  be  hidden  in  holes  and  comers  there.  Mr. 
Warner  will  serve  their  turn,  and  our  good  old  Bess 
win  never  molest  'enu" 

''I  am  glad  to  hear  you  speak  so  heartily,  good 
man,"  said  the  elder  gentleman, ''  though  no  fHend  to 
oar  opinions,  I  see  you  are  not  in  danger  of  relapsing 
mto  the  foul  errors  of  papistry.  And  so  that  Mr. 
Mulsho  is  really  as  rich  as  the  world  says  he  be." 

''It's  a  fine  estate,  sir,"  said  the  old  man,  ^^  and  hath 

l^een  well  preserved  by  the  master.     He  don't  go  but 

iMm  and  then  to  court,  just  to  pay  his  duty,  as  one  may 

say.    But  since  my  lady  died,  it's  been  quiet  house- 

^ping — ^he  gives  us  a  hunting-match  now  and  then ; 

*^lmt  he  don't  go  a  hunting  himself.  It's  rather  quiet 

lor  the  young  gentlewoman,  but  she  doth  not  seem  to 

iced  it    And  as  for  the  young  gallant,  if  he  be  but  as 

good,  and  as  well  to  do  in  the  world  as  he  is  handsome 

>nd  brave  in  his  attire,  he  may  suit  us,  may  be,  as  well 

as  any  other.    But  the  hobby-horse  has  been  kicking 

liifl  heels  this  hour,  and  my  grandson,  Perkin,  is  a 
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riding  on  him ;  and  so,  please  your  woohipav  HI 
good  ovoning  to  you — and  friah  jcfn  as  modi 
montin  your  way  of  taking  things,  as  there  is  i 

And  the  old  man  hobbled  away. 

Kvorard  had  during  the  conversatiaa  rejoined 
MuUho's  party. 

'*  Arc  you  acquainted  with  those  two 
said  Mr.  Mulaho.    '^  By  their  garb  I  guess  they 
a  sort  to  take  little  pleasure  in  these  diTenkna. 
wonder  what  brings  them  here  ?'  he  added, 
anxiously,  for  they  were  days  of  suspici(»i,  to  all  of  }u0 
persuasion. 

Evcrard  did  not  seem  to  hear. 

'*  My  father  wishes  to  know  whether  you  axe  ac- 
quainted with  those  two  grave-looking  gentlemen,*'  sud 
Evelyn,  '*  they  seem  to  stand  there  like  dark  sprits 
scowling  upon  these  poor  merry  people." 

**  I  crave  your  pardon,"  said  Everard,  as  if  recol- 
lecting himself. 

*'  I  saw  you  speaking  to  them.  Have  you  ever  met 
with  them  before  ?"  said  Mr.  Mulsho. 

"No" — said  Everard,  colouring  deeply:  **not  in 
that  garb,'^  he  mentally  added. 

Evelyn  looked  at  him  anxiously.  Why  did  he 
colour  so  deeply?  the  colour  spread  over  his  cheeks, 
temples,  and  even  his  neck,  as  disclosed  by  his  fidling 
collar. 

He  took  out  his  handkerchief;  seemed  tormented  with 
a  sudden  and  violent  cough  ;    and  turned  hastily  away. 

Mr.  Mulsho  had  not  perceived  his  emotion,  for  his 
eye  was  fixed  upon  the  two  puritans. 
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He  had  no  reason  for  any  particular  apprehension  on 
aooount:  his  conrse  had  been  such  as  to  secure 
firom  the  molestations  and  vexations  which  visited 
many  of  his  persuasion.    But  the  events  of  late  years 
liid  not  only  filled  the  land  with  numbers  of  dangerous 
characters,  whose  conduct  had  inspired  the  government 
*indi  much  weQ-grounded  jealousy;  but  had  likewise 
pven  birtb  to  swarms  of  greedy  and  unprincipled 
'  infinmers,  ever  upon  the  watch  to  prey  on  the  unwary; 
od  eveiy  Catholic  gentleman,  however  moderate  his 
Tiews  or  circumspect  his  conduct,  felt  as  if  his  domestic 
quiet  rested  upon  a  most  insecure  tenure;  andregarded 
^  approach  of  any  stranger  with  distrust  and  anxiety. 
}b,  Mulsho,  therefore,  continued  to  watch  the  pre- 
tended puritans  with  uneasiness;  while  Evelyn  looked 
^th  a  sort  of  sad  perplexity  at  her  lover;  who,  now 
^ming  to  recover  from  his  spasmodic  cough,  had  again 
•pproached  her  side. 

She  did  not  allude  to  the  subject  of  the  strangers  any 
i&ore.  She  could  not  bear  again  to  hear  those  lips  utter 
what  she  felt  convinced  was  not  exactly  true.  Yet,  why 
disguise  so  very  simple  a  circumstance  as  whether  he 
kad  ever  seen  those  gentlemen  before? 

By-and-by  the  strangers  making  thar  way  through 
the  crowd,  approached  the  side  of  the  green  where 
Gvelyn  was  sitting  upon  a  bench,  her  attendants  upon  the 
giBSB  behind  her,  Fabian  at  her  feet;  her  father  and  Mr. 
Warner  standing  on  one  side,  and  Everard,  still  discon- 
certed and  imcomfortable,  upon  the  other. 
''  Oh  I  those  black  cattle,"  said  Fabian—''  if  they  be 
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die  deep  cnmacn  cokor  oa  E^ezsid's   che^  as  he 
knmeii  abrapdj  :iwsT.    ^  What  aonaeiise  joa  are  ttSkr 
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^  EtcIts — ^wheatiiaft  yoongnuyitdls  joaalliiiamiar 
of  fiDcIish  dattprfng  tiles^*'  aaid  Fabian,  ^  70a  lee  joa'xe 
not  to  believe  him.'' 

She  was  drntmamd  ahc  dared  not  qieak  again  to 
Fabian,  she  was  a£aud  of  aome  ficesh  home  troth  bcnig 
uttered.  She  tamed  away  and  began  to  talk  to  Mn. 
Maode  of  going  home. 

ETerard,  embaznaBed  by  the  jester*8  fdain  speaking, 
had  moTed  a  few  paoes  away;  he  came  up  to  where  the 
dancers  round  the  May-pok,  wearied  with  their  gambols, 
were  standing  in  a  group.  A  boy  hastily  left  the  crowd, 
went  up  to  him,  pushed  a  scrap  of  paper  into  his  hand, 
and  flaying,  **  You're  to  read  that  in  your  chamber," 
made  a  somerset  on  the  grass,  and  disappeared  among 
the  cacowd  in  a  moment. 
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Sveaid  put  tlie  billet  in  his  giidle,  and  xeton^  to 
^he  party,  pMBod  by  the  ftrangera; .  • .  they  made  him  a 
low*  diikant  aalntei  and  then  walked  alowly  away. 

'Buey  had,  howerer,  cast  a  doud  overthe  enjoyments 
fif  die  evening. 

Ibib  commoner  people  followed  them  with  that  sort 
tf  disfflDeand  hatred,  which  the  puritans,  especially  the 
BrownistB,  excited  among  those  not  belonging  to  thdr 
*ect ;  Mr.  Mulaho  was  ftTiTnnns,  Evelyn  deeply  grieved 
*i^  perplexed,  Mr.  Warner  sad,  and  Everard  miserable. 
Be  &lt  that  Evelyn  had  not  believed  him.  He  felt 
^Itftt  the  suspicion  of  imtruth  was  hateful  to  her. 

Re  was  wretched  at  the  idea  of  having  fallen  in  her 
esteem,  but  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  explain ;  he 
^^otild  only  endeavour  to  extenuate — extenuate,  alas ! — 
by  using  those  casuistical  sophistications  of  which  he 
^^tta  never  meant  to  be  the  dupe. 

Ulie  sun  had  set,  and  the  twilight  was  falling  round 
them  as  they  slowly  ascended  to  the  house.  The  path 
Je^  through  a  coppice,  and  was  narrow  ;  Mr.  Mulsho 
•^d  Mr.  Warner  walked  first,  Evelyn  and  Everard  fol- 
^^'Wed  ffllently  behind. 

^Without  intending  it  exactly — ^for  she  felt  she  had  as 
y^t  no  right  to  resent  a  deviation  of  this  nature — there 
"^as  a  certain  coldness  in  her  manner  as  she  answered 
®^xne  trifling  question  which  he  put  to  her. 

*^  Bvdyn  is  displeased  with  me,"  at  last,  he  said,  sadly. 
**I  have  no  right  to  be  displeased — I  have  no  right 
^01  to  feel  sorry;  but  I  cannot  help  feeling  sorry." 

"  Sony !  Is  Evelyn  sony  when  her  Mend  performs  a 
V^^  duty?'  said  ho  in  a  low  voice ;  ^'  she  should 
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^.  in  %  tone  of  anpne.    "  Ovtf^ 
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-*Te&  vicGorrr  be  lepeifeed,  ^aad  bad  I  bunvl*^ 
bov  oar  tibas  Ticttxr  vere  to  cor  me,  I  ebouli— t^ 
lose.  I  oi&zbs — CO  bare  been  diankfial  tbat  tbe  oook^ 
sen  w»  m&raed  k}r  a>  great  ft  SKixfice  to  good  fiddt** 

**  I  danoc  TaukisaDd  x^**'  aid  sbe,  is  if  to  bendt 

**  Coa  Toa  HOC  concexre  an  ocTMon,  wben  a  mnA 
duiT  recxdres  ibe  sacxidce  of  tbai  wbidi  is  abnost  tt 
pneciocs  to  h;m  ss  Hte?*  said  be. 

Sae  fek  coofcsisd;  dbe  could  not  quite  nniiTel  bee 
ideas;  be  spoke  witb  so  mucb  coQTiction  tbat  it  wtt 
eriienc  the  deep  colour  of  bis  cbeekbadnot  arisen  firom 
a  dissatLsded  conscience  :  and  Yet  a  Msebood ! — for  a 
falsehood  she  iprls  more  and  more  convinced  it  was — 
and  she  bad  believed  tzutb  to  be  tbe  very  strongest 
principle  of  bis  nature ! 

She  appreciated  the  fuU  extent  of  the  effort  be  must 
have  made  to  struggle  against  his  natural  sincerity; 
and  jet  such  a  victory,  she  could  not  help  feeling,  was, 
as  indeed  other  victories  have  been  said  to  be,  worse 
than  a  defeat. 

She  was  young,  but  her  understanding  was  quite 
ripened  enough  for  such  reflections. 

"  Can  there  be  a  duty  more  sacred  than  truth  ?*  at 
last  she  said. 

'^Are  we  to  endanger  others  to  gratify  our  own 
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natural  love  of  truth?'  was  the  question  in  reply.     "  Is 
not  tliat  the  highest  virtue  which  requires  in  its  exercise 
^gieatest  sacrifice; — and  what  sacrifice  can  be  greater 
^  the  immolation  of  one  cherished  principle  for  the 
•4e  of  another?' 
I         She  could  not  answer  such  casuistry — ^it  silenced  her; 
^y^  it  in  some  measure  convinced  her.    She  was  so 
^^  to  believe  that  Everard  could  not  be  wrong. 
**  I  judged  imjustly — ^I  believe— I  hope — I  think." 
**  Ah,  sweetest  Evelyn  I    Only  believe  my  truth  to 
7^,  and  what  matters  the  rest  to  us?      There  are 
wings  in  life  most  painful  to  be  done. .  .  but  let  us 
™xik  no  more  of  them.     Shall  we  think  no  more  of 
them?*  said  he,  sliding  his  hand  to  hers,  taking  it,  and 
F^^essing  it  with  much  tenderness.    '*  Will  you  forget 
this  short  and  painful  moment,  and  confide  in  a  heart 
^^t  will  never  play  you  fiJse?' 

Alas !  poor  simple  Evelyn  I  Her  tender  heart 
'^cver  thought  of  asking — ^where  were  the  grounds  for 
^c>iifidence  in  the  truth  of  one  whom  she  had  seen  so 
obviously  committing  a  breach  of  it  but  a  few  seconds 
before? 

She  was  so  glad  to  be  persuaded  that  it  was  better 
to  think  no  more  of  it. 

And  this  was  the  first  slight  inroad  upon  the  pure 
^tegrity  of  her  own  character.     She  had  made  one 
^*    She  had  learned  to  forgive  and  forget  the  breach 
^ft  great  principle. 
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He  hftd  been  eo  absorbed  by  the  interest  of  making 
lu  explanations — if  explanations  they  could  be  called-— 
ai  in  the  joy  of  reconciliation  with  Eydyn,  that  he 
bid  qnite  forgotten  the  little  mysteiious  billet.  He 
EAei  it  up  and  (^wned  it. 

A  fisw  wozds  were  wntten  in  pencd  on  a  small 
mond  of  paper,  as  if  torn  out  of  some  tablets. 

**  At  eleren  o'clock — ^they  will  be  all  in  bed  by  that 
timo— come  down.    I  shall  be  behind  tiie  church." 

The  yoong  man  gave  an  impatient  shrug  with  his 
Aoddeny  bit  his  lips,  tore  the  note  into  atoms,  and 
Mying  to  his  page:  *'  I  shall  read  to-night,  boy.  You 
look  aleepy — go  to  your  bed — I  shall  want  nothing 
nune:"  placed  a  chair  by  tiie  window,  and  his  lamp 
^foa  a  small  table  near,  and  opening  a  drawer,  took 
out  a  Ettle  thin  octavo  volume,  and  began,  or  seemed 
tobegin,  to  read. 

The  book  was  one  which  had  been  put  into  his  hands 
by  Father  Daicy,  though  apparently  intended  more 
ptrticalarly  for  the  use  of  those  affiliated  to  the  order 
of  the  Jesuits;  yet  it  was  used  as  a  book  of  instruction 
tot  all  Catholics  without  distinction,  and  on  tiie  first 
psge  was  written  in  tiie  fiither's  neat  and  elegant  hand 
SB  extract  firom  tiiat  particular  bull  of  tiie  pope,  which 
bid  10  recommended  tiie  book: 

'*  Omnia  et  singula  in  eis  contenta  ex  certa  scientia 
i^oetra  approbamus ....  hortantes  plurimum  omnes  et 
sogolos,  utriusque  sezus  Christi  fideles,"  etc.* 

^  Approve,  commend,  and  confirm  this  doctrine,  and 
ttmestly  exhort  all  Catiiolics,  of  botii  sexes,  and  in  all 

*  Uibioo  Papa  8.   In  Bulla  Canonizationia  Ignatii  Anno  1S23. 
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countries,  that  they  would  use  these  documents  and  be 
instructed  by  them." 

He  began  once  more  to  read  oyer  and  meditate  upon 
those  pages  which  he  had  been  taught  to  beUeve  m* 
culcated  these  just  rules  of  the  Christian  life,  and  which 
were  henceforward  to  serve  as  the  guide  of  an  ezisteooe 
which  he  so  sincerely,  so  earnestly,  so  deyoutly  desired  to 
render  the  pattemof  all  that  washonourable  and  excellent 

Again,  with  a  painful  revolt  of  nature,  he  considered 
one  or  two  of  them  more  particularly  applicable  to  his  own 
case,  and  again  endeavoured  to  submit  his  mind  to  max- 
ims promulgated  by  an  authority  to  him  without  appeal* 

Begula  prima: 

^^  Sublato  o  Mani  judicio,"  etc. 

"  They  are  to  remove  and  reject  all  their  proper  judg- 
ments^ and  always  have  a  prepared  and  ready  mind  to 
obey  the  church." 

Secundo: 

**  Sic  habet — Deteque  ut  ipsi,**  etc. 

'^  And  that  we  may  be  altogether  unanimous  and 
conformable  with  the  Catholic  church,  if  she  define  any 
thing  to  be  black  which  our  eye  sees  white,  we  are  in 
like  manner  boimd  to  acknowledge  that  it  is  black. 
Si  quid  quod  oculis  nostri  apparet  esse  album,  nigrum 
esse  ilia  definierit;  Debemus  itidem,  quod  sit  nigmm 
pronuntiare." 

Regula  tertiusdecimus: 

'^  Ut  obedientia  sit  perfecta  quiquid  nobis  injunctam 
iuerit,  obeundo  omnia  justa  esse  nobis  persuadendo,"  etc 

*  Exerdtia  spiritualia  Ignatii  Lojalae  Antwerp.  1638.  pag.  SdS, 
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^  Tliej  miut  reject  all  their  own  reason,  and  ac- 
qneaoe  in  the  judgment  of  their  superiors,  who  must  be 
nbimttedto  and  obeyed;  and  persuade  themselves  that 
tU  things  are  just  and  lawful  which  are  commanded  by 
ihnr  superiozB." 

On  ihe  wide  mar^  of  this  page,  in  the  same  hand, 
ma  appended: 

^  Omnia  ac  singula  in  eis  contenta  pietate  et  sano- 
titiKte  plena  et  ad  edificationem  et  spiritualem  perfectum 
fiddiam  valde  utilia." — Dictae  BaUae,  p.  5. 

Or  m  the  English  of  that  day:  '*  These  rules  are  full 
of  piety  and  sanctity,  and  for  edification  and  spiritual 
proficiency  very  profitable." 

The  young  man  sat  leaning  with  his  head  upon  his 
^d  readifig  these  sentences  with  a  feverish,  restless 
excitement.  In  vain  the  soft  night  wind  blew  upon 
^  cheek :  in  vain  for  him  the  still,  holy  calm  of  nature 
that  surrounded  him:  his  mind  was  in  a  state  of  the 
^06t  irritating  doubt  and  agitation. 

He  was  vexed  more  than  he  dared  to  confess  to  him- 
^  at  the  manner  and  proceedings  adopted  towards 
^;  and  his  spirit  revolted  against  the  assumption  of 
ttUttary  authority  implied  by  the  tone  of  the  note  and 
we  writer  of  it,  at  the  casual  encounter  of  the  village. 

The  questionable  nature  of  the  interview,  too,  which 
^  demanded  in  a  manner  so  brief  and  peremptory !  and 
^"^  disagreeable,  painful  task  imposed  upon  him ! — that 
^  stealing  out  of  his  friend's  house  in  the  dead  of  the 
^ht,  Hke  a  thief  or  a  felon,  in  order  to  meet  one, 
^bom  only  to  be  known  to  hold  commimion  with,  was 
^  these  times  so  dangerous  I — 
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"Tbej  aast  look  upon  thdp  « 
«»e|Jace  of  Christ." 

,     "Cbristi  Vicarioe  et  Christivia 
Partes  agentea." 
"In  the  i^aoe  of  Christ  P' 

And  ha  I<vnl«J 
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^  And  yet— -tbese  rules/*  tanung  the  leayes  of  the 
lK)ok  in  hk  hmd.  **  What  haye  I  to  do  with  tbem — 
Itm  not  prafened  of  the  order  of  the  holy  St.  Igna- 
titth-dieee  mlefl  are  addresaed  to  those  who  are,  why 
hftm  them  upon  me?" 

Then  the  notes  introdnoed  by  Mr.  Darcy  struck  his 
cjfe:  the  recommendation  of  those  rules  to  the  whole 
Mj  of  the  Cathdics:  and  again  he  felt  doubtful  and 
iBMofaile. 

He  Bat,  the  book  in  his  hand,  and  his  eye  wandering 
^Mntly  oyer  the  lawn  before  the  house.  There  stood 
flelitde  church,  shaded  by  the  few  ancient  trees  which 
knig  oyer  it,  fiuntly  to  be  discerned  in  the  dim  twilight 
of  the  half-extinguished  stars. 

The  dock  struck  the  half  hour  past  eleyen  ;  and  as  it 
>OQnded,  he  saw  a  dark  figure  emerge  for  a  moment 
&om  behind  the  church,  look  round,  as  he  thought,  and 
then  retire  again. 

'*  He  is  there,  he  is  waiting  for  me.  It  is  impossible 
^  let  him  remain  thus  any  longer:  I  must  go  down  to 
luin." 

He  again  clasped  his  girdle,  replaced  his  poignard  in 
^  t]8aal  position,  fastened  his  doak,  and  taking  th^ 
'^^p  in  his  hand,  prepared  to  go  down. 

Qe  opened  the  door  with  great  precaution,  the  hinges 
^^^^'^eked  and  cried  as  he  did  so;  he  stopped,  listened, 
^  Was  still  but  the  beatings  of  his  own  heart 

^*  What  is  this  ?  This  is  a  new  feeling  for  me,"  he 
"^^*Ually  ejaculated.  "  Am  I  become  a  coward? — Am  I 
^Hling  if  a  mouse  creeps  ?" 

m2 
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Tlie  rvees  indaemxa  q£  dxe  Loot  cilmed  the  agite- 
uon  of  the  jocmg  nan.  He  gaaed  upwuds^  he  ga«d 
aErrAauirhuKnlwasinhanoaQTwith  tfa^t  rast  infinitude 
of  camatioa  which  in  scch  s  night  seGOS  more  paiti- 
ettkrijT  rereakd  to  ns.    Hisheiztsirdkdto  thatpovo^ 
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to  great,   00  infinite;   and  glowed  with  the  fervent 
ie^vxi&m  of  tnith  and  nature. 

^Che  feelings  of  imtation  and  anger  died  within  him. 
•Die  love  of  all  manldnd  was  in  his  heart;  the  love  and 
obedience  for  Him,  that  divine  one  who  died  for  all 
iDftukind^  was  swelling  in  his  bosom; — and  this  simple 
cIifldEke  obedience  he  felt  so  ready  to  pay,  was  about 
to  be  transferred,  alas ! — to  a  false,  ambitious,  and  in- 
togmng  priest,  whom  he  had  been  taught  to  regard  as 
^e  vice-gerent  of  the  blessed  one.  He  approached  the 
»^tie  church,  and  passing  round  it  placed  it  between 
wxisdlf  and  the  windows  of  the  house. 

On  the  wide  path  before  it,  wrapped  in  his  dark 
weak,  he  whom  he  came  to  meet  was  slowly  pacing  up 
ttid  down. 

He  turned  round,  and  seeing  Everard,  stood  still, 
^d  waited  till  he  should  approach  him. 

£verard  came  up. 

••  I  am  afraid  I  have  kept  your  reverence  waiting," 
■^d he,  with  politeness:  "  but  if  I  may  crave  leave  to 
•^y  so  much — ^the  command  was  sudden  and  imex- 
P^cted,  and  obedience  to  it  neither  very  agreeable,  nor 
Perhaps  very  expedient." 

**  I  pretend  not  to  command" — said  the  gentleman, 

'^^  a  calm,   but  somewhat  cold  tone  of  voice.     "  My 

P*tmnce  is  to  influence,  rather  than  to  dictate — I  have 

'^^^tihing  to  do  with  command.   If  obedience  to  my  de- 

™^  l)e  irksome  to  you,  sir,  you  have  only  to  return, 

•'^d  leave  me  where  I  am." 

*D6a  speech  at  once  changed  the  course  of  the  young 
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light  of  salvaiioii  to  the  perishing  flock,  must  appear 
a  stnmge,  enthusiastic  proceeding  to  a  man  of  send- 
nenti  to  reoMomHe — as  I  understand  those  of  Mr. 
MiUia's  to  be.  Bui  I  am  not  ashamed  to  assert^  ibat  in 
mj  opniion,  sach  rigid  reason  is  onlj  a  softer  name  for 
•Mdity  and  atheism" 

^  InfideUty !  atheism !"  cried  Everard.  '*  Pardon 
Be— fiffy  indeed,  bom.  that — ^Mr.  Mulsho  is  a  most 
^fiHfuA  and  fdons  man." 

**  Something  after  the  new  fiishion  in  these  things," 
^  the  other,  with  a  slightly  sarcastic  snule — ''  one, 
'vnderstand,  who  reads  his  Bible;  attends  the  services 
^flie  church,  as  by  law  established;  and  heais  a  mass 
^on  and  then  in  the  comer  of  his  drawing-room." 
^'  He  k  a  yeiy  sincere  Catholic,"  said  Eyerard. 
*^  If  by  Catholic  be  meant  imiyersal," — in  the  same 
'Qglitly  sarcastic  tone— *' no  doubt  Catholic  enough: 
ti^  way  is  a  yeiy  broad  and  a  very  easy  one  to  trayel 
— -ttaid  some  of  us  haye  heard  where  the  broad  way 
leads." 

**  I  thought  that  parable  had  reference  to  the  moral 
^*'  said  Eveiard. 

^I  foay  you  take  me  with  you,  young  gentleman," 
'■H  ibe  priest,  in  that  sort  of  tone  of  indulgence  with 
wbicli  we  meet  the  fiitile  reasoning  of  an  ignorant 
^^  •*  Moral  lifef  The  term  is  a  happy  one.  Not 
^'^^^edier  new  to  me,  though  I  am  of  the  old  leaning; 
^  leaYe  matters  of  this  high  nature  to  the  decision  of 
•"•^  church  of  which  I  am  an  unworthy  member,"— 
himself;  '^but  the  age  advances.  I  was  so 
eyening  as  to  be  fayoured  with  a  short  lesson 
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mited*  Bnt  I  have  been  troubled  this  evening. .  •  • 
llie  (tonanJg  made  upon  my  fidelity  have  been  great, 
hi  oanfonnity  to  the  directions  I  had  received — ^in  con- 
fimity  to  the  obedience  I  had  vowed — ^for  the  first  time 
>&oeI  was  bom,  I  have  told  a  deliberate  &/'  and  the 
Wooloar  again  flushed  over  his  &ice.  **  I  would  be 
^  to  be  assured  how  to  reconcile  her  voice,  with  that 
kod  damouring  voice  within  me,  which  declares  I  did 
ft  mem,  cowardly,  and  criminal  thing.'' 

'^AlieP  said  the  Jesuit,  looking  exceedingly  shocked, 
"ftlie!  Who  instructed  you^  young  man,  to  lie?  Not 
T^or  holy  church,  rest  assured.  Impious  blasphemy-— 
fte  church  demand  a  lie  I" 

'*Iwas  enjoined  to  keep  my  knowledge  of  ^yourself 

^  Mr.  Tesmond,  a  secret  at  any  cost,  and  at  any 

^^ftzud.    I  took  the  holy  sacrament  upon  the  promise 

^  deny  my  knowledge  of  you  whenever  I  had  reason 

^  klieve  that  such  was  your  desire.    I  took  that  oath 

ft^niany  of  those  I  loved  did  with  me.    I  little  thought 

*^^  soon  I  should  be  called  upon  to  redeem  my  pro- 

'^^  by  uttering  a  dastardly  &." 

**  Kedeem  your  promise  by  uttering  a  dastardly  lie  I" 
^'^PQated  the  priest  with  considerable  indignation  in 
"^  inamier;  "  are  you  aware  of  the  import  of  what 
^^  are  saying,  young  gentleman?  The  necessity  of 
*^  was  imposed  upon  you  1  Recollect  yourself.  What 
^•^  you  mean?' 

^^  I  was  asked  in  direct  terms  whether  I  had  ever 

you  before;  there  was  no  possibility  of  evasion." 
•*  WeU?' 
••Andllied.^ 
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preaenrmg  it — ^Bot  then  tietbefruitiof  leeaoniiignH 
self-teachings. — ^Yoa  pieBome,  air,  to  fimake  the  ans 
guides  appointed  for  jonr  diiectioii  in  then  ihinga,  am 
think  proper  to  judge  fiv  joundf  Had  jon  not  don 
so,  jon  mighty  peihaps,  haTe  leooDected  that  the  rcmed 
held  out  for  soch  cases,  is  mental  reservation." 

'  I  made  a  mental  reservatiaii,''  and  EToazd. 

**  Then  what  do  you  intend  by  saying  yon  fifld 
These  are  stiange  contzadictoiy  assertions,''  said  lh 

dCSUlL 

**  I  &lt  the  colour  of  shame  fly  over  my  &ce;— ^I 
seemed  to  me....  and  then  there  was  another...  .and 
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^   Kwtetecl;  ^* tiiere  iras  one  standing  by a  se- 

0— >d  copa(acpce.>..a>>,.which  told  me  I  had  done 


Did  flhe? — Did  this  second  conscience  know  of  the 

^^No,"  sndEieaBi;  "'bat  had  she,  I  felt  that  she 
voiJd  haire  disdainerl  the  sobterfbge/' 

The  gentleman  he  iras  addressing  paused  at  this 

V^eech,  gazed  at  him ;   measnied  him  sbwlj,  as  it 

^^^eae,  fiom  head  to  foot;  nghed  with  a  oertun  em- 

if  one  may  say  so;  and  then  tinning,  walked 

or  twice  up  and  down  the  Ettle  tenaoe  on  which 

*"^^j  had  been  standing.  He  was,  in  &Gt,  gaining  a  few 

'Xft^nofints  for  consideration. 

This  was  a  case  of  di£Sculty.  Here  was  one  whose 
^■^heneiice  to  the  party  he  esteemed  of  the  greatest  Goni> 
"^-^uenoe — who  q>peaied  on  the  yery  verge,  as  it  should 
^^cm,  of  escaping  fiK)m  his  influence. 

A  master  in  detecting  the  various  workings  of  the 
'^^^^^iQDan  paaeions,  the  Jesuit  discerned  at  once  the  nature 
^^^  this  second  consdenoe  which  exercised  so  much 
^^nthority. 

To  leam  the  ecoct  position  of  his  disciple  with  respect 
^  the  heiress  of  Gbdderiiurst,  had  been  one  of  his 
'principal  reasons  for  demanding  the  interview;  for 
^uch  as  he  disliked  the  principles  held  by  Mr. 
'ICuUho,  and  the  party  in  the  church  to  which  he  be^ 
longed— so  great  an  accesnon  of  wealth  as  the  mar- 
lisge  would  bring  to  one  whom  he  still  flattered  him*: 
•df  to  ke^  in  his  power,  was  not  to  be 
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But  to  learn  something  of  the  yomig  lady's 
mtion — Bomething  of  the  natoie  of  Eveiaid's  feelbo;^^ 
tinder  this  intimate  connexion,  with  what  mi^it 
esteemed  a  hostile  House — ^was  important;  for  in  fir 
event,  the  power  he  possessed  over  the  yomig  gentkr^ 
man's  mind  must  not  be  put  in  hazard. 

After  these  few  minutes  spent  in  conaderation,  h^ 
returned  to  where  Eyerard  was  standing,  and  takmg 
his  hand  in  an  affectionate  manner,  said: 

'*  Whatever  the  influences  to  which  you  allude,  Sir 
Kverard,  suffer  a  friend — a  more  than  friend,  a  fitther 
—one  whose  Heart  yearns  with  more  than  a  fitthei^s 
love  towards  you — ^to  warn  you  against  a  weak  sub* 
jection  to  feelings — alas !  too  powerful  over  the 
heart  of  youth.  Recollect  how  many  of  the  strong, 
the  virtuous,  the  pious,  and  the  wise,  have,  through 
the  excess  of  such  influences,  been  shipwrecked  and 
undone.  Hold  fast,  I  exhort  you,  by  the  doctrines  you 
have  received:  anchor  your  faith  on  them.  The  church 
hath  decided  these  vexed  questions  by  her  doctoia 
and  her  ministers.  In  her  decisions  rest— let  not  the 
cavilling  spirit  of  these  times  induce  you  to  despise 
her  provisions;  if  concealment  be  necessaiy  for  the 
security  of  her  holy  confessors  in  this  dark  and  blood-* 
besprinkled  land — she  has  provided  for  them  by  her 
system,  a  veil  of  impenetrable  concealment,  and  a 
shield  of  sure  defence.  Let  not  the  deceitfrd  smile  of 
beauty,  Everard,  persuade  you  to  cast  the  veil  and  shield 
aside,  and  by  your  weakness  to  endanger  not  your  own 
safety,  for  that  I  know  you  would  scorn  to  regard — ^but 
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tlie  safety  of  those,  the  martyrs  to  the  faith,  who  are 
leidy  to  seal  their  labours  and  their  testimonies  with 
tfcdp  blood." 

Oh!  how  this  sophistry  confused  this  young  man's 
hmi  and  conscience; — ^this  appeal  to  his  feeUngs  in 
&voar  of  those,  whose  very  existence  might  depend 
Q{Km  liis  secrecy;  and  whose  generous  devotion,  as  he 
ftooght  it,  in  a  great'  and  good  cause,  made  his  heart 
^w  with  admiration. 

Hie  distmst  of  his  own  judgment,  his  secret  con* 
tooofloesB  of  the  influence  that  fair  girl  exercised  oyer 
Us  mind,  and  the  loud  cries  of  a  still  unperverted  con* 
*aeao^  which  could  not  away  with  deceit,  distracted 
lum  with  doubt  and  perplexity. — He  looked  wretched 
tt  he  felt. 

Like  him  who  played  upon  the  passions  of  the  young 
uid  ardent  conqueror  and  king  by  the  music  of  his 
'7^;  80  played  this  deep  and  dangerous  man  with  the 
feelings  of  those  he  purposed  to  subdue. 

He  discerned,  as  if  written  upon  a  tablet,  all  that 
^  combating  in  Everard's  heart;  and  he  saw  that  it 
2&Q8t  be  by  a  long  and  perseyering  patience  that  he 
^old  hope  to  bend  it  entirely  to  his  hand. 

He  contented  himself  for  the  present  with  saying, 

• 

^  a  voice  of  much  kindness: 

**  I  see  how  it  is  with  one  so  young  and  unprotected 
tt  70U  are,  and  so  it  must  be  for  a  season  with  alL 
But  believe  one,  not  altogether  unlearned  in  such 
wuigs — so  long  as  nature,  prejudice,  fancy,  passion, 
and  what  you  mistake  for  reason,  are  clamouring  and 
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contending  within  yofu,  80  long  shaUyoinraoiiil  be  a»    '^ 
troubled  sea,  whidi  cannot  zest:  but  there  is  for     'MJ^ 
wandering  manner  one  blessed  guiding  star,''  anA  -^ 
pointed  to  ihe  pole  star  now  glittmng  amid    tMf^ 
innumerable  hosts  of  heaven,  *^  be  that  thy  cynoBOt^ 
my  son:  so  shall  all  these  waning  fedings  subw^^ 
into  harmony,  and  peace  ahaU  rest  upon  your  epn^ 
Everard,  let  that  blpasing  be  your  portion 
content,  you  have  done  welt— you  did  well  in 
you  spoke  the  truth  with  a  reservation,  £9r  in  so  doin^^ 
the  truth  you  did  speak .  •  .but  time  wears,  let  us  enf^^ 
this  discusBLon — I  came  here  to  discourse  of  mattesF 
more  urgent  than  the  sweet  triflings  <^  a  young  man's 
bve." 

^'  Have  I  said  I  loved?'  said  Everard,  abruptly. 

The  priest  smiled. 

*^  Confessed  in  every  tone  and  gesture— but  let  that 
pass;  though  of  this  among  other  matters,  I  had  purposed 
to  speak  to  thee." 

"  Say  on,"  said  the  other. 

^'  May  I  venture  so  &r  " — again  approaching  him, 
and  speaking  in  his  softest  manner. 

''  What  you  mean  is  for  my  good,  I  know." 

^*  This  woman — ^this  beautiful  child  ci  the  wcnld — 
may  she  not  prove  to  thee  like  those  fisdr  daughters  of  the 
olden  days,  who  b^uUed  the  very  angels  of  heaven  to 
ruin." 

'^  She  is  a  Catholic  like  myself"  was  the  reply. 

^^  The  Holy  Virginforbid  that  it  should  be  likeyour^ 
self— forbid  that  ever  you  should  be  as  the  daughter  ot 
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WilKam  MnUio— «  oonfbnning  CSatholic.    To  wed  a 
^edned  heretic  might  pioye  less  dangerous.'* 

^'Qf  ihcBb  things  I  must  be  allowed  to  judge,"  said 
die  yoong  man  somewhat  impatienlly . 

*^  And  jet  it  is  the  part  of  fiiendship  to  warn  and 
advise.'' 

^'  nieie  axe  limits  to  the  piiTileges  of  fiiendship^No 
ftoth  win  be  perilled  by  Evelyn's  side." 

^Enoogh,"  said  the  priest,  for  he  found  he  had 
ftlieady  touched  that  limit,  '^  there  is  more  urgent  matter 
lA  hand.  The  long  delayed  trial  of  the  unfortunate 
"^^ctiHiBy  our  brethren  in  the  faith,  comes  on  to-morrow — 
nd  they  must  die." 

*^  They  told  me,"  said  Everard,  with  emotion,  '^  that 
^  sentence  would  be  commuted:  that  they  should 
^'^^^y  be  carried  out  of  the  kingdom.  This  is  strange, 
'""^Jteoessary  cruelty." 

^^  Unnecessary,  you  call  it— oh !  sir,"  with  a  bitter 
^''Qiiy  in  his  tone,  "  have  you  yet  to  learn  what  hard 
^^^^^essilaes  lie  upon  the  tender  hearts  of  the  queen's 
^»y  ooundl-and  what  severe  duties  aie  imposedupon 
^^  gentle  queen  herself,  whose  merdfid  intentions  with 
^'^S^id  to  her  li^es  we  well  know." 

**  There  must  have  been  some  deeper  offence  given 
^Wi  I  heard  o^"  said  Everard. 

^^  Treason,"  said  the  other,  *^  a  small  matter  of  treason 

^^^^Ved  up  for  the  occasion  to  entrap  the  poor  Catholic. 

^^  At  I  have  you  yet  to  learn  that  the  coimcil  have 

^er  soflBcient  <^  treasons  ready  prepared  to  hang  about 

^  neck  of  any  wretched  Catholic  priest  who  may  fall 

1^^  their  hands  .  .  •  but  no  more  of  this,  my  purpose 
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in  coming  here  to-night  was  to  learn  how  yoa  atead  i 
present  afifected;  and  how  the  gentleman  tmder  wha 
roof  you  abide,  stands  affected  to  the  present  gonn 
ment — ^in  short,  whether,  when  we  are  counting  upo 
our  supporters  in  a  struggle,  which  may  ere  long  td 
place,  we  must  remember  or  forget  you." 

*'  I  love  the  old  queen  with  all  her  fitults,"  sai 
Evcrard;  ''  she  has  ever  been  partial  and  kind  to  m 
Number  me  not  among  those  who  have  aught  again 
her?" 

"AndMr.Mulshor 

^'  There  is  not  a  man  more  devoted  to  her  service." 

"  I  am  answered,"  said  the  priest.  "  One  word  mon 
and  I  have  done.  Our  fraternity  is  closely  watchec 
and  to  o\vn  a  truth,  we  have  all  had  that  part  in  il 
late  business  whatever  it  might  be,  which  would  rend 
it  easy  for  the  government  to  take  away  our  lives  we: 
we  but  once  in  its  power.  I  am  as  yet  unassured  whi 
your  conscience  will  call  upon  you  to  do  in  such  a  case- 
whether  to  betray  to  a  barbarous  death  those  who  hai 
implicitly  trusted  you,  or  to  shelter  us  by  the  mea] 
which  every  faithful  Catholic  but  yourself  emplo] 
without  scruple.  You  were  trusted,  sir,  in  ignorance  t 
your  newly  acquired  principles.  My  life  is  at  lh 
moment  in  your  hands,  but  I  confide  it  to  your  honou 
with  this  observation^  that  to  impart  the  secret  to  M 
Mulsho  were  to  entail  upon  us  certain  destructio: 
Doubtless,  he  would  esteem  it  his  duty  to  betray  us ' 
this  blood-thirsty  woman  • . . .  But  you  must  act  as  yoi 
conscience  directs  you — we  are  at  its  mercy,  sir." 

And  with  a  salute  rather  more  ceremonious  the 
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uoaI,lie  taned  away,  ancl  descending  the  lull|  was  soon 
kit  in  the  dodng  thickets. 

He  did  not  wait  to  recdve  the  assurances  which  he 
moertunEYeraid  was  hastening  to  make.  Hehadper- 
fcctlyweD  cakulated  the  effect  of  this  last  speech  upon 
Us  temper. 


K 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

^  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  1117  Lord." 

Father  Darcy  slowly  proceeded  down  the  wooC 
till  he  came  to  a  little  open  spot  among  the  trees,  mem 
wliich  ran  a  wimpling  brook,  now  glittering  in  the  stai 
light. 

A  large  oak  cast  its  wide-spreading  branches  over  tk 
turf  which  covered  this  little  glade,  and  imder  it  wa 
placed  a  rustic  bench.  On  this  Mr.  Tesmond,  his  com 
panion  upon  the  village  green,  was  sitting  expecting  hi 
return. 

The  inferior  Jesuit  rose  with  an  air  of  deference  a 
Mr.  Darcy  approached  ;  and  though  evidently  impa 
ticnt  to  Icam  the  result  of  the  meeting  with  Everard 
seemed  not  to  presimie  upon  asking  any  direct  question 
He  resumed  his  seat  by  the  side  of  his  superior^  and  th- 
silence  was  unbroken  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

ITien  Mr.  Darcy  spoke. 

'^Nothing  could  be  less  satisfactory  than  what  ha 
just  passed,"  said  he.  "  Two  points  I  have,  however 
ascertained.  He  loves  this  young  lady.  He  has  w 
reason  to  despair.  The  influence  she  exerts  is  great— 
and  otar  influence  proportionally  upon  the  decline." 

"  I  should  have  thought^"  said  Tesmond,  "  that  hi 
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^*tt  a  nataie  so  candid  and  siniple,  as  to  be  easily  go- 
^<eQi6d—and  that  he  would  be  the  last  to  dispute  piin- 
^ples  which  he  must  consider  as  resting  upon  such  un- 
JOesfcicmable  authority." 

**  I  don't  know — I  think  I  have  usually  found  in  my 
^c^liogs  with  souls,  that  these  simple,  candid,  ingenuous 
*^^  of  cbaracteis,  are  less  easily  brought  to  submit  to  the 
ii^iience  it  is  our  duty  to  exercise,  than  those  of  more 
1^^,  haughty,  and  violent  dispositions.  Robert  for 
niBtance— I  am  mistaken  if  he  make  not  a  more  devoted 
iervant  to  the  best  interests  of  the  Church  than  this 
gentle  Everard." 

**  Is  it  the  intention  of  your  reverence  to  allow  of  the 
g;ieat  accession  of  power  and  influence  which  would 
ftocme  to  a  man  of  principles  so  equivocal,  from  a  union 
with  their  heiress? — Why  not  Robert  instead?" 

**  Because  Mr.  Mulsho  would  sooner   bestow    his 
daughter  upon  her  grave  I  believe,  for  one  reason — and 
for  another,  that  Robert  is  devoted  to  the  Lady  Grace." 
**But  there  are  other  designs  for  the  Lady  Grace." 
**True." 

**And  therefore — " 

**And  therefore  Robert  is  ours.  Trust  me,  Mr. 
"■•^^mgiij^  nothing  will  reduce  Robert  so  speedily  as  un- 
^Ppiness  of  this  nature.  Let  be  —  let  be  —  things 
^**^ot  be  in  better  train  than  they  are  in  that 
^i^^«ner," 
•*  And  Eleanor?' 

^^liet  that  pretty  child  alone  too,  Mr.  Tesmond. 
*^^  temper,  with  pardon,  inclines  you  somewhat  too 
^'^^  to  interference  with  the  course  of  things.    Let 

n2 
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be — ^let  be— it  is  a  long  and  a  strong  chain  that  iB  lii 
together  by  the  human  passions.    Let  the  fair  Eleaz^^n* 
enjoy  for  a  brief  space  the  delusions  of  her  sweet 
if  dream  it  be.    Nay,  who  knows?  we  may  have  ni 
of  her  to  cement  the  friendship  between  Robert  and 
brother  :  and  the  poor  fiutterer  may  after  all  be  hsLpf^J^ 
in  her  own  way." 

So  they  two  discoursed,  sitting  imder  the  shade  C^^ 
that  spreading  oak-tree,  the  stars  of  heaven  in  ihsS^ 
mild  and  calm  splendour  glittering  like  thousands  a^^ 
eyes  upon  them — and  so  they  dealt  with  the  destinies  o-^ 
the  human  creatures  confided  to  their  care,  as  the  chesB""^ 
player  deals  with  his  ivory  pieces;  and  regulated  thei^ 
proceedings  with  as  little  real  sympathy  for  their  joj^ 
or  sufferings,  as  the  man  intent  on  victory  feels  for  th^ 
interests  of  his  bits  of  carved  bone. 

Devoted  to  the  aggrandisement  of  the  most  ambitious^ 
order  in  an  ambitious  church  —hardened  by  that  daily 
handling  of  holy  things,  without  holy  feelings,  whidu 
is  the  most  perilous,  perhaps,  of  all  the  temptations  tor 
which  man  can  be  exposed — ^blinded  by  the  pretence?^ 
of  advancement  for  their  religion,  which  hid  their  eviL 

purposes,  in  some  degree,  even  from  their  own  hearts 

separated  by  their  religious  vows  from  that  domestics 
communion  with  mankind,  which  awakens  some  gentler 
sympathies  even  in  the  most  insensible — they  playedL- 
with  the  consciences,  the  morals,  the  feelings,  the  hap--' 
piness  of  the  living  beings  confided  to  them,  with  aiv- 
indifference  the  most  unprincipled  and  detestable. 

"  Here  we  part,"  said  the  superior  to  Mr.  Tesmond — 
''  my  mission  leads  me  south— to  watch  the  progress  oC 
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this  terrific  trial.     It  is  a  service  of  danger,  but  my 

diflgnises  are  secure.    There  is  also  one  at  this  moment 

awaiting  me  in  London  with  whom  I  have  to  confer 

upon  matters  of  the  deepest  import.    This  heretical 

^ironan  seems  invulnemble  to  the  influences  of  poison-— 

m  Tib  the  assassin's  knife  is  directed  against  her 

It  18  determined  that  no  further  attempts  of  this  nature 
diall  be  made — ^but  as  the  great  Achilles  perished 

through  the  one  unguarded  point,   so  there  is  that 

• 

Jtt  her  which  we  may  yet  be  able  to  pierce — ^her  wo- 
num's  heart:  the  next  blow  shall  be  directed  there. 
"c shall  not  again,  perchance,  strike  in  "vain. . . .  Your 
^y,  Mr.  Tesmond,  leads  you  to  the  circuit  among  our 
friends — Coughton  Ashby — Herlip— Stoneleigh — it  is 
■onne  time  since  they  have  been  comforted  by  a  visit 
from  any  of  iis.  Let  me  recommend  tlie  closest  dis- 
S^uses:  for  as  many  eyes  are  abroad  and  on  the  watch, 
^  are  now  beaming  upon  our  heads  from  the  spangled 
"cavens.  Ha!  what  was  that?  A  hare  or  squirrel  in 
*e  bushes?" 

**  No," — said  his  companion,  looking  round  suspi- 
ciously— "  I  distinctly  heard  a  rush  through  the  thicket 
Wiind  us — as  of  one  moving  rapidly  away. — We  have 
•^  overheard " 

**  Not  even  in  the  wilderness  is  there  security  for  us," 
^i  the  superior, — "  who  can  have  been  on  the  watch 
*tthis  Btill  hour  of  night? — Come,  come,  I  think  it  was 
^  alarm  without  foundation — but  whether  or  not,  we 
•^  W  separated.  Farewell,  sir,  and  safe  be  your  pil- 
P^'iiage.  If  our  next  communication  with  each  other 
*°^  be  as  prisoners,  like  that  unfortunate  man — our 
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**.vi.v   »L-  pan,  sir.  — seem. 
*'•  li;;\o  I  n  :  expros^L-l  inv  dosir 

*'  Adieu !  and  the  saints  in 
vercnce,"  said  this  large,  dark 
bowing  with  the  utmost  subm: 
ahnost  eflkminate-lookiiig  8iiperi< 

And  so  they  parted. 

The  morning  rose  as  sweet,  ai 
if  no  dark  intriguers  stealing  to  n 
night  had  been  preparing  their  c 
discord,  suspicion,  and  bloodshei 
men,  sons  of  the  same  country,  an 
I  ..  body  politic. 

T  And  Fabian,  the  fool  as  he  ¥i 

ti  the  first  who  sallied  forth  from  t] 

I  hurst  to  enjoy  the  pleasant  hour. 

^  The  youth  whose  strange  de 

,{>  become  a  jester,  was  any  thinj 

simpleton  Whi«h  ^n^n\l  a  Tvw^^ — '  — 
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^d  he  would  gladly  have  exchanged  his  idle  wander- 
ing calHng  for  one  of  wholesome  industry,  had  that 
Mned  poadble;  but  he  was  attached  to  the  &mily  in 
luB  prcBeut  capacilj,  and  his  rearing  had  rendered  him 
fnte  unfit  for  any  other.    He  consoled  a  heart  and 
^  intended  for  better  things,  by  cherishing  the  most 
iefotei  attachment  to  Mr.  Mulsho  and  his  daughter; 
^»  taldng  advantage  of  the  universal  licence  in  which 
^  as   he  were   indulged,  occupied   his    time    in 
^^Ucliing  the  progress  of  any  thing  about  which  he 
^^^  hope  to  be  of  the  least  use  or  benefit  to  either 
^'tkem. 

Uoze  especially  he  had  constituted  it  his  particular 
P^^orinoe,  to  observe  all  that  had  reference  to  the  im- 
P'Wa&t  event  of  the  fidr  Mistress  Evelyn's  marriage.' 
*^  aeems  that  his  sage  judgment  was  pretty  well  satisfied 
^tih  lespect  to  her  present  suitor;  though  he  shared  to 
^ta  full  extent  with  her  father  and  the  old  priest  in  their 
^^strust  of  men  linked  to  the  intrigues  of  the  day. 

The  fool  was  in  general  very  well  aware  of  every  thing 
^*^twas  going  on,  and  understood  the  bearings  of  matters 
^^^tter  than  many  esteemed  much  wiser  than  himself. 
^e  had  attended  Mr.  Mulsho  and  his  daughter  upon 
ttuir  visits  at  several  of  the  Catholic  gentlemen's  homes, 
*x^d  he  had  peeped  behind  scenes  where  their  eyes  were 
^^ver  allowed  to  penetrate. 

Be  had  watched  the  puritans  speaking  to  Everard  at 

^*^  Tillage  festival ;  and  whatever  Everard  might  pretend 

^  do^  he  for  one  felt  certain  that  he  had  seen  the  fair- 

^^•^  gentleman  before. 

An  "  0  Lord  !"  with  a  strange  grimace,  behind  Mr. 
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Mulsbo's  back,  and  a  sort  of  pirouette  which  cc 
tinued  some  time,  had  been  his  way  of  cxpicaBing  hi 
little  faith  he  attached  to  Everaid's  dedaration  that 
knew  them  not. 

Fabian  walked  out  this  morning  meditating  witi 
half  wise,  half  vacant  face  upon  these  things,  and 
wandered  along  without  well  knowing  where  he  we 
till  he  had  passed  by  the  little  church,  and  entered  1 
wood  beyond.  He  took,  without  any  particular  inti 
tion,  a  narrow,  imfrequented  path,  b^rt  with  deep  £ 
and  bilberry  bushes,  and  overhung  by  the  thick  brand 
of  the  trees;  it  opened  suddenly  upon  a  little  gll 
formed  by  the  wide-spread  arms  of  the  huge  oak  tiei 

How  sweetly  sang  the  thrushes  through  the  wo< 
how  prettily  fluttered  the  busy  wild  birds  at  their  ha| 
toils;  he  sat  down  upon  the  bench  half  occupied  ^ 
his  own  thoughts,  half  engaged  in  watching  these  gl 
some  creatures. 

"  It  is  a  blessed  world,"  thought  he,  "  let  them 
what  they  will  about  it;  and  what  a  pity  that  great  < 
beast,  man,  was  ever  created  to  spoil  this  paradise.  A 
yet  if  they  would  only  let  him  alone,  evil  beast  as  he 
he'd  not  be  so  very  bad  neither.  That  Everard  n< 
he's  a  good  sort  of  youth,  and  a  true;  or  woidd  hi 
been,alack  !I  had  better  say,  for  my  bauble  to  an  old  wi 
distaff,  but  that  was  a  hugeous  lie  he  told  last  night* 

**  Did  you  speak?'  said  a  voice,  close  behind  him. 

He  turned — a  tall,  dark-eyed  woman  in  a  tatta 
garment  stood  there;  she  was  yet  young,  her  jetbli 
eyes  glittered  with  a  wild  energy,  and  her  long  bk 
hair  hung  in  elf  locks  round  a  lace,  whose  beautc 
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or^^  shape  ud  finely-cut  feaUues  bespoke  her  of  the 
fK^yikDovm  gipsy  xaoe. 

**  Jester,  were  you  speaking  to  me  ?*' 
^  Not  exactly,  mistress/'  said  Fabian ;  ^^  I  was  speak- 
ugy  I  beliere,  to  a  person  &r  less  worth  speaking  with; 
luunely,  my  unfortunate  and  sadly  jesting  self,  but 
"thence  are  you  ?' 

"  I  dept  by  the  wUd  fox's  lair,  last  night,"  said  she, 
''ttid  I  heard  the  owls  screech  and  hoot  to  the  weary 
^iuidering  moon.     There,"  pointing  to  a  dry  sandy 
i'^,  where  there  did  appear  to  be  a  fox's  earth,  or  a  lair 
^  S(Hne  wild  animal,  overhung  with  straggling  brush- 
wood, "  I  came  to  sleep  therej  for  I  had  had  a  battle 
''ith  Hugo,  and  he  beat  me. — ^The  wild  beasts  of  the 
forest  are  less  savage  than  man,  so  I  came  to  rest  there." 
**  Why,  mistress,  I  think  I  saw  you  on  the  green  yes- 
^^t^y  spelUng  fortunes  among  the  silly  village  maidens, 
*^d  I  saw  that  fierce  gipsy  youth  waiting  for  you,  as 
^  thought,  behind  the  holly  bush.    Did  you  quarrel 
•Jk^ut  the  testers  with  which  they  crossed  your  hand?" 
**  The  testers  ?' — contemptuously, —  "  no,  no,  he  was 
^t  waitbg  or  caring  for  me." 

*  •  Jealous !"  said  Fabian ;  "  does  that  civilised  vice  in- 
*^^^  you  denizens  of  the  woods?  I  thought  you  were  free 
^  that  at  least." 

Ber  eyes  sparkled.    "  Those  who  have  but  one  trea- 

•^^^  upon  earth  know  how  to  prize  it.    No,  no  . .  .  you 

*^^y  call  the  feeUng  what  you  will,  but  this  I  know,  if 

Qtigo  gave  me  cause,  his  life  or  mine,  it  would  matter 

*^^itii^ — ^but  let  our  quarrels  alone,  they  were  never  meant 

V>  fiunish  matter  for  the  mirth  of  fools.    Look  nearer 


home,  there's  love  more  worth  yotir  thinking  aboat  gwng . 
on  between  the  dainty  mistreas  of  the  manaoa  and  thai 
Everaid.'' 

'*  Thai  Everud— and  wherefore  Aat  ETeiraid  ?  me> 
thinks  this  is  a  mi^tj  indeooioiis  way  of  speaking  of 
hinu** 

^^  He's  a  handsome  minion  enough/'  replied  the  gipBJTt 
^^  to  those  who  like  soch  Saxon  features — the  diildienof 
the  son  for  me.  But  there's  one  I  We  and  leverenoe 
upon  this  earth,  and  that's  your  master  there  at  the 
great  house,  and  that  youth  is  not  dealing  truly  by 

him  ** 

Fabian  started  .  • . 

"  Those  men  he  spoke  with,  you  ampletons  take^ 

perhaps  for  that  which  they  pretended  to  look  like 

godly  puritans !  and  you  did  not  guess  that  I  knew 
them  to  be  black  Jesuits.  Oh!"  she  went  on  rapidly 
and  bitterly,  ''  I  know  them,  and  I  watch  them  welL 
— the  whole  host  of  them — ^priests,  monks,  friars,  blade 
white,  and  gray,  and  this  last  spawn  of  the  eviL 
one  the  Jesuits.  I  was  but  a  dbild — but  it  is  burned^ 
in  here.  The  father  who  nurtured  me — and  the  motheir 
who  bore  me — ^I  saw  them  both  in  their  son  bembur 
there  in  the  grand  square  at  Madrid,  the  poor  ignorant 
gipsies — ^bumt  alive  by  the  black  hideous  Inquisition^ 
It  fixed  here.  Oh,  those  priests !  those  priests !  woe  tc^ 
those  who  haye  dealings  with  them,  and  that  Everarl 
has  dealings  with  them.  •  . .  Those  two  were  last  nigh* 
here." 

Fabian  twisted  and  untwisted  his  1^,  laid  hold  of 
his  lips  with  his  fingers,  and  sat  in  that  expressive  atti- 
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tade  which  beloDgs  to  peiplezity,  yexation,  and  atten- 
^Km  oomfained. 

*'I  lay  under  the  greenwood  bough  last  night,  and 
I  itaa  kept  awake  as  I  told  jou  by  the  hooting  owls,  and 
I  aaw  a  fiur  youth  and  a  black  priest  talking  under  the 
'Shadow  of  that  little  church  there;  and  after  that,  when 
'^  iras  gone  away,  as  I  lay  crouching  in  the  thicket, 
I  heard  those  two  evil  ones  settling  their  devil's  devices 
by  the  light  of  the  all  holy  stars. . .  Tou  go  and  tell  old 
'toUio  of  this;  let  him  beware  what  he  does  with  that 
sweet  lamb  his  daughter.  If  sacrificed  she  must  be,  let 
It  be  on  the  holy  altar  of  God  and  not  at  an  oficring  to 
^Q  evil  one  ;  did  I  not  tell  them  their  line  of  life  was 
flooded  with  blood?' 

And  so  saying,  she  turned  abruptly  away  and  was 
gone. 

The  jester  watched  her  as  she  plunged  through  the 
^ckets — ^thcn  he  took  up  his  bauble,  adjusted  his 
^H^,  and  sauntered  idly  towards  the  house. 

Xhey  were  sitting  at  breakfast  in  the  withdrawing- 
^Oom,  as  he  came  in. 

The  two  yoimg  people  side  by  ride — Everard  en- 
^'^'^y  occupied  with  his  Evelyn — and  she  with  a  look 
^^>»e  shy  and  conscious  than  before,  was  answering 
^iiti  almost  in  a  whisper,  while  her  eyes  were  fixed 
^^Hjn  the  table  before  her. 

Itf r.  Mulsho  and  Mr.  Warner  were  on  the  other  ride, 
^d  Mr.  Mulsho  had  what  was  called  a  news-letter  in 
'^  hand;  a  very  rare  and  imperfect  substitute  for  a 
^^^^wpaper. 

He  read  it,  sighed,  and  laid  it  down. 
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^^More  guilt — and  more  cruelty,"  was  all  he  aaidt 
turning  from  his  untasted  breakfast  ^*  Bead  it,  Mr. 
Warner.*' 

The  old  man  took  the  news-letter,  and  as  he  read  it, 
his  countenance  assumed  a  character  of  the  deepeab 
sorrow. 

**  Again r  he  said;  '^ohI  where  will  this  end? 
where  can  it  end  but  in  the  destruction  of  our  rehgionZ 
— or  in  the  destruction  of  this  kingdom  so  wisdy  go- 
verned— so  prosperous  and  so  happy.  • . .  Villanous  aaifl 
detestable  practices — and  bloody  and  fearful  retribu- 
tion !" 

Everard  lifted  up  his  head,  and  begged  to  know  oJ 
what  they  were  speaking. 

*'  Three  more  priests  have  been  tried,  found  guilty^. 
and  are  condemned  to  death  for  treasonable  practices 
— and  upon  a  fresh  suspicion  of  attempted  assassina.- 
tion." 

"  Impossible ! — ^what  injurious  suspicions — ^what  bar- 
barity and  injustice !" 

^*  The  suspicions  are,  I  fear,  but  too  well  grounded. 
These  practices  have  been  but  too  common.  This  royal 
woman  has  but  too  often  been  exposed  to  the  assassin'^ 
knife.    It  is  a  hateftil  subject . . . ." 

Everard  was  silent. 

He  knew  these  men  well  whom  a  few  days  would 
consign  to  the  scaffold. 

He  believed  them  in  this  instance  to  be  innocent  of 
the  designs  attributed  to  them.     Suspicion  was  but  too 
well  justified  by  the  avowed  principles  of  their  party; 
but  then  he  had  only  known  these  men  as  the  advo- 


FATHEB  DARCT.  205 

^tes  (3l  snbmiflnon  and  promoters  of  peace.  The  one 
"^^  a  most  aocompliflhed  scholar  and  polished  gentle- 
^"^^•f  had  devoted  himself,  as  he  believed,  from  prin- 
^pks  of  the  purest  and  most  disinterested  nature  to  the 
^Qglttli  mission.  He  was  beloved  and  respected,  and 
J^y  beloved  and  respected,  in  Everard's  opinion,  by 
^  whole  CSatholic  body,  by  whom  he  was  regarded 
"^^  all  the  reverence  due  to  a  saint. 

That  there  had  been  murderous  designs  going  on, 

'^^t  be  too  true,  but  this  gentleman  must  be  igno- 

'^  of  them.    He  must  have  fallen  a  victim  into  the 

'^^iiGs  laid  for  him  by  informers,  and  to  the  barba- 

''^  policy  mentioned  by  Mr.  Darcy. 

The  heart  of  Everard  bled  inwardy  as  he  thought  oi 

^^^ese  things. 

There  might  be  many  at  this  time  in  England,  who 

'^^  deserved  the  sentence  of  high  treason;  but  this 

^''^ftii  was  assuredly  not  one  of  them. 

It  was  a  martyrdom  and  a  sacrifice,  and  as  such  the 

^Hole  Catholic  body  must  regard  it. 

*^  Barbarous  injustice  !*'  he  muttered  again  to  himself. 

•*  You  know  him,  then?'  faltered  Evelyn. 

fint  he  was  dlent    At  that  moment  he  feared  by  a 

pliable  to  lead  to  the  detection  of  some  other  connected 

^tb  this  business — ^he  felt,  what  we  should  now  call,  a 

^^^K^ons  fear  of  compromising  any  one  of  that  body  of 

^ligious  professors,  over  whom  this  event  threw,  in  his 

^^^^^agination,  a  sort  of  sacred  halo. 

He  thought  of  the  conversation  of  last  night,  and 

"Pondered  at  the  indifference  to  his  party  which  he  had 

^'^t  aad  displayed. 


?!.^ 
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Communication  vntii  those  who  could  so  little 
his  feelings  was  iiritating  to  him;  he  xose  from  his 
and  wandered  out  into  the  garden. 

Mr.  Warner  and  Mr.  Mulsho  watched  him,  and  die 
looked  at  each  other. 

Evelyn,  saddened  and  weary,  retired  to  her  oim 
room,  where,  incapable  of  emplojrment,  she  sat  down  av 
her  head  sinking  upon  her  breast,  remained  insenaib 
to  every  thing  but  her  own  disquieting  reflections. 

''  He  is  one  of  them.  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  i'C 
said  Mr.  Mulsho,  after  a  pause,  and  with  a  ogh. 

The  old  priest  could  only  repeat  the  sigh. 

''  And  truth,  confidence,  and  plain  dealing,  are  at  i 
end,''  added  his  friend. 

"  Nuncle,"  interrupted  the  jester,  looking  in  at  'fc 
window. 

"  No  foolery,  good  lad,  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Mulsl 
impatiently. 

''  Mr.  Mulsho,"  said  the  youth,  putting  his  heai 
and  looking  cautiously  roxmd  the  room,  "  there  w^ 
other  disguises  abroad  yester  even  besides  Friar  Tc^ 
and  Maid  Marian." 

"  Have  I  not  told  you  to  forbear  your  foolery,  joxM^ 
man?" 

"  Sir," — and  he  sprang  in  through  the  windoi^- 
"  have  a  care  what  you  are  about.  Two  fiswes  im^ 
one  hood  was  never  good  heraldry.  Have  a  car^" 
and  ask  that  fine  young  gentleman  what  he  was  doi^ 
when  the  clock  struck  twelve  last  night'' 

**  What  do  you  mean?** 

"  He's  no  better  than  the  rest  of  'em — ^that's  all-" 
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vA  can  play  hide  and  seek,  and  bo-peep  for  a  wager — 
^'Warned  fore-armed,  it  is  said,  and  so  the  fool's 
^iie  a  fool's  errand,  and  is  gone." 

And  he  was  hastening  to  make  his  exit  by  the  way 
^  had  entered,  but  Mr.  Mulsho  stopped  him. 

**  Speak  more  plainly,  Fabian,"  he  said,  with  a  voice 
^f  authority,  ^  this   foolery  is  neither    pleasant    nor 
'^'iJely,  teU  me  at  once  what  you  mean — ^my  anxieties 
*^iiot  to  be  trifled  with." 

'*  My  dear  and  honoured  master,"  said  the  boy,  now 

'^.ying  aside  all  his  affectation,  "  the  Holy  Virgin  be  my 

^^^tneas,  that  I  would  not  trifle  with  you  for  the  world 

^these  are  sharp  times,  and  there  are  gins,  snares, 

^^^^d  pit&lls  spread  for  us  on  every  ride;   I  thought 

would  have  understood  the  poor  jester  at  a  word. 

,t  young  man  is  imposing   upon  you,  sir;    those 

^le  not  puritan  divines  with  whom  he  exchanged 

^^>Tirtede8  on  the  green  last  night.    He  knew  what 

^^«-<y  were  well  enough,  and  had  seen  them  often  and 

^4\en  before — ^but  ask  me  nothing  more:  they  may  be 

•3^  hold  of  thee,  mine  honoured  master,  and  who 

WB— and  thou  wouldst  be  loath  to  betray  the  poor 

">ol  to  the  question — ask  nothing  more  of  me — ask  the 

■young  man. — ^May  I  go?" 


-  ^y.' 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

*'  Then  as  mj  gift,  and  thine  own  aeqniiition 

Worthily  purchased,  take  my  child.** 


"  You  say  you  love  my  daughter — you  speak  o 
presumption  in  aspiring  to  her  hand — a  young  mail) 
such  as  I  once  esteemed  you  to  be,  Sir  Everardi  it  htf 
been  the  ambition  of  my  life  to  call  son-in-law." 

"  Once  thought !" 

Mr.  Mulsho  took  no  notice  of  the  interruption,  Iml 
proceeded: 

''  In  times  so  perplexed  as  these  in  which  we  live^ 
a  man  tottering  upon  the  brink  of  the  grave,  wid 
one  only  object  of  interest  left  on  earth — ^may  hok 
himself  excused,  if  with  anxiety  he  looks  to  the  oba 
racter  of  those  under  whose  protection  his  deaiea 
treasure  shall  be  placed." 

There  was  a  pause  here — and  Everard  for  the  first  tim 
observed  that  there  was  a  slight  difficulty  and  check  o 
the  breath  in  Mr.  Mulsho*s  speaking. 

''  Your  life,  sir,  I  hope  will  still  be  long  and  happyJ 

'*  Happy!"  said  Mr.  Mulsho^  ''  it  has  not  been  ti 
be  so  called  since  the  mother  of  my  Evelyn  died. — ^M^ 
happiness  will  be  in  following  her  to  that  better  world 
where,  after  the  restless  troubles  of  this,  it  is  permittee 
to-  us  to  hope  for  peace ....  my  life  received  a  blo^ 


TATHEB  DABOT.  209 

wW  ihat  tie  was  seveiedi  what  it  has  not  and  cannot 
'coover ;  but  the  love  for  my  Evelyn  has  forced  me  to  live 
<^<i^— « trace,  however,  with  so  poor  a  subject  as  myself. 
Ihete  was  a  time  when  I  thought  my  task  was  well- 
^h  ended:  that  in  resigning  her  to  your  care,  I 
had  found  for  her  a  shelter  from  those  storms  which 
seem  impending  over  our*  path,  and  which  will  rend 
domestic  life  .  .  .  but  I  was  flattering  myself." 

"I  cannot  pretend — ^it  would  be  rash  and  presump- 
tooosinme,  young  as  I  am  to  vow  ....  but  if  a  love 
nd  tenderness  the  most  sincere — if  a  desire  the  most 
odent,  a  resolution  the  most  sacred,  to  preserve  her  from 
creiy  evil,  and  render  her  happy  might  avail  .  .  y 

Mr.  Mulsho  looked  at  his  young,  simple,  and  most 
l^autiful  countenance,  as  he  spoke  with  an  earnestness 
of  purpose  which  could  not  be  mistaken:  he  gazed 
iipon  him  a  short  time  in  his  thoughtful  manner,  and 
fl^  at  last  said: 

"The  desire  of  my  life  has  been  to  unite  my  child 
^  one,  a  stranger  to  those  principles,  and  to  those 
intngues  which  have  been  lately  to  so  fearful  an  extent 
Cttried  on  among  those — professing  what  was  once  the 
^hthmans  religion.  Have  I  succeeded  in  this,  Sir 
ETetard?' 

Eyeiard  coloured  deeply,  and  cast  down  his  eyes:  he 
i^ilected  a  moment  or  two. 

At  last  he  seemed  to  have  taken  his  resolution,  and 
aid: 

"Where  a  full  and  candid  avowal  would  be  incon- 

« 

••teit  with  honour  and  good  faith,  the  only  course  left 
fi^aman  to  pursue,  is  to  acknowledge  that  such  an 

o 
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avowal  caimot  be  made  .  •  .  These  ate  queiMifli 
on  which  I  must  beseech  your  indulgence  if  I  re 
answer,  but  they  are  questions  between  mjadf  a 
own  conscience^  with  yUnck  I  trust  the  luqppn 
others  hafth  nothing  to  da" 

'*  Fatdi  exception  I  unnatnrel  position  I  wha 
deepest  convictions  a£  man's  heart  are  baned  and 
held  from  the  partner  of  his  life — when  that  wl 
most  interesting,  most  sacred  £a£  human  nature 
theme  upon  which  beings  bound  by  the  dearest  am 
sacred  of  ties  are  not  allowed  together  to  enter. 
&tal  disunions  in  states  and  in  families !  what  ] 
and  what  private  happiness  will  be  sacnficedto 
new  and  pernicious  doctrines  I  But  I  ask  no  fiirthi 
Eveiard,  one  sentence  is  sufficient  to  explain  yom 
tion  to  me;  like  others  of  your  age  and  characte 
invisible  snare  has  entrapped  you.  Alas!  ooul 
spoiler  not  spare  one  T' 

<<  The  times  are  so  difficult,*'  said  Everard,  e 
vouring  to  subdue  the  pain  with  which  he  listen 
this  speech,  the  truth  of  which  found  but  too  j 
response  in  his  own  feelings,  '^  that  it  is  not  ea 
discover  where  the  true  path  of  duty  lies.  The  gri 
penalties  imposed  by  the  law  upon  certain  acts  oi 
devotion,  which,  I  acknowledge  that  I  reverence  i 
very  depths  of  my  spirit,  render  secrecy  the  fizsl 
of  every  honourable  and  of  every  conscientious 
I  have  been  taught  that  such  secrecy  admits  o 
exceptions,  and  that  things  which  are  to  remain  fail 
must  be  repeated  to  no  one— on  many  passages  h 
past  life,  my  lips  axe  doeed^  but  of  the  fiituxeit  nu 
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ilWed  me  to  qpeak.  Mr.  Mnlsho  is  mistaken  if  he 
l^^eves  it  to  be  m j  intention  to  sabmit  my  life  and 
OTMciaiee,  as  many  others  have  done,  to  the  guidance 
^  deprecates.  It  is  my  purpose,  and  has  been  my 
pnctice,  young  as  I  am,  to  ask  questions  of  myself,  and 
IS  for  the  intrigues  to  which  he  alludes,  it  has  been, 
ttdis,  my  firm  determination  to  keep  aloof  from  them. 
Common  gratitude  to  the  sovereign  to  whom  I  owe  so 
vach,  would  make  me  a  Tery  unfit  person  to  enter  into 
^oiiies  as  to  the  Talidily  of  the  title  by  which  she 
Udi  her  sceptre:  and  as  for  those  darker  practices  of 
^Uch  men  have  been  accused  who  are  actually  exposing 
^lianflelyes  every  hour  to  martyrdom  for  the  sake  of 
<Aen,  all  I  can  say  is,  I  know  nothing  of  them,  and 
owieoYer  I  do  not  believe  in  them." 

Hie  eye  of  Mr.  Mulsho  glistened  as  he  again  fixed 
^^n  the  speaking  countenance  of  the  young  man: 
^  wu  impossible  for  goodness,  truth,  and  simplicity,  to 
k  wntten  in  fairer  or  more  imquestionable  characters 
On  the  human  fiioe. 

'*  Such  as  I  am — such  as  I  have  been" — ^he  continued, 
^th  a  spirit  and  dignity  that  was  infinitely  lovely,  for 
^  Was  the  unaffected  dignity  of  a  heart  secure  in  the 
^tode  of  its  own  intentions:  ''  Such  as  I  am — such 
••  I  have  been — ^it  remains  with  you  to  say  whether 
T^  iweet  Evelyn  can  be  intrusted  to  my  care.  But 
hefoie  I  ask  it»  let  me  acknowledge  what  I  think  you 
^'^t  to  know — and  which  I  may,  without  injustice  to 
^^^i^  confess.  I  was  out  great  part  of  last  night  with- 
^  the  knowledge  of  any  one.  Things  insignificant  in 
fteottdves  have  in  these  times   significance.      It  is 

02 
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not  my  intention  to  render  any  account  of  the  caiues  of 
absence — ^but  I  think  you  ought  to  be  informed  of  it." 

'^  I  knew  it  before/'  said  Mr.  Mulsho,  *'  and  thatwtf 
the  cause  of  the  explanation  of  this  morning,  which  luM 
led  on  your  part,  to  the  avowal  of  an  affection  whidi 
would  do  the  daughter  of  any  man  honour  .... 

"  Upon  one  such  as  you  are  now"— endeavouring  to 
conceal  his  anxiety  ;  ''  upon  one  such  as  you  still  ai^ 
Sir  Everard — ^I  would  consider  myself  blest  to  confa 
my  child  ....  but  how  long — ^how  long  .  .  .  ?' 

'*  Of  the  future  it  is  vain  for  man  to  boast — ^into  tbe 
future  it  is  vain  for  man  to  inquire  too  curiously:  it  is 
your  own  sentiment,  sir,  which  I  repeat.** 

**  True — true" — ^and  he  sank  back  and  seemed  lost  in 
reflection. 

Had  it  not  been  for  the  large  estates  which  were  to 
accompany  the  gift  of  Evelyn's  hand, .  Everard  would 
have  pressed  his  suit  in  a  far  more  importunate 
manner;  and  had  not  his  own  secret  conscience  ao- 
knowledged  the  justice  of  Mr.  Mulsho's  apprehensionSt 
he  might  have  been  hurt  and  offended  at  these  hesita* 
tions  and  uncertainties. 

As  it  was  he  stood  with  his  arms  folded,  and  his  head 
bent  down — ^gravely  expecting  the  final  decision  of  the 
anxious  father.  But  there  was  a  strange  contradiction 
in  his  feeUngs.  Loving  her  as  he  did — ^all  his  prospects 
of  happiness  dependent  upon  her,  and  upon  her  alone— 
what  was  it  that  had  made  the  heart  of  Everard  beat 
with  secret  terror,  and  almost  inclined  him  to  wish  that 
his  suit  might  be  after  all  rejected  ?  What  was  it  that 
hung  like  a  cloud  upon  his  mind,  darkening  the  future 
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ivith  indescribable  melancholy?  His  purposes  were 
what  lie  bad  aveired;  be  never  had  taken  part,  and  be 
never  intended  to  take  a  part,  in  those  questionable  in- 
tdgues  which  bis  reason  and  his  conscience  alike  disap- 
froved.  What  was  there  which  hung  as  it  were  a  dark 
cortain  between  him  and  that  future  which  every  cir- 
comstance  in  life  seemed  calculated  to  render  peaceful 
ndKappy? 

"I  honour  your  forbearance/'  said  Mr.   Mulsho, 

U&g  up  his  head  at  length :   ''your  patience  with  the 

<Katations  and  anxieties  of  a  father  are  of  a  piece  with 

Aat  temper  which  has  appeared  to  me,  ever  since  I  knew 

70Q,  as  one  of  the  most  candid  and  indulgent  that 

®ver  graced  a  human  being.      Whence  the  strange  re- 

*Qctance  arises  with  which  I  accede  to  a  proposal  which 

■80118  to  crown  almost  every  wish  I  could  form,  I 

<>iaiot  telL     Shall  I  own  it? — for  we  have  all  our  weak 

^  superstitious  moments — I  feel  at  this  instant  as  if 

^y  better  angel  were  crying  out  and  urging  me  in  a 

^^  not    to  be  resisted,  to  refuse    your  proflfered 

'^^    And  yet,"  and  he  again  cast  his  anxious  in- 

9^g  eye  upon  that  coimtenance,  so  full  of  tender 

^flooght  and  the  loveliness  of  truth  and  candour :   **  And 

Jet...."  then  rising  and  suddenly  taking  Everard's 

'^j  **  away  with  these  imworthy  doubts  and  evil  an- 

^pations;  let  me  frankly  avow,  you  are  the  only  man 

'"poa  earth  on  whom  I  could  with  pleasure  bestow  my 

^^— take  her — she  is  yours.    I  ask  no  pledges — I  sti- 

I^te  for  no  conditions — your  conscience  and  your 

**«ttt  will  comprehend  the  full  extent  of  the  confidence 

I  wpose  in  them.    She  is  yours,  Everard." 


sr 
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Even  at  that  yety  moment  of  joy,  a  SftdneaB,  a 
the  grave — an  inexpresBible  foreboding  of  socxow — i 
like  a  dark  cloud  over  the  spirits  of  Everaid. 

Wasita  presentiment  of  early  death,  such  as  itia 
sometimes  possesses  the  soul,  and  is  usually  verified 
the  result,  or  what  was  it  ?  But  whatever  the  ci 
her  happiness  he  vowed  to  secure — ^that  precious  dq 
heat  least  could  promise  himself  to  hold  saored — «B 
for  his  own — why  that  must  be  as  it  must  be. .  •  • 

The  contradictions  within,  the  doubts  and  oonfioi 
the  distracting  uncertainties  that  beset  him,  tnnib 
that  sanctuary  of  the  inner  being,  wherein  if  thee 
not  peace,  little  avails  the  prosperity  without^ 
bade  this  ill-fated  young  man  to  anticipate  that  hi 
ness  which  every  external  circumstance  seemec 
promise  him. 


From  that  moment  a  tender  melancholy  seeme 
possess  him. 

The  demonstrations  of  his  love  for  the  sweet  young 
bestowed  upon  him,  had  a  softness,  a  sadness, 
tenderness  all  so  exquisitively  blended,  that  never 
lover  seem  to  possess  so  magical  a  power  over 
affections. 

Evelyn  b^an  to  love  him  witii  that  devoted  ai 
ness  of  passion  which  is  the  blest  possession  of  a  1 
that  has  never  loved  but  one;  and  which  finds  in 
one  those  depths  of  tenderness,  which  fill  every  d 
of  the  souL 
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This  mystical  and  apparently  foollsli  language  will 

be  understood  by  some. 
She  lived  in  liim  and  for  him.    To  have  him  by  her 

Af  silent  as  he  now  often  was — ^for  his  heart  was 
fiiDof  all  the  deep  sadness  of  such  a  love; — ^to  walk 
with  liim  throngh  the  twilight  shades  of  those  yew-cut 
hneios,  whidi  they  both  seemed  to  choose  in  pre- 
^Rnoe  to  the  sonny  walks  of  the  garden;  her  hand  in 
^  and  pressed  against  his  heart — ^not  a  look,  not  a 
fiUde  ezcbanged. ...  all  this  filled  the  heart  of  the 
J9ag  gid  with  a  sense  of  exquisite  felicityi  of  which 
Aeirodld  in  general  can  perhaps  form  little  idea. 

Hat  Toioe  of  his— that  dear,  dear  Toice  when  he 
tt  ipeak.  What  music,  what  worlds  of  character  in 
its  tones! — ^It  was  like  some  sweet  and  mournful  melody 
to  her  ear,  which  we  catch  at  intervals,  and  which 
pionges  the  soul  into  a  dreamy  labyrinth  of  delicious 
iBdmdioly,  fiur  more  dear  to  the  heart  than  all  that 
Bnth  or  laughter  can  bestow. 

So  passed  the  wooing  time  away — ^the  marriage  was 
wd)  and  very  soon  to  take  place:  but  the  story  leads 
^ttm  to  sterner  and  darker  matters. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

''The  niMter-piece  of  Imowledge  is  to  know 
Bat  what  is  good,  Arom  what  is  good  in  show," 

Qmf\ 

A  C0N8IDEUABLE  time  had  elapsed  fiinoe  that 
entertaininent  in  the  palace  of  Old  Westminster^ 
all  these  yoxmg  people  with  whom  I  have  endeai 
to  make  you  acquainted,  had  met  together  to  enj 

During  that  period,  many  events  had  ha{ 
which  were  influential  upon  their  future  fate. 

The  first  and  most  important  was  the  trial  an) 
demnation  of  the  priests. 

All  eSbits  to  rescue  them,  or  to  avert  the  1 
sentence  for  high  treason  were  of  no  avaiL  Mr.  ] 
as  some  believed,  had  made  imparallcled  efforts  i] 
cause,  for  his  wide  extended  secret  influence  put 
and  engines  into  his  power,  of  which  even  hi 
friends  were  little  aware ;  but  whether  his  exertiox] 
as  strenuous  as  he  pretended,  might  be  doubt 
those  who  knew  him  welL  The  man  who  was  al 
suffer  was  his  superior  in  rank,  in  learning  and 
city;  and  the  influence  he  exercised,  more  extend* 
of  a  nature  more  flattering  to  self-love,  than  ths 
sessed  by  Mr.  Darcy  himself. 

How  far  he  was  engaged  in  the  late  conspiza 
aasaadnate  the  queen,  for  which  he  su£kred|  d 
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Nearly  appear;  thougli  doubtless  deeply  and  ardently 
engaged  in  those  intrigues  for  securing  a  Catholic,  and 
if  possible  a  Spanish  successor  to  the  throne,  in  which 
lihe  whole  party  were  so  deeply  engaged. 

The  veiy  imperfect  manner  of  obtaining  evidence  in 
matteiB  of  treason,  and  {he  very  erroneous  manner  in 
^rhich  condnsions  were  drawn,  which  would  appear 
noostoous  in  our  present  courts  of  justice,  added  to  the 
Uiit  of  substituting  what  might  be  conddered  well- 
graanded  sospidon  on  the  part  of  the  judge  for  a  rigid 
■Ki^  of  testimony, — ^had  led  in  this  case,  as  it  had  so 
^Aeadone  in  others,  to  a  sentence  the  groxmds  of  which 
irere  any  thing  but  condusive. 

It  cannot  be  matter  of  surprise,  therefore,  that,  with 
the  dispodtion  on  the  part  of  the  Catholics  to  regard 
•▼cry  one  of  their  party  who  suffered  for  treasonable 
piactices  as  martyrs  to  religion,  these  men  excited 
nore  than  ordinary  pity  and  reverence,  and  that  their 
condemnation  to  a  horrible  death  excited  the  whole 
P^  in  an  extraordinary  d^ree. 

^  barbarous  punishments  of  those  days  cast  a 
^ottox  inexpressible  over  the  sentences  of  the  law,  and 
^'^as  such  punishments  ever  must,  in  maintaining  in 
ne  characters  of  men  an  indifference  to,  if  not  an  abso- 
^  tliiret  for  cruelty.  These  terrible  examples  were  as  a 
^of  dieadfiil  education  in  barbarity;  and  that  passion 
^  icirenge  was  kept  alive,  which  furnished  but  too 
P^^'^'^erfiil  materials  to  the  priests  in  their  operations  upon 
•he  human  mind. 
•Hie  insemdbili^  of  the  priests  themsdves  to  these 
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dreadful  scenes  of  crime  and  retiibiitiflai  in  wUdi  tiba 
inTolved  so  many,  is  sufElcient  to  appal  the  mind. 

The  superior  who  was  to  sufiEer  upon  this  octiwiini 
was,  as  has  been  said,  most  deeply  reverenced  and  b 
loved, — and  none  had  reverenced  so  de^y,  hoiioaiei 
so  truly,  or  loved  so  devotedly  *  as  the  Lady  Giaoe.  Bj 
him  she  had  been  reconciled  and  instructed;  bjhim  kfl 
late  &ther  had  been  maintained  in  that  high  wfkaid 
enthusiasm  under  the  influence  of  which  he  had  chsflfr 
fully  suffered  so  much;  he  was  the  finend,  the  advini) 
the  instructor  of  them  all;  and  it  was  he  who  )mi 
cherished  in  her  tender  mind  that  dayosilaon  to  aevOR 
ascetic  devotion  and  to  hennc  sel^sacrifioe,  which  wi 
soon  to  take  so  fiital  a  direction. 

His  condemnation  to  death  had  produced  the  mci 
fearful  eSect  upon  her  character — ^it  can  only  be  cooi 
pared  to  that  blast  from  the  desert,  which  is  said  t 
wither  and  destroy  all  the  sweet  refireshing  influencci 
of  life.  That  heart,  with  all  its  strong  aflbcdona,  la; 
as  a  heap  of  ashes.  It  was  not  grief,  it  was  not  sorron 
it  vras  no  feeling  that  deserved  a  name  in  whid 
access  or  consolation  could  nungle — ^it  was  a  dee| 
harrowing  sense  of  despair,  embittered  by  those  hand 
demands  for  retribution  and  vengeance,  which  he 
mistaken  religious  views  had  cherished  even  in  her* 

A  something  strangely  determined,  a  sometfaiD^ 
almost  desperate,  might  be  read  in  the  expreanon  9 
her  fiuse ;  which  spoke  of  excruciating  grief,  ™™g^^ 
with  the  bitterest  indignation. 

The  awful  resolution  to  which  aU  this  led — ^paztlj 
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tiieeftek  of  ibai  ugommsig  desiieto  share  his 
pvdy  of  a  pasmonate  wish  to  attend  his  diead  pilgnm- 
9  to  the  end — and  portly  of  a  resolution  to  honour 
Ae  loartfr^i  day  of  suffering  by  the  self-deyotion  of 
inifiiQMb — ^would  be  xead  with  astonished  incredulity, 
w  not  the  Ubtory  of  the  past  afiEbrd  but  too  maay 
^^mples  of  the  like  nature. 

I  flhall  not  attempt  to  work  up  the  narration  into  this 
^Bitaiy*-!  shall  leave  it  as  I  found  it,  in  all  the  rude 
^^g^ieaoe  of  the  original  narrator,  finr  I  myself  am 
Vi^  incapable  of  the  theme. 

SnlBke  it  here  to  say,  that  from  that  day  forward, 

^XBoe  Vauz  was  never  the  same — she  became  like  one 

■^Jtaiid  and  stricken  by  the  hand  of  God — a  wanderer 

^ipQii  the  earth,  and  a  stranger  to  every  tender  or  £Eani- 

h«r  sentiment  that  unites  human  society. 


2^  Fragment 

^'He  is  about  to  die  a  martyr  for  his  holy  church — 
diall  not  II....  shall  this  cowardly  flesh  shrink  and 
9[^ver — shall  this  poor  spirit  &int  merely  at  witness- 
^'K^  bis  soflferings?  No,  no,  Robert,  with  that  holy 
^^^Hnia  I  will  go — ^I  wiU  go." 

**  Yet  hear  me,  Grace,"  said  he,  looking  at  her  with 
^'^  expression  which  a  devout  and  fervent  heart  casts 
^towards  the  blessed  Queen  of  Heaven; ''  hear  me, 
3^  heart  of  man  dies  within  him,  even  at  the  bare 
^^^tifeginatioik  of  suck  ascene.    How  can  you,  saint  and 
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liicdy  as  you  are — how  can  you  hope  to  endme  it 
KYer 

'*  I  shall  liYe,"  said  she,  with  abeaotifiil  and  lil 
smile;  **  I  shall  live,  belieye  me — ^I  am  made  of 
stuff— I  shall  live,  till  I  see  judgment  ejecnted 
this  unholy  and  accuised  nice.     Sooner  or  later, 
geanoe  will  overtake  them.    The  ciy  of  these  martyJ-S 
win  reach  to  Heaven,  and  I  shall  live  to  see  it." 

He  looked  at  her  again;  she  was  hastily  throwing  a 
coarse  sort  of  brown  upper  garment  over  her  fair  wlu^^ 
dress;  she  had  seized  a  pair  of  scissors,  and  was  hepx^'^ 
ning  to  cut  off  her  beautiful  hair;  he  caught  her  haiid* 
"  Not  so— not  so." 

''  Yes,  let  it  be  so,"  said  she,  shaking  him  off  " 
let  me  mourn  like  the  widows  of  Zion,  over  our 
phet  and  our  saint.     Shall  I  wear  again  these  rBX'^ 
jSeedng  ornaments — shall  I  take  part  again  in  this 
and  wicked  world?    Oh,  holy  AnneT'  turning  to 
aged  lady  who  stood  beside  her,  '^  were  this  but 
altar,  and  this  dress  but  the  saintly  veil,  and  this  o1 
tion  the  completion  of  the  sacred  vow  I" . . . .  and  as 
spoke,  she  severed  all  her  beautiful  flowing  tresses 
off,  close  to  her  neck,  and  flimg  them  disdainfully  u] 
the  floor. 

He  offered  no  more  to  interrupt  her;  he  took  up 
hem  of  her  long  hanging  coarse  brown  sleeve, 
kissed  it 

The  aged  nun  stood  looking  mournfully  on  with 
dim  and  sunken  eye,  and  her  withered  hands  weT^' 
shaking  and  trembling  with  age  and  emotion,  but  ^^ 
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iDBwer  when  ihe  Lady  Grace  spoke.  A  vision 
St  was  coming  over  her,  and  she  thought  of 
B  when  ihe  convents  had  been  there  to  afford 
Ixyor  for  the  miserable,  who  could  find  neither 

consolation  elsewhere. 

d  come  up  to  London,  old  and  feeble  as  she 
ihe  Lady  Gbace  upon  this  Christian  errand; 
lad  belonged  to  an  order  of  mercy  whose  part 
follow  men  to  the  fearful  scaflbld,  and  smooth 
passages  to  the  grave. 

were  now  occupying  a  very  small,  obscure 
1  ihe  neighbourhood  of  Paul's,  for  they  wished 
coming  to  be  bruited  abroad;  and  here  Robert, 
ktal  morning,  had  joined  them,  the  two  being 
in  ordinary  habits. 

lad  all  three  come  up  secretly  on  hearing  that 
priest  had  been  arraigned,  and  Robert,  who 
ral  friends  among  the  great  men  at  that  time 
bad  contrived  to  be  present  at  the  trial  in  the 
nber. 

ige  perversion  of  justice  that  trial  appeared  to 
1,  and  most  of  all  to  him,  to  be;  and  yet  there 
de  doubt  that  that  which  the  queen's  majesty 
upon  the  occasion,  was  in  the  main  true;  and 
able  man,  and  holy  saint  and  martyr,  as  he 
dly  was,  suffered  for  his  practices  against  this 
;  heretical  queen,  who,  it  must  in  Christian 
owned,  suffered  none  to  be  pursued  on  account 
^ligion  alone,  but  only  for  their  attempts  (in  a 

and  righteous  cause)  against  her  person  and 
therefore  this  holy  priest  is  to  be  esteemed  a 
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I  wipe  the  death  dew  from  thy  noble  bzow,  i 
blood  drop  from  thy  tortured  breast." 

And  so  in  passive  calmnesSi  grave  and  sot 
walked  she  on  ;  but  Robert's  brow  grew  dark 
n  darker,  and  there  was  the  look  there  of  that  d 

H  angel  of  the  Apocalypse  who  emptied  the  vials  o 

upon  mankind — so  stem,  so  black,  so  cloudy  n 
steadfast  &ice ;  but  neither  did  he  proffer  a  woi 
make  sign  or  gesture,  save  that  once  he  lifted  up  1 
and  met  those  of  the  priest; — and  the  meeting  c 
eyes  said  more  than  ten  thousand  words  conk 
done." 

The  Jesuit's  look  expressed,  *'  My  son,  rememb 
and  Robert's  responded,  '^  While  one  drop  of  bl 
mains  in  this  heart,  it  shall  be  shed  to  avenge  tb( 

They  had,  perchance,  both  of  them  forgotten  tl 
text  which  I  have  read  inscribed  beneath  tha' 
picture  ii\  Venetia  Digby's  Oratory,  where  tl 
troying  angel  waves  the  fiery  sword,  and  it  is  v 
«*  Vengeance  is  mine,  I  will  repay,  saith  the  Lor 

No:  this  holy  priest  was  for  urging  forward  th 
of  the  Lord  to  take  speedy  and  sharp  vengeance  < 
his  judicial  murder,  as  he  esteemed  it ;  and  R 
heart  was  made  of  that  bold  and  manly  stuff 
would  take  wrong  from  no  man,  neither  for  him 
others. 

But  aged  Mother  Anne  was  not  of  this  way  of 
ing,  but  went  slowly  on,  muttering  her  bead 
praying  for  all  the  world — ^for  him  the  martyi 
for  the  conversion  and  salvation  of  her,  the  misg 
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yoi  noUe  queen — ^but  the  Lady  Ghnce  prayed  not;  her 

"whole  lieart  was  full;  indignation  and  grief  were  bitter 

ihoe.    She  thought  but  of  him,  the  martyr  on  that 

Wdle;  and  though  she  lifted  not  up  again  her  eyes, 

ibe  law  but  him;  his  face  was  before  her — ^his  face  led 

Jmt  on;  there  seemed  to  her  neither  saint  in  heaven, 

M  brother  on  earth,  but  one,  and  that  was  him. 

Sren  her  church — ^that  church  for  the  restoration  of 

vlkich,  with  so  many  other  devout  and  holy  ones,  she 

W  leady  to  sacrifice  all  on  earth;  and  hope  of  heaven, 

ifliope  of  heaven  could  be  perilled  by  such  deep 

adf-oblation — even  her  church  was  not  in  her  thoughts. 

It  was  not  that  heresy  triumphed:  it  was  not  that  the 

nuabdievers  would,  in  this  day's  work,  destroy  that  best 

bopeoa  which  the  English  restoration  rested:  it  was 

tliat  be  must  die — that  he,  the  image  enshrined  as  ^vith 

•  glory  in  her  heart — that  he  must  be  no  more — and 

^  gbry  departed. 

I«ng,  long  was  the  dismal  way;  the  day  was  beauti- 
^and  bright,  and  the  heavens  serene  and  clear;  and  the 
^^  ibone,  gilding  with  his  ascending  beams  this  great 
^glorious  sacrifice.  The  crowd  around  was  hushed,  and 
^  as  death.  You  heard  only  the  hurdle  grating  against 
^stones,  and  the  tramp  of  the  yeomen  and  pikemen; 
•^you  flaw,  but  heard  not,  the  foot-fall  of  those  women. 

At  length  they  had  passed  the  streets,  and  entered 
^  broad  and  dusty  way,  bordered  by  green  hedges 
*^  pleasant  fields,  which  led  to  Tyburn  tree:  and 
^^  stood  the  black  gallows,  high  and  threatening,  and 
^  8caffi)ld  and  the  dismal  fire,  and  the  dark  scowlin 
witcber  who  was  to  minister  to  the  law. 


O 
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Wliile  the  dreadful  ceremony  was  ooiunizimiatin^^i 
those  women  stood  apart  and  prayed.  And  when  »V 
was  over,  and  his  eyes  were  clodng  in  death,  fliffV 
they  kneeled  beside  him;  sapportingy  with  jitpsk^ 
hands,  his  iainting  head;  and  she  did  wipe  the  deatlrv^ 
dew  &om  his  poor  pale  face,  and  the  Uood-drope  tax^^ 
his  tortured  breast — while  her  dove  eyes,  patient,  sofltsp 
compassionate,  were  bent  on  his;  and  as  his  closed  i 
death,  their  last  slow,  lingering,  loving  gaze  was 
treasured  in  her  heart  for  ever. 

No,  never — ^never ! — sleeping  or  waking,  alone  or 
company — sorrowing  or  suffering— it  was  always  thep0« 


It  was  over:  with  a  sort  of  death  shudder  the  bocbI 
had  departed.  They  all  three  stood  some  few  mcy 
ments,  to  be  certain  that  all  was  indeed  over;  andthciA 
they  turned,  and  slowly  took  their  way  to  theur  ohKsa^^ 
lodging  again. 

The  tears  dropped  one  by  one  upon  the  clBSpo^ 
hands  of  holy  Mother  Anne,  and  upon  the 
hanging  between  them,  and  low  groans  broke 
time  to  time  from  her  aged  heart;  but  that  young 
and  that  young  man  neither  groaned  nor  wept;  th^J 
walked  in  silence,  side  by  dde,  along  the  streets, 
firm,  composed  steps;  their  faces  bore  both  the 
expiession,  though  of  so  different  a  hue;  for  heis 
white  and  colourless,  and  fixed  as  statuary  marbk^ 
and  his  was  all  blurred  over  with  patches,  as  it  were,  ^^ 
a  lurid  red;  but  they  both  looked  stem,  resolved— fixJ^ 
in  purpose— and  in  that  purpose  you  might  see 


would  be  no  jity,  there  would  be  no  flinohiiig,  theie 
lould  be  no  &ar. 

Tbej  had  hardened  to  stone,  as  it  were,  in  that  dread 
jMBBge  of  their  lives;  and  so  thej  remained. 

One  paanon  alone  disputed  in  the  young  man's  heart 
die  desire  finrieveDge:  but  there  was  nothing  to  answer 
it  in  hers.    Mortal  man  existed  not,  who  now  could 
move  her  heart  to  throb  or  £dter.    It  was,  indeed,  as  if 
iH    soft   a&cdons  had  died  or  departed  with  him. 
^bert  knew  this  by  that  sort  of  divination  common  to 
Ivvera:  he  submitted  and  adored  in  the  deepest  shrine 
<^  Us  own  dark  and  shrouded  heart    At  that  mo- 
ment he  felt  the  same  disgust  against  all  the  joys  of 
^  world,  that  this  pious  creature  did. 

They  came  back  to  the  small  dark  obscure  lodging 
^  the  two  ladies  had  taken.  It  was  one  of  those  old 
I'OQseB  common  in  London;  the  upper  floor  overhung 
toe  lower  story— so  that  the  lower  rooms  were  rendered 
^gloomy;  indeed  little  light  could  penetrate  at  all 
^<>iOQgh  those  small  leaded  casements  of  glass.  The 
1*rtment  they  entered  was  very  low  overhead ;  the  floor 
'^  of  stone;  and  the  only  furniture,  a  sort  of  dresser 
^  Bhelves  for  plate  or  pewters,  and  a  few  dark 
^'(^oden  chairs.  They  all  three  walked  in — and  poor 
^  mother  Anne,  quite  tired  out,  faintmg  with  £itigue, 
^  down  upon  a  chair,  and  groaned  with  sadness  and 
^^  weanness.  You  should  have  seen  how  gentle  was 
^  yoong  lady's  demeanour.  She  still  preserved  her 
P*aiive  composure,  and  she  did  not  speak;  perhaps  she 
^^  not  do  that;  but  she  went  up  and  took  that 
^ged  woman's  withered  hand,  and  pressed  it  between 

p2 


drink   till  slic  was  refreshed, 
then  i^aid, 

"  Drink,  dear  daughter,  for  1 
thy  tongue  cleaveth  to  the  rool 

But  she  shook  her  head  aga 
way,  and  set  the  can  down  witl 

He  was  leaning  against  the  ^ 
the  room  watching  her.  Then  ] 
out  of  the  water,  drank  of  it  h 
the  wall,  against  which  he  leanc 

And  now  the  young  lady  ] 
brown  gown  of  serge,  and  there 
it;  and  she  looked  at  them  once  < 
middle  of  the  floor,  little  hecdi 
any  one  was  there  but  herself; 
her  bosom  she  took  her  napkin; 
and  lace  it  was,  but  it  was  stall 
and  ¥rith  blood.  She  looked  f 
her  head  again  slowly  once  or  ti 
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and  in  it  she  placed  the  gown,  but  the  handkerchief 

Bhe  Iiad  replaced  in  her  bosom,  and  then  she  stood  up 

tIgBinin  her  white  garments,  fair  and  spotless  as  a  bride's, 

fliTethat  the  dust  of  the  wajhad  somewhat  discoloured 

tb  skirts.    And  she  passed  her  hand  over  her  small, 

ksQtifiil  head,  cropped  and  shorn  like  that  of  a  friar; 

and  took  up  a  small  sort  of  hood,  such  as  our  aged 

ivomen  of  the  commoner  sort  wear;  it  was  of  black  silk 

rf  Lyons;  and  she  took  a  large  funeral  looking  black 

doak,  and  wrapped  herself  entirely  up  in  it — and  it 

^  as  if  the  moon  was  shrouded'  in  a  cloud,  only  her 

%  white  small  hand  that  held  the  cloak,  and  her  pale 

ace  above  the  velvet  garnishing,  were'to  be  seen,  gleam- 

^  in  that  dark  room  and  then  she  sat  down  as  one 

• 

^  expectation:  the  poor  aged  nun  seemed  to  have 
■nik  into  a  sort  of  doze.  Then  Robert  moved  across 
we  room,  and  sat  down  upon  a  chair  near  the  Lady 
"lace;  but  they  never  spoke  to,  or  even  looked  at,  each 
o4er. 

Presently  a  noise  as  of  a  carroch  approaching,  was 
"^  down  the  narrow  street:  and  a  grand  stately 
^•iioeh  was  seen  coming  along,  with  four  coal-black 
^*05C8,  and  liverymen,  and  all  those  grandeurs  which 
'^^e  been  lately  brought  by  our  gallants  from  France; 
•^  it  stopped  at  the  door.  Then  the  young  man  rose 
^  took  her  hand,  but  she  withdrew  it,  looking  at  the 
^;  and  he  quietly  and  reverently  stepped  up  to  her, 
^  tenderly  roused  her,  and  she  made  a  little  start,  and 
*^  she  cast  her  eyes  in  a  sort  of  mazed  way  about  the 
'^i  and  seemed  to  expect  that  he  should  speak;  but 
^  did  not  speak,  he  only  signed  to  the  window  and  to 


deposited  it  reverently  in  the  carro 
Lack  to  where  she  stood  in  her 
And  oh !  but  did  not  lie  long  to  1 
trate  at  her  feet,  and  kiss  the  ve 

• 

she  trod.     He  hemtated— ^  tie: 
that  other  white  hand  firom  its  sal 
p  gave  it  him;  and  he  pressed  it,  am 

].  to  his  lips,  and  she  looked  as  a  h« 

kneeling  saint,  with  her  cahn,  and 
to  which  he  responded  by  one 
meaning;  and  then  he  led  her  to 
her  in  too,  and  the  yoiture  droye  a 

Here  ends  the  Frag\ 


'i 


It  was  gone — ^the  little  dark  al 
He  stood  some  time  lost  in  musing, 
lihat  end  of  the  little  lane  by  whicfa 
the  houses  were  toppling  over  he 
crazyJooking  peaked  roofs,  and  sm 
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ia  return;  and  he  walked  down  tliis  nanrow  alley,  and 
tbeaded  many  a  doee,  narrow  street,  where  the  Iiigh 
ImseB  of  black  and  white  wood,  arranged  and  oma- 
neated  in  evezy  imaginable  grotesque  variety,  almost 
net  oyediead.  There  were  very  few  people  to  be 
■CD,  he  he  kept  to  the  more  lonely  and  deserted  parts 
tftlietown;  and  at  last  he  came  to  a  large,  gloomy, 
mmons-looking  old  house  of  six  or  seven  stories  high, 
c^  story  being  unlike  the  other.  The  lower  one  was, 
m  usual,  overhung  by  the  others,  and  was  gloomy  and 
Uotnimented.  Of  the  upper  ones,  some  ran  in  little 
lUdj  carved  arches,  with  small  window  eylets  be- 
tween; some  were  one  line  of  casements  of  diamond- 
pned  glass;  some  were  ornamented  in  roses  and  cor- 
I^  of  black  wood  and  plaster.  It  was  all  very  rich, 
^  complicated,  very  gloomy,  very  ruinous,  and  very 
^  The  panes  in  the  windows  were  many  of  them 
voken.  There  was  an  air  of  loneliness  and  silence 
^^t  the  whole  mansion;  —  something  in  its  aspect 
wat  made  you  feel  sure  not  only  that  it  was  imin- 
'^ted,  but  that  it  had  been  iminhabited  for  a  very 
^longtime. 

Hiere  was  a  low,  heavy,  richly-carved  oak  porch, 
kefoie  the  door;  which  door  stood,  indeed,  so  far  back, 
"^  it  was  quite  shaded  in  darkness;  so  that  you  could 
'BirQely  see  from  the  street  whether  it  was  open  or 
Aut. 

Bobert  looked  up  the  street,  down  the  street,  and 
^^naii  all  was  silent  and  still;  he  slipped  with  a  noise- 
^  step  into  the  porch,  took  out  a  pass-key,  and  let 
Im&aelf  into  the  house. 


232  FATHER  DARCY. 

The  house  within  was  very  noble  and  stately;  thercs 
was  a  veiy  rich  carved  flight  of  oak  stairs,  which  met 
your  eye  as  soon  as  you  entered  the  hall;  which  halla 
being  carved  up  to  almost  the  very  roof  of  the  hoose^ 
though  it  was  not  very  large,  had  a  very  grand  effect 
It  was  almost  lined  with  carved  oakwork,  which,  ros^ 
story  above  story,  as  it  were,  to  the  ceiling,  all  overhdc 
with  rich  ornaments;  but  the  whole  was  so  covered  wiA 
dust,  so  hung  with  cobwebs,  that  a  more  melancholy 
and  faded  piece  of  magnificence  cannot  be  well  imm 
gincd.  There  was  not  a  living  thing  to  be  seen,  o' 
sound  of  living  thing  to  be  heard:  so  still  was  it,  thft 
the  roar  of  the  distant  city  was  like  the  music  of  t 
mighty  cataract  in  the  lonely  woods,  and  only  seemed 
to  make  the  gloom  and  silence  more  impressive. 

The  young  man  paused,  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  tlm< 
ceiling,  then  let  them  fall  somewhat  mournfully  on  tlx< 
cobweb  tapestry  of  the  rich  carving;  then  he  crosses 
the  hall,  and  approaching  a  panel  amid  the  arches  aix4 
pilasters,  touched  a  small  piece  of  the  ornament,  whid 
yielded  to  the  touch;  the  panel  opened  inward,  noise 
lessly  he  entered  and  it  closed  after  him.  A  few  step 
brought  him  into  a  small  apartment,  surrounded  by 
plain  white  plastered  walk,  and  lighted  from  above  by 
numerous  little,  almost  imperceptible,  openings  in  tbo 
roof,  which,  however,  gave  abundance  of  light  into  the 
narrow  chamber. 

There  was  a  table  in  the  midst  covered  with  small 
books  and  pamphlets  that  seemed  quite  new,  andtf 
if  they  had  never  been  opened:  two  or  three  men 
were  ritting  at  this  table  writing  in  perfect  silence: 
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you  Heard  the  quSia  against  the  paper,  and  that  was  all 
yoahttid. 

Of  these  men,  two  appeared  of  more  consequence 
tbm  the  rest;  one  of  them,  who  sat  at  the  head  of  the 
^^  was  a  small  dark  man  with  remarkably  bright 
piercmg  black  eyes,  rather  sunken  under  his  stem 
pRJecting  brows.  The  expression  of  his  countenance 
^ras  very  remarkable;  there  was  a  wily  insinua- 
ucm  in  the  smile  of  the  lip,  a  slow  turning  of  the  bright 
obaerving  eye,  that  gave  something  of  the  sensation 
tbat  the  glittering  eye  and  creeping  stealthy  motion  of 
*&uke  produces  on  some  people.  In  spite,  however, 
^  the  ^y  smile  and  slow  turning  of  the  eye,  never 
^countenance  more  marked  with  unflincliing  resolu- 
tion than  this  was.  It  might  have  done  for  an  inquisitor 
^human  pity  or  relenting  had  no  place  tliere. 

Ue  other  gentleman,  soft,  fair,  handsome,  and  insi- 
ttnating,  was  Mr.  Darcy. 

Both  of  these  gentlemen  now  wore  their  priests' 
pnnents,  and  were  tonsured.  The  stranger  was  the 
^brated  Father  Parsons,  or  Persons,  from  the  scmi- 
'^•'y  at  Douay,  which  he  had  been  the  means  of 
Stating,  and  whence  he  had  despatched  so  many 
T^Hoig  and  hot-headed  priests  to  England,  charged  to 
'catter  those  seeds  of  disaffection,  which  it  was  hoped 
^ht  in  time  produce  an  abundant  harvest:  they  were 
^Commissioned,  likewise,  to  bind  together  the  catholic 
S^atlemen  by  secret  oaths  and  engagements  in  one 
Siett  though  hidden  union. 

Father  Parsons  had  rarely  visited  England  of  late, 
hot  he  had  now  come  over  on  account  of  a  new,  and. 
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as  was  at  first  thought,  very  promiaiiig  affidr  then  k 
agitation ;  and  which  he  and  the  principal  Jesuxts  hopec 
to  make  the  foundation  of  most  important  changea. 

Thiswasthea&ir  of  the  Earl  of  Essex:  whose 
duct  for  some  time  before  that  rash  outbreak 
occasioned  his  destruction,  had  been  so  equivocal,  aa  ti 
excite  very  great  hopes  on  the  part  of  both  the  tip 
great  religious  bodies  then  in  oj^pomtion  to  the  govea 
ment,  namely,  those  of  the  puritans  and  the  Cathdia 
The  latter,  more  especially,  from  his  conduct  in  IxelaiM 
and  his  dealings  with  Tiroen  or  Tyrone^  had  been  lo 
to  conceiye  the  most  sanguine  expectationSi  and  t 
enter  into  secret  understandings  with  him.  His  ow] 
objects,  there  seems  Etde  doubt,  were  merely  to  otci 
throw  the  existing  ministry — ^the  cabal  as  he  esteemed! 
—of  Robert  Cecil,  Raleigh^  andCompton  (the  old  Los 
Treasurer  Burleigh  was  now  dead);  and  to  force  fiKn 
the  queen  those  concessions  to  his  ambition,  which  U 
pride  and  obstinacy  forbade  him  to  obtain  by  moi 
gentle  methods. 

His  views  with  r^ard  to  the  Catholics  seem  t 
have  been  limited  to  the  obtaining  for  them  toleratioi 
but  their  hopes  were  very  fiur  firom  being  thi 
bounded.  Nothing  short  of  the  ascendancy  would  hat 
satisfied  them ;  and  with  their  then  principles  upon  tb 
subject  of  religious  toleration,  the  consequences  to  ihs 
fellow-subjects  of  such  a  return  to  power  may  be  drrinei 

Essex  had  likewise  attached  to  himself  the  puzita 
parly,  that  is  to  say,  the  party  which  then  rcprcscnte 
what  is  esteemed  the  liberal  party  now  with  us.  H 
had  become  devout  in  spite  of  his  dissolute  habits^ 
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k  had  become  a  lover  of  liberty  in  spite  of  his  gieedi- 
neas  of  power.  A  strange  medley  of  the  right  and  the 
^nog;  the  just  and  the  unjust;  of  romance  and  sober 
fftte;  may  be  discovered  in  his  riewB.  But  this  veiyver- 
vSStj  enabled  him,  without  the  sacrifice  of  certain  sen- 
taeolB  of  honour  and  even  integrity  which  he  seems 
tebiTe  poflsessed,  to  unite  the  most  opposite  elements 
a  Ins  schemes.  The  union  of  opposite  parties  in  de» 
ngofl  sach  as  his,  may  be  considered,  as  Mr.  Warner 
^'iMerved,  ever  as  an  evil  omen  for  the  public  peace. 

The  Jesuits,  whose  vocation  it  was  to  fish  in  troubled 

^^^teis,  had  made  themselves  particularly  busy  in  this 

■^Qsaeai,  and  Father  Parsons,  under  the  name  of  Dolman, 

"^  lately  published  a  book  maintaining  the  title  of  the 

^  of  Essex  to  the  succession — a  pretension  so  pre- 

P^*^UB,  that  it  seem?  wonderful  a  man  so  acute 

^^  attempt  to  support  it.    It  is  probable,  however, 

^t  the  scope  of  the  publication  was  directed  merely  to 

^  exciting  fiesh  jealousies  against  the  Earl,  both  in  the 

9^^^^  and  in  her  privy  council,  and  thus  to  widen  the 

^"^^  already  so  large — and  this  part  of  the  intention 

^the  writer  was  certainly  not  disappointed. 

Books  and  pamphlets  of  the  most  inflammatory  nature 
yfor  the  power  of  the  pamphlet  was  by  this  time  well 
^'^^detstood)  intended  for  circulation  among  the  mal- 
^QDteiits,  lay  mingled  with  this  publication,  and  together 
^idi  the  ^  Philopater^'  of  Father  Cresswell,  a  book  of 
^^M  seditious  description,  covered  the  table. 

It  should  be  perhaps,  added,  that  Father  Darcy  had 
minuated  himself  into  great  favour  with  the  Earl  of 
:;  whether  under  his  own  real  character,  or  in  one 


their  heads  as  he  entered,  but  tli* 
tinned  their  employment,  never  o 
from  the  papers  before  them. 

Neither  of  the  superiors  spoke  i 
in  an  attitude  of  expectation  as  i 
should  address  them,  but  he  spake 

*'  The  iniquitous  and  diabolical 
pleted  ?"  said  Father  Parsons,  at  le 
jl  I  "  It  is  over,"  was  the  answer. 

"  You  saw  him  die  ? — ^you  waite 
business  had  terminated?^  said  I 
shuddered. 

"  I  saw  it,"  replied  the  young  m 
blenched  not,  nor  did  his  colour  ch 
collection. 

He  was  hardened  as  steel  that  ha 
furnace.  A  man  is  never  the  same 
he  had  witnessed. 

"  Did  any  thing  especially  wor 


VATUEB  DABCY.  237 

themselTes — the  popular  eye  is  not  long  fixed  upon 
them." 

'*  They  died  in  silence — save  some  short  declarations 
^t  it  was  for  the  cause  of  religion  they  suffered^*^  said 
Kobert 

**  And  our  brother?' 

**  As  he  had  lived:  courageously  and  nobly.    He 

nuide  a  short  speech  in  which  he  declared  that  it  was  not 

^c«ith  he  ever  feared;   and  that,  if  to  be  of  his  religion, 

constituted  man  a  traitor,  no  greater  traitor  existed 

^^'^^ui  he;  that  here  to  this  realm  he  came,  as  he  con- 

^8Bed  in  defiance  of  the  statutes  made  and  had  by  the 

^^wned  queen  of  the  kingdom,  in  order  to  minister  the 

^^^^laments  and  such  spiritual  food  as  was  needing  to  the 

^e  and  &ithful  but  famishing  Church  of  Christ;  but 

^  &t  as  disloyalty  to  the  queen  went,  he  would  only 

^y,  might  her  majesty  never  find  cause  to  beUeve  that 

®he  had  subjects  less  loyal  than  he." 

The  two  priests  exchanged  glances. 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Robert  seemed  to 

^^   with  some  dissatisfaction  the  heap  of  books  and 

I^^^Japhlets  with  which  the  table  was  covered.    And  he 

^^t  up  a  paper  which,  prefaced  by  an  extract  from  the 

^l^hrated  deposing  bull  of  Pius  Quintus,  ended  with 

^  exhortation  on  the  part  of  the  pope  to  all  good  Ca- 

*^^lic8  to  lend  their  assistance  either  by  open  force  or 

*^dden  conspiracy,  to  carry  out  its  sentence  into  execu- 

Such  ways  of  assisting  the  great  cause,  such  hidden 
H^pioaches  to  their  purposes,  were  not  at  all  ac- 
^^taUe  to  that  bold  and  fiery  spirit;  he  trembled  with 
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impatienoe  to  unsheathe  the  sword   to   avenge   th 
xnartyis,  and  assert  the  cause  of  religion  by  bold 
fianoe  and  open  battle. 

"  You  see,  my  brothers,"  b^an  the  first  priest,  "thadl 
for  the  present  the  secular  arm  is  too  heavy  for  us;  m 
though  the  purposes  of  those  are  to  be  respected  irh 
have  thus  far  adventured  to  deliver  theb  brethren  c£ 
hereiicarum  tyrcaaade^  yet  things  have  not  fallen  oat 
our  ezpectations,  for  few  are  the  souls  we  have 
able  to  rescue  from  the  pit  of  Schism;  and  still  lesshatfa 
been  our  success  against  this  heretical  woman,  lyiii^ 
under  sentence  of  anathema,  and  most  justly  depoaod 
from  the  supremacy  of  these  realms.  Ithath,  therefoore, 
appeared  good  to  us  to  adopt  new  measures,  whereby 
a  double  triumph  may  be  achieved,  and  the  hard  impc^ 
netraUe  heart  of  that  accuised  one  be  reached  by  M 
power  which  is  more  certain  than  the  cup^  and  shaiper 
than  the  sword. 

'*  Hitherto  she  hath  defied  the  secret  messenger  of 
vengeance,  and  walked  in  security  in  the  midst  of  dan- 
gers; but  there  is  a  force  against  which  the  panoply  of 
steel,  and  thousands  of  surrounding  watchful  guards,  axe 
powerless.    The  heart  may  be  reached  by  means  more 
subtle  ihan  mandragora  or  steel — and  such  power  we 
possess,  and  such  power  in  due  season  will  use  ....  F<xr 
the  present  it  is  my  counsel/'  addresdng  the  companyt 
''  that  ye  separate,  and  disguising  yourselves  as  best  jfc 
may,  repair  to  your  several  hiding  places,  in  the  remote 
coimtry  houses  of  such  noble  gentlemen  as  still  continue 
fiiithful  to  the  Church:  there  to  remain  secretly  ooft* 
fetsing  and  exhorting  as  many  &ithful  subjects  of  onr 
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lovereigii  loid  and  fitther  the  pope  as  may  be: 
nskeimg  the  divine  saciaments,  and  preparing  the 
niadB  of  the  many  for  such  fresh  changes  as  time 
smy  bring  about:  teaching  that  which  the  sovereign 
nthorily  of  onr  common  pastor  in  religion  for  the 
ttving  of  souls  hath  declared,  and  absolving  all  and  each 
one  fimn  their  allegiance  to  this  prime  offender  against 
idigum;  Wiwa^Tig  upon,  and  repeating  this  declaration 
K  long  set  fbrih.'' 

^  Why  this  is  right,"  said  Robert,  coming  forward, 
nd  stretching  oat  his  hand  to  take  the  paper,  '^  this  is 
^declaration  of  war — ^this  is  war  to  the  knife.'' 

'*  Patience,  patience,  my  son,"  said  the  Jesuit,  drawing 
I^  the  hand  which  held  the  paper,  *'  the  times  are 
W  yet  fully  ripe  ....  we  must  have  patience  and 
Wiit  the  hour." 

**  But  how  shall  we  have  patience,"  cried  Robert, 

when  this  very  declaration  lays  us  under  peril  of 
vawing  down  upon  our  heads  the  dreadful  curse  of  the 
™ly  Father  if  we  hesitate  to  obey  its  injunctions? — I 
'cpeatit,  this  amounts  to  a  declaration  of  open  war.  It 
^aiieoesBity  laid  upon  us,"  said  he,  more  hotly,  ''  and 
tteholy  vir^n  knows  with  what  joy  I  hail  it— oh !  let 
^  hot  once  .  .  .  ." 

"Gently,  gently  .  .  ,  my  son,"  said  Father  Par- 
'^:  he  took  up  another  paper,  and  read  .  .  .  .  "  and 
^  the  curse  that  is  provided  against  the  Catholic 
P^le  of  this  realm, — subject  as  yet  according  to  the 
^  kw,  and  still  more  imder  the  prevailing  tyranny  to 
^unrighteous  queen,  they  shall  not  in  the  cause  of  reli- 
sh be  held  excommunicate  for  dissembling,  and  paying 
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seeming  obedience  to  such  decrees,  as  she  from  time  t 
time  may  be  pleased  to  promulgate, — always  with 
mental  reservation,  attending  upon  every  act  of 
dience — "* 

The  young  man  turned  impatiently  upon  his  heeX 
The  father's  eye  followed  him  with  severity. 

"  What  is  this?'  asked  he,  with  a  stem  voice,  "  wbfii.t 
is  this  young  man? — Can  you  presume?— do  you 
to  dispute  the  authority  of  your  Church?  Are  we,  or 
we  not  to  look  upon  you  as  one  prepared  to  cany  oixt 
her  holy  purposes  in  Christian  obedience — as  a  tru6 
soldier  of  the  Church  Militant;  or  are  we  to  regard  you 
merely  as  a  hot-headed  wrangler,  ready  to  thrust  hii 
head  into  every  idle  brawl?" 

*'  Tour  pardon,  father,"  said  Robert,  in  a  submisaive 
tone,  returning  to  the  table,  '*  but  my  heart  is  all  ia  it 
storm,  and  it  is  calling  aloud  for  vengeance." 

'^  And  thou  shalt  have  it,  my  son,"  said  the  Jesuit,  with 
a  sinister  smile,  "  be  sure,  that  in  no  very  long  period  of 
time,  a  swift  destruction  shall  overtake  them  all  .  .  •  • 
the  whippings,  the  famishings,  the  cruel  oppressions,  the 
bloody  martyrdoms,  are  all  registered  where  there  sbBU 
be  no  forgetfulness  and  no  remission.    All — all  shall  h^ 
brought  to  their  heavy  and  bloody  answer.    Be  ye  soio 
of  it:  this  knd  shall  be  purged  from  the  plague-spot  of 
heresy,  and  restored  clothed  in  pure  white  garments  of 
sanctity,  to  the  boson>  of  her  mother  Church:  thott 
shalt  live  to  sec  it,  and  thy  hand  shall  wave  both  sworf 
and  brand  when  the  day  of  her  judgment  shall  come  on- 
All  I  ask,  laying  his  hand  softly  on  the  young  matt^ 
bended  head,  "  is  obedience,  silence,  and  patience." 


VATHXB  DABCT.  241 

^Ajid  dinimulalaoni'' added  Darcji  looking  up  at 
like  still  heated  countenance  of  Robert,  who  started  as 
if  ttmig  by  a  viper  at  the  word,  and  the  priest's  hand 
^  &om  his  head  as  he  again  lifted  it  up. 

** Diasimulalion,"  repeated  the  Jesuit  deliberately; 
"and  whenfe  lies  the  dishonour^  or  the  an?-^witb 
oar  enemies :  they  by  their  violence  rendering  such  dis- 
unnlation  necessary — ^laying  us  under  the  obligation  as 
^  were,  of  practising  certain  arts,  for  the  disguising  of 
<^  proceedings:  with  whom  lies  the  sin?  evidently 
^  Kim  who  is  its  originator  and  primal  cause.  -Will 
7^  never  learn,  young  man,  that  it  is  the  end  which 
"■ncdfies  the  means?  In  a  cause  so  holy  as  this,  all 
'^r  considerations  lose  their  character,  and  merge 
^  the  glory  of  the  object  proposed. 

^  If,"  pursued  he,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  table 
^th  emphasis,  '^the  malice  of  mankind  renders  se- 
^^^  and  dissimulation  necessaiy,  in  order  to  eilect  the 
8^d  purpose  of  the  salvation  of  souls  by  reconciliation 
^  the  church;  if  the  very  end  of  such  dissembling  be 
"Anally  to  put  an  end  to  all  necessity  for  future  dis- 
sembling by  the  establishment  of  our  holy  religion  in 
^xe&hn;  see  you  not  that  it  is,  indeed,  to  obtain  a 
^ctoij  over  falsehood,  thus  to  chain  and  force  her  to 
^"^inister  to  the  progress  of  truth.  It  is,  indeed,  to 
^umph  over  the  kingdom  of  Satan,  when  his  own 
^ces  are  employed  to  overthrdw  his  empire." 

Robert  looked  rather  impatient  under  this  some- 
what long  discourse  delivered  in  the  father's  most  bland 
^  insinuating  manner. 

Q 


I  '.' 


to  lie  cazzied?*  at  brt  Iw  and. 

JVK  M  nr  mitm  leBoaea  oeeeaHnyy    np 
^aDfnryUidBoiQiiejofcfinthcr:  fix^n 
ciRmiialiiioef  eoee  to  render  may  act 
Idiid  m^Kntn^  it  TiMifmdy  looes  of  its  *^^***wt 
fmnei  its  iiif  ifwt  Batore,  asd  beeomes  a  deadlj  i 

^  Aiiiffw,'*  flud  Boberty  somewbal  nxetc 
^asd  die  sooner  die  tfinrffWHittinn  k  efied 
better.  For  me^  my  beazt  rerolte  at  audi  m 
and  calb  aloud  fiir  mcxe  ^igoioiis  acdoB." 

^  And  the  call  diaU  be  answered,  fiaar  it  a 
aon,**  add  FadKr  Panona.  '^ADireaak  at  pn 
that  leaenne  and  cautioa  wfaidi  die  matter  i; 
renders  neceaaaiy.  Tbere'' — giving  bim  a  smal 
paper — ^*  yoa  will  find  written  the  name  of  tl 
where,  upon  your  departore  6om  this,  it  laou 
you  diould  cany  yoorseUl  Ton  will  find  an  ai 
of  friends  impatient  to  reoeiTe  you,  and  will  pea 
hear  news  not  altogether  unaooeptable  to  a  bn 
generous  spirit. ....  We  will  now,  £xr  the  prese 
solre  this  meeting.  You,  gentlemen,''  address 
priests,  '^  to  your  labour  of  love:  our  reverend  fill 
pointing  to  Father  Darcy — ^  upon  his  mission . 
you,  sir" — addressing  Robert,  and  glancing 
paper — '^  I  cannot  doubt,  are  willing  and  ready  1 
the  request  I  have  there  ventured  to  make  1 
Grentlemen,  good  morning  to  you  all,  and  a  bq 
union  under  better  auspices." 

So  saying,   Father  Parsons  rose  firom  his 
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tnd  ihe  oompiny  m  the  secret  chamber  prepared  to 
depart 

The  pnestB  loee  fiom  the  table ,  took  off  their  clerical 
dneflBeB,  and  opening  some  hidden  recesses,  assumed 
tkeir  Tarious  disguises.  The  tonsure  was  easily  hidden 
bjaonall  cap  of  hair  affixed  to  the  crown  of  the  head; 
nne  assumed  the  dress  of  clowns,  others  of  respectable 
uQigheis  or  citizens.  Father  Darcy  appeared  still  more 
Jurndsome  than  usual  in  a  rich  riding  suit,  and  plumed 
*Bd  jewelled  hat,  carrying  his  sword  and  dagger  with  a 
P^  and  dexterity  which  might  have  well  become  the 
dttiacter  he  affected. 

^e  Father  Parsons  on  the  contrary,  was  clad  in  deep 
monniing,  and  appeared  like  a  decayed  gentleman;  he 
^  to  cross  the  seas,  and  his  dress  insinuated,  in  a  seem- 
^ly  careless  manner,  that  there  might  be  certain 
w>me8tic  and  financial  reasons  which  might  render  such 
*  step  necessary;  this  likewise  gave  a  colour  to  the  con- 
cealment and  secrecy  he  found  it  necessary  to  adopt. 

Before  they  parted,  each  gentleman  took  up  from  the 
^le  a  portion  of  the  books  and  pamphlets,  and  con- 
^^fiei  them  in  various  parts  of  their  dress. 

The  evening  was  closing,  as  one  by  one  the  company 
^tted  the  deserted  house,  and  betook  themselves  to 
"^  several  lurking-places. 

Robert  stopped  a  few  moments  as  he  was  crossing  the 
^i  to  examine  his  sealed  paper. 

**  To  Rushton  Hall,"  was  written  in  it. 

Be  tore  the  morsel  of  paper  to  atoms,  flung  them  on 
^  ground^  and  then  musing  as  he  went  on  what  was 
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next  to  be  expected,  crossed  the  threshold,  ai 
entering  the  dark  and  narrow  streets,  made  hii 
the  obscure  hosteby  where  his  horse  was  waitii 
the  purpose  to  ride  immediatelj  down  to  No 
tondiire. 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

**  Fond  youth  gire  o'er. 
And  rex  thy  soul  no  more 
In  seeking  what  were  better  tax  nnfonnd; 
Alas!  thy  gains 
Are  only  present  pains 
To  gather  scorpions,  for  a  ftitnre  wound.** 

Quartet, 

Robert,  passing  as  has  been  said  through  several 
obflcure  streets,  at  last  arrived  at  the  small  house  of  en- 
^^ftainment  where  his  horse  was  standing.    He  entered 
«e  litde  inn  yard  which  was  surroimded  by  old  wooden 
"*^  rather  than  stables,  of  wretched  appearance^  and 
fonning,  j^ith  their  slovenly  beggarly  attendants,  a  some- 
^nat  strange  contrast  to  two  or  three  excellent  horses 
'^Mch  were  feeding  within.     Several  young  men,  whoso 
nothing  of  the  most  ordinary  description   could  ill 
^ceal  their  lofty    bearing,  were    sauntering   about 
^^  Kttle  inn  yard,  apparently  waiting  till  their  horses 
^  finished  the  com  they  were  champing.     But  little 
^"^urse  passed  between  them:  every  countenance  was 
Poomy  and  preoccupied,  and  melancholy  and  defiance 
^kened  every  eye.     Robert  hastily  wrung  the  hand  of 
^eral  as  he  passed;  among  others,  a  tall  aristocratical 
^king  middle    aged  man  saluted  him,  with  whom 
*^  did  not  as  with  the  rest  merely  exchange  a  sentence 
^  80,  but  taking  his  arm  they  together  entered  the 
^ole  where  Robert's  horse  was  feeding.    This  gentle- 
st whose  name  was  Thomas,  you  have  been  intro- 


F'arrliini::  for  his  saddle  and  bri 


o 


liis  departure — all  which  ofEccs 
own  hands — the  discourse  was 
dropping  sentences. 

"Where  are  you  for?'  asked ' 
"  For  Northamptonshire;   th 
to  detain  me  here;  our  orders 
I  shaU  do  so,**  with  a  meaning 
head  from  buckling  his  girths,  a 
panion — "and  you,  where  are  i 
"My  part  carries  me  to  Scotlai 
Robert  made  a  gesture  of  contei 
"Not  so,"  said  Thomas.    "Tl 
be  done  in  that  kingdom  ;  our  y 
piece  of  ware,  that  hath  two  6 
— the  apparent  colours  being  as 
to  shine  in  one  direction  or  the  c 
with  my  metaphor,  and  come  to  i 
it  would  be  ours." 


WJltHXR  BABCT.  247 

eoj  to  htie las  enendeB;  and  rely  upon  it,  However,  he 

smy  diaBemble.    The  old  cause  of  his  mother  is  not 

aHogetber  a  lost  one.'' 
''Mae  wavering  policy,"  said  Robert,  difldainftJly, 

''mere  IdngcrafV,  as  he  thinks.   He  has  not,  he  cannot, 

nned  as  he  has  been  in  the  darkest  pit  of  heresy — he 

en  IttTe  no  reverence  for  this  ancient  and  noble  church 
in  lihoBd  cause  we  are  enlisted." 

"He  may  have  seen  and  learned  things  in  that 
mile  pit  of  iniquity  which  even  he  might  not  have 
it(anach  enough  to  digest,"  said  Thomas,  ''and  trust  me 
^  has.  We  must  not  look  for  a  saintly  hero  in  a 
sdfidi  bundle  of  protestant  pedantry  like  this.  Still 
'^  is  he  inclined  to  forfeit  the  closed  crown  of  Eng- 
knd  for  the  crown  of  martyrdom.  But  I  tell  thee, 
nan,  that  thing  they  call  the  heart,  such  as  there  is  of  it, 
^Qgs  in  secret  to  us,  as  in  due  time  he  will  make 
Hl^ear:  never  trust  me  if  it  be  not  as  I  say." 

Robert  recollected  what  had  dropped  from  the  Jesuit 
tt  He  enforced  patience  and  dissimulation. 

"  Bide  the  time>"  added  his  companion;  "  we  shall  sec 
otker  days  in  England  yet  Our  present  virago  is  not 
''Mortal — Rome  is  determined,  and  Scotland,  take 
*^y  word  for  it,  sure.  I  ride  down  there,  and  start  at 
^'^A.    Farewell,"  said  he,  again  wringing  his  hand  ; 

ire  must  drain  the  bitter  cup  to  the  lees,  it  seems. 
Bnttlie  banquet  is  only  begun:  we  shall  have  a  dessert 
to  this  feast  dressed  more  to  our  tastes,  depend  upon  it, 
*ri  tliat  ere  long." 

"A  fiay? — retribution,"  said  the  other,  impatiently; 
^  lead  was  full  of  the  gloomy  spectacle  of  the  mom- 


ject,  he  said,  going  up  to  him. 
^*  And  how  go  matters  in  anc 
**  She  was  in  London,"  said  E 
''  And  what,  in  the  name  of  t 

her  there  just  now?* 

"  She  was  there^^  cried  Robert, 

crimson,  and  with  a  gesture  of  il 
•  "  Impossible !" 

"  She  was  there — she  held  his 

the  death-dew/'  he  seemed  choi 

lection. 

"  Holy  angels !  of  mercy  1 — ai 

she  now?' 

*•  On  the  way  to  Northamptom 
"  The  spectacle  of  horror  did  n 
"  The  spirits  of  mercy  do  not  < 

vently,  and  in  a  softened  voice; 

do  not  die;  they  do  not  even  drc 

witb  their  wings  the  terrors  of  the 


VATHBB  DABCT.  249 

ifile  be  denied  to  me.  But  it  is  of  no  matter,**  retum* 
^to  Us  usual  reckless  mamier;  ^^  the  straggle  at  least 
ftvbotli,  I  defy  them  to  refuse  me;"  and  springing  upon 
^lume,  he  xode  out  of  the  stable-yard,  and  pursued 
^  way  northwards. 

His  ftiend  gazed  after  him,  his  countenance  filled 

^*di  a  sort  of  admiring  interest.    He  mused  a  little, 

^  then  addressing  himself  to  the  saddling  and  bridUng 

of  his  own  steed,  mounted  icmd  rode  away.    He  passed 

^ugh  the  dark,  narrow,  and  devious  streets^  till  he 

^^e  to  the  banks  of  the  river,  where,  among  many 

^'^'^er  noble  palaces,  stood  one  pre-eminent  among  the 

'^  which  belonged  to  the  noble  and  suffering  house 

^  Jf orthimiberland.    The  wide  gate  was  closed,  and 

•  <^ertain  air  of  desolation  pervaded  the  princely  man- 

^^.    Thomas  knocked  at  a  postem-door,  and  giving 

^  horse  to  a  serving-man  who  answered  the  summons, 

*^®  entered.     He  remained  there  till  dusk,  and  then 

*bo\it  two  hours  after  sunset  he  might  have  been  seen 

^  ride  out,  followed  by  two  servants  in  plain  clothes, 

*^d.  take  the  way  which  led  to  the  great  north  road. 


Hobert  pursued  his  way  into  Northamptonshire. 

It  was  a  beautiful  summer  evening,  and  he  entered 
^  wild  and  wooded  country  then  lying  round  the 
'^^^hbourhood  of  Barnet:  at  that  time  the  most  beau- 
^ul  of  sylvan  wildernesses.  The  woods  hung  thick 
**^d  dark  around  his  way:  a  narrow  and  somewhat 
^S8^  path^  over  which  the  bushes  nearly  closed, 
^hile  the  honeysuckles  and  wild  roses  straggling  upon 


flies  won?  gliding  from  side  to  sit 
in  J  in  the  wc-oJi ;    the  blackbird 
— irluU  a  contrast  to  the  scene 
pgradine  of  God,  to  the  hdl  d 
BStiire,  totlielionibleiiifllitiitioD 
uig  BunbettDi — the  sweei  peifim 
Bounds  of  peace — the  IkJj  calm— 
the  wrangling  crowd — the  dnsi- 
— ^  black  threatening  gaDowal 
Aks!  the  heart  of  the  joong  1 
and  bmning  son — and  black  as 
EQs  whole  imagination  was  soppe 
poisoned,  crimsoned  orer  with  im 
dadnesB  nniede^ned  saTO  bj  thai 
which,  collecting  as  it  were  all 
some  illuminating  spnt  in  a  dark 


The  in^foiation  of  the  evening 
aoimds,  and  lights  and  shadows,  we 
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nd  from  liim  the  words  of  gentleness  and  peace,  which 

dropped  fiom  the  lips  of  the  diyine  Master,  withheld — 

Mdswlth  power  to  allay  the  tomnlt  of  the  wateiB,and 

*f  to  the  raging  storm  of  passion,  be  still,   '^  And 

diOB  was  a  great  calm ,.».**    Far  indeed  were  such 

eftcts  fiom  those  intended  to  be  produced  by  the 

^^^chings  of  the  men,  to  whom  at  present  was  almost 

CDtbely  committed  the  guidance  and  moral  education 

of  this  society.     Far  indeed  from  their  intention  by  a 

*eU-diiected  taiiimig,  to  render  the  character  of  thoee 

^''tnisted  to  their  development  well  balanced  and  self- 

P'^erned.    It  was  theb  business  to  excite  and  to  main- 

^  those  stormy  passions  in  the  human  breast,  which 

'^der  man  the  inevitable  prey  of  every  one  more 

^^1,  more  calculating,  and  more  master  of  his  passions 

*«mhimsel£ 

So  Robert  rode  on,  and  nature  smiled  on  him  in 

On  the  second  day  he  reached  the  wide  valley  of  the 
^^:  its  meadows  then,  as  now,  rich  and  fertile,  over- 
^ff^sui  with  flocks  of  sheep  and  herds  of  oxen — ^its 
•teeps  on  the  northern  side  covered  with  long  lines  of 
*^eeping  woods,  remains  of  those  forests  which  had 
vidtered  the  ancient  Britons;  the  line  of  wood  inter- 
n^rted  by  frequent  open  spaces  crowned  with  parish 
diorches  and  peaceful  villages. 

He  crossed  the  Nen  by  a  ferry  opposite  to  the  town  of 

Wellingborough,  and  following  the  road  to  Kettering, 

azrived  ere  very  long  at  Rushton  Hall,  the  magnificent 

abode  of  Sir  Thomas  Tresham.    This  splendid  mansion 

had  not  then  been  long  erected,  and  it  stood  white  and 


I 


In  llic  centre  of  this  was  a  splen 
Kobcrt  made  his  way. 

Rushton  Hall  still  exists  in  all  i 
is  situated  upon  the  edge  of  a  wile 
glen,  tlirough  which  rolls  the  livei 
round  it  on  every  side,  giving  an  aii 
seclusion  to  this  place,  rendered  inti 
memories. 

In  the  woods,  at  a  little  distance  1 
celebrated  triangular  summer-house 
remarkable  by  the  councils^  which  ii 
is  said,  been  held. 

The  house  was  the  abode  of  Sir 
a  man,  venerable  for  his  inflexible 
j  religion,  and  interesting  for  the  sufiei 

\  in  the  cause  to  which  he  was  devotee 

Many  years  of  his  life  had  been  sp 
in  the  eastern  parts  of  England,  ai 
man  •woo  o*-  ^i*'"  — — 
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man  of  a  angularly  calm  and  composed  demeanour, 
lutd,  whatever  lus  internal  convictions  might  be,  so 
numaged  to  preserve  himself  in  good  odour  with  the 
iBigmng  powers,  that  he  had  never  got  into  either  dis- 
gnoes  or  difficulties.    He  frequented  London  and  the 
^ooj^  and,  like  Everard,  was  regarded  even  with  a 
certain  degree  of  favour ;  but  his  heart  was  deeply  re- 
stful of  the  treatment  his  father  had  received;  and  the 
"Csire  of  bringing  down  retribution  on  the  heads  of  that 
SOvemment  which  had  been  the  source  of  his  family 
''^ififiurtimes,  added  fresh  vigour  to  that  deep  yet  restless 
^^Intion  which  was  the  leading  principle  of  his  con- 
^'ict.    He  was  at  this  present  time  engaged  in  secret 
*^^  intimate  connexion  with  the  earls  of  Essex  and 
^^^Hathampton,  and  had  become  a  principal  medium 
**^*X)ugh  which  their  communication  with  the  Catholic 
P^^ty  had  been  carried  on. 

^ushton  Hall,  secluded  as  it  was,  and  hidden  from 
^^^Senration  by  the  thick  foliage  of  its  woods,  was  a 
^^^  convenient  place  of  rendezvous  for  those  indivi- 
^IXjJa  of  the  party,  among  whom  it  was  thought  desirable 
^^t  consultation  should  be  held  upon  the  present 
^^^^camon. 

The  principal  personages  with  whom  this  story  has 

^^^Mide  you  acquainted,  were  at  the  moment  of  Robert's 

^^>^val  assembled  there.     Everard  had  been  invited  to 

Attend,  and  answered  the  summons  accompanied  by 

^)le  beautiful  Eleanor;  who,  little  taught  by  the  prin- 

^ples  she  had  imbibed  to  combat  with  or  curb  the 

Passions  of  her  heart,  yielded  to  the  temptation  of  again 

^^ting    one    exercising   so   powerful   a   fascination 


tTipnam;.  jmi  .miuBiur  si  <BeD 


Ev^azd.  €Tcr  kfzxil  jmi  camniaase  of  odifla,  hi 


Rcber?  i&mr  fffmapif  ttran  bis  luRae.  md  pMod 
zie  iaec-4rdi£C  poczi:  cazoei  tbe  giHaji  sb^ 
wi:>  rec^TT^  is.  sie  iLkZ  Eaao  cie  i»witn"!i«>  of  Eveoid 
— biziis  -v^sre  wruor  bi  suesce:  aiui  tbfOi  Bobofc; 
£iziri=^  •icTTL  rif:s  b&s.  swcid.  ami  neATj  tziveDiii|2 
cL  ak.  :':I::'3r^i  ET'gnri  :id  ulie  ncnlr  balnstndedoikflB 
suircase.  xzd  estereii  :&  L&i^  whii-diawiiig  room  1900 
the  nrs^  foii-r. 

Ic  w:u  1  beaadralronni,  its  large  onel  windows  looldBg 
doim  upm  the  terriued  gakzdai«  bud  oat  in  all  ibc 
romantic  and  pictiiresqTie  taste  of  that  daj,  and  ooor 
moniiin^r  a  view  of  the  dark  woodj  steeps,  Letwm 
which  the  river  gudiied  and  pkjed.  A  bnge  open 
fire  pbux,  sormounted  by  a  loftr  carred  cbinmey-pieoe^ 
in  the  centre  of  which  were  the  aims  of  the  &niilj  il 
high  relief,  occupied  one  ade  of  the  room.  The  walk 
were  set  out  with  gilded  chairs  and  dark  bmwgitiffl; 
and  a  certain  sober  and  severe  magnificence  perradeJ 
the  scene,  consonant  to  the  taste  of  the  unfortonatt 
man  who  bad  erected  this  dwelling  for  bis  family,  u 
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those  dajB  of  peace  wliich  had  preceded  the  present 
diaeoflk»B  and  jealousies* 

An  dderly  lady  of  a  dignified  but  gentle  aspect,  her 
ludr  wUte  as  the  snow,  rolled  back,  but  not  altoge« 
ther  concealed  under  her  black  silk  coif,  was  sitting 
Ijone  of  the  windows;  and  by  her  side  the  beautiful 
Betnorwas  employed,  according  to  the  indefatigable 
cosftooi  of  the  day,  at  her  embroidery.  A  book  bound 
npoiple  Tclvet  lay  by  her.  side  upon  the  table:  not  a 
iA  breviary  or  manual  of  piety  was  this — it  was  the 
"Arcadia"  of  Sir  PhiUip  Sidney. 

luoaa  Tresham  dressed  in  black,  the  livery  both  his 
ttother  and  himself  had  assumed  since  his  father's  last 
impnaonment,  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  room. 

The  young  lady  started  up  &om  her  employment  as 
^  door  opened,  for  she  well  knew  whose  arrival  was 
hourly  expected;  she  coloured — ^turned  pale — and  then 
htttilf  resuming  her  seat,  leant  over  her  work;  the 
fich  tresses  of  her  auburn  hair  fiJling  thickly  over  her 
^  and  reyealing  its  varying  colours,  as  her  heart 
^bbed  neariy  to  bursting. 

Bobert  entered  with  Everard,  but  seemed  scarcely 
^^^  to  notice  her  presence,  as  Francis  advanced  to 
"^  him,  holding  out  his  hand,  and  Lady  Tresham 
WQted  him  with  a  serious  but  benignant  air.  The 
Aieeyomig  men  advancing  to  wh^  she  flat,  imrne- 
^^^7  entered  into  conversation;  while  Eleanor  smking 
«Hh  mortification,  never  once  lifted  up  her  head. 
^  not  one  word  that  fell  from  Robert  was  lost  upon 

lio. 
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c  ^.•■zs  i^ms.  '.k.c^s  to  laase  v:u)  are  Terrvft^ 
^.z  1^  oc^jinz  :2ie=i  ibe:.*  mid  Robext,  irith  so00 
i.vi^ifr-Ati'^r..  **  Ii  i*  easj  for  tnose  who  star  awayfio^ 
%nrjn  sc^*^,  v^  cociole  thezifetres  widi  these  pleaflO^ 
jrl^:a;» ;  but  there  ftre,"  and  his  cheek  kindled^  **  who  k*^ 
U;tU:r  t^>  endure  the  distressing  sight,  and  to  sapportibe 
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Anr  in  Hb  agonyv  than  to  amuise  themBelveB  with 
fapidiieB  and  hopes  that  the  ahe  tiger  will  spare  her 
tBf  when  she  holdsit  between  her  fangs." 
"  Tbere  taref^  said  Everard,  taking  no  notice  of  tiie 
it  of  this  speech,  except  to  pity  the  irritation  of  his 
iend.    "  You  are  right,  mine  was  indeed  an  idle  hu- 
•astjr,  bnt  wert  thou  alone  in  thy  labour  of  mercy  ?" 
^  No,  there  were  two  others  stood  beside  me.*^ 
**  And  who  were  they  ?'  said  Lady  Tresham,  **  for 
Has  in  truth  a  most  Christian  and  pious  deed." 
«  Mother  Anner-and—*' 
*«MotiierAnneI— " 
•*  And  Grace  Vaux." 

^*  Grace  Vaux !"  with  a  shriek  from  Eleanor,  rising 
latily  from  her  seat,  and  coming  dose  up  to  where 
obert  stood. 

"  You  cannot  mean  to  say  so— Grace  Vaux !" 
*' There  was  one,"  cried  Robert,  his  whole  face 
mdling  as  he  spoke,  ''  whose  soft  feet  disdained  not  to 
E^  those  flinty  stones,  walking  lowly  by  that  hurdle's 
ide.  There  was  one  whose  hands  wiped  the  dew  of 
whfirom  that  tortured  brow:  there  was  one  whose 
•evenly  eyes  bent  over  and  hallowed  that  dread  sacri- 
See:  there  was  one  whose  heart  received  that  martyr's 
Ptttiog  ngh:  yes,  yes,  there  was  one  woman  found  on 
••rth  who  had  courage  and  who  had  power  to  perform 
'■is  work  of  piety  and  of  pity  .  .  ." 

They  all  looked  aghast.  But  over  the  eyes  of  Eleanor 
•tekdoud  of  jealousy  and  anger  was  gathering;  for 
^  thus  excited  to  the  highest  degree  by  the  recollec- 

B 


Eleanor  was  left  standing  in 
her  eyes  bent  upon  the  ground. 

Suddenly  she  started  as  one  fri 
by  the  place  where  he  was  mttu 
looking  at  him,  hastily  left  the : 


'I 

r 

I  . 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

**  Who  loTe«,raTe»— Vis  youth's  firei^y  .  .  . 

yet  still  it  binds 

The  fktal  speUt  and  still  it  draws  us  on, 
Beaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds.** 

Byron. 

^UiEAKOB  went  through  the  galleiy^  and  then  de» 

^cet^^Jingasmallflightof  stairs,  came  to  a  narrow  arched 

^^^f,  which  opened  upon  a  green  walk  that  led  into  jhe 

^^*5^aced  garden.    The  lowest  terrace,  which  over-hung 

^^  liver,  and  was  very  broad  and  handsome,  was  termi- 

^^ted  at  each  end  by  a  sort  of  arboiir,  or,  more  properly, 

®^all  chamber  of  yew,  closely  and  quaintly  cut,  and 

^^^lamented  with  various  figures  in  topiary  work.    The 

^^^^Ixappy  girl,  her  heart  almost  breaking  with  passion, 

*^versed  the  terrace,  and  entering  one  of  these  arbours, 

^^^  herself  upon  her  knees,  stretched  her  arms  upon 

^be  small  sylvan  table  before  her,  and  buried  her  face 

*^tween  them. 

She  did  not  weep:  for  Eleanor  seldom  wept:  but 
^^^^xig  and  wounded  to  the  quick  by  the  words  of 
■^^bert,  she  lay  in  a  sort  of  convulsion  of  grief  and 
t^^^on^  her  bosom  heaving  as  if  her  heart  would 

So  she  had  remained  for  some  time,  her  mind,  as  by 
^  saccesdon  of  phantoms,  filled  with  those  distracting 
^^^^ages  which  rage,  jealousy,  and  disappointment  invoke, 

b2 


his  hand  upon  her  shoulder,  an 
voice,  said, 
"  '^  And  what  ails  the  fairest  £ 

She  started,  turned  half  roun 
firom  her  knees,  and  lifting  uj 
face  all  discoloured  and  blurrc 
passion. 

All  the  agony  of  love,  jealou 
tion  was  painted  there;  her  eye 
desperate,  turned  resentfully  up< 
said, 

"  You  let  her  go  then." 

*'  Her  I — who? — where?*  afie< 
her,  '*  what  does  the  beauteous  1 

"  Call  me  not  beauteous,^'  saic 
tated  beyond  expression  by  the  ] 
voice.    '^  Call  her  beauteous  wh< 
aa  the  divine  angel  of  mercy  in 
and  before  his  eyes.    Why — ^wh 


FATHER  BABCT.  361 

.And  she  flung  fiom  him,  and  again  burying  her  fiu^ 
bet^veen  her  hands,  sobbed  with  convulsiye  passion. 

^Rie  Jesuit  stood  coldly  by,  watching  the  agonies  of 
'tliia  ill-mastered  and  ill-disciplined  nature :  a  slight  smile 
^  saliflfiurtion  just  visible  on  his  lip,  as  he  contemplated 
^ha.1;  Tehemence  of  weakness — ^if  I  may  say  so— -which 
'tendered  mankind  his  prey  and  his  slaye. 
«  'Well  he  knew  that  he  who  cannot  command  himself 
^  the  bondsman  of  him  who  can;  and  well  he  counted 
^ipon  this  impetuous  girl  as  among  the  most  obedient 
**id  servile  of  his  tools. 

fiut  he  now  assumed  the  tone  and  dignity  of  the 
^ffioe  of  director  of  the  heart  of  man^  and  said  in  a 
pfave  and  somewhat  severe  voice, 

*•  These  are  strange  words — when  the  child  dares  to 
^^^taign  the  decisions  of  her  ghostly  father." 

•* But  why?— why?" — again  lifting  up  her  head — 
*  Wliy  did  you  mislead  me?  I  had,  you  know  I  had, 
"^Bid  of  this  intended  doleful  pilgrimage.  I  prayed  to 
^  one:  you  forbade  me — and  assured  me  that  others 
®^OTild  be  forbidden  too:  I  had  your  faith  upon  it: 
**^^  now,  and  now,  not  only  she  went,  and  he..,,  but 
1^^  scorns  me  and  despises  me  for  my  selfishness  and  my 
J^^^iffirence ...  he ...  he .. .  you  played  me  false,  father," 
^'^  s  tone  of  indignation,  "  you  know  you  did." 

She  had  lifted  up  her  head,  and  her  eye  was  sparkling 
^•^thrage. 

**  False !"  he  said.  **  What  do  you  mean — Recollect 
y^^nrself  if  you  please,  yoimg  lady,  before  you  again  dare 
^  address  me;  I  command  you  to  retract  that  ofiensive 


qiOL't.  thi-  projoft  slioulil  he  abai 

"  Promist; !  "  he  repcatoil — " ; 
do  jou  think  me  so  veak,  so  i 
the  raperstatious  obligation,  of  1 
call  a  promise,  when  the  interest 
are  concerned? — ^Promise  I — to  I 
the  honour  of  the  highest  may  I 

She  looted  hard  at  him — m 
hei  own  preenmptioii. 

He  went  on : 

"  I  ahoold  indeed  be  a  misc 
b^ng,  nnworthy  to  bold  the 
community  of  boly  church,"  be 
ties  like  these  could  bind  me,  i 
Know,  like  the  strong  man  of  o 
fetters  of  tow,  when  the  migl 
upoQ  me.  And  what  I  pray  a 
be  the  Dalilah  to  bind  a  Samp 

^^l™;nef  from  her  witb  con1 
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lowing  him  in  a  depiecatmg  manner,  as  he  paced  with 
ta  offended  air  up  and  down  the  little  apartment — "  I 
am  Buze— I  am  grieved:  I  entreat  your  pardon,  reverend 
nd  holy  &iher-— on  my  knees:  from  my  heart  I  crave 
JGor  pardon  if  I  have  offended, — ^" 

^^Q&ndedl"  said  he,  coldly,  ''  that  is  a  very  soft 
tan— yes,"  with  a  haughty  and  imposing  air^  which 
gave  a  very  eztraordiiiary  terror  to  his  blue  eye  and  soft 
fiatozea.  "  You  have  ofiended — not  me :  I  repeat  it — I 
am  tlie  humblest  of  the  servants  of  the  churchy  not 
^nxrdiy  to  kiss  the  dust  beneath  the  feet  of  the  divine 
Ifttter  of  us  all:  but  as  her  minister  I  grasp  her  terror 
"^^  partake  of  her  glorious  privileges  and  dignities. 
^^  it  is  in  her  name,  young  creature,  that  I  speak, 
^*lieii  I  say,  that  you  have  grievously  and  heavily 
ofifended." 

She  was  quite  subdued  now;  she  had  not  a  doubt 
ult  she  was  greatly  in  fault;  he  had  broken  the  most 
^f^eaoi  assurances  and  promises  in  the  most  flagrant  and 
dtting  manner;  but  she  had  not  a  doubt  that  she  alone 
^  to  blame — and  heavily  to  blame. 

She  dared  not  now  her  storm  of  passion  had  subsided, 
T^ttdon  the  propriety  of  his  actions,  even  in  the  most 
'^ciet  recesses  of  her  own  mind. 

**  I  humbly  crave  your  pardon,"  she  kept  repeating 
tt  he  suffered  her  to  follow  him  up  and  down;  not 
^^igning  by  look  or  gesture  to  signify  whether  he  heard 
^  or  not 

*'I  humbly  crave  your  pardon,''  she  repeated, 
^*i6qping:  for  she  was  altogether  subdued,  all  her 
jealous  rage  had  yielded  to  the  master's  hand.    She  had 


is  iiiu  result  ot  the  tyranny  of 
of  tlic  lioncst  conviction  of  the 

So  he  let  her  go  on  for  som 
turning  round  as  if  wearied  -^ 
said, 

'*  Enough !  my  time  is  precioi 
It  was  a  childish  outbreak — ^I  wi 
and  let  us  say  no  more  of  it. 
severely,  "  my  actions,  the  i 
proper  to  adopt,  are  not  to  be 
judged  of.    It  is  sufficient  tha 
this  holy  cause" — ^here  he  cross 
servant  of  servants,  have  been  si 
of  their  vice-gerent.    For  what  1 
the  now  trembling  young  girl, 
accountable  but  to  one — ^the  h 
Bity  to  which  I  belong.    Once  i 
contest,  think  you  not  we  are  : 
zable  insects  that  hum  about  < 
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'^  Sweet  Eleanor — ^it  grieves  me  sorely  thus  to  remind 

you  of  yoar  errors.    Sweet  penitent  daughter,  lovely, 

beautifbl  Eleanor,  my  heart  is  grieving  for  thee,  even 

in  oonectioa  my  child,  for  it  reads  thine.    Thou  did'st 

ftea  Aonk  it  grievous,  that  before  his  eyes  thou  wert 

tt)t  allowed  to  shine  in  the  hallowed  light  of  piety,  and 

idf«devotion: — ^be  comforted  my  child;  slie  is  not  for 

^;  and  her  path  will  lead  to  far  other  courses. 

'*  She  is  formed  of  other  clay  than  the  sweet  Eleanor," 
^Bid  he,  in  a  flattering  tone:  '^  her  vocation  is  for  the 
'^ted  sisterhood — ^the  vocation  of  hearts  insensible 
^  tlie  force  of  sweeter  and  tenderer  affections.  Eleanor 
^^^8  bom  in  a  happier  hour.  The  joys  of  this  life  are 
^  Iier.  Fear  not,  sweet  maid,  this  rival  of  thine  is  but 
^  a  cold  moonlit  shadow,  which  shall  cross  and  darken 
^3^  path  for  a  while:  then  shall  she  vanish  from  thy 
'^'s  scene.  And  this  man  shall  awake  from  a  vain  de- 
''^on,  to  worship  a  fitirer  idol  and  be  blest  in  a  happier 
*^e"  And  he  pressed  her  hand  gently,  while  the 
^lour  flew  across  her  cheek,  her  eyes  were  bent  upon 
^e  ground,  and  the  sweetest  smile  of  recovered  hope 
PWyed  about  her  lips. 

She  felt  as  if  she  could  have  &llen  at  his  feet,  and 
^dored  Mr.  Darcy  in  gratitude  for  his  consolation. 

*^  Be  constant,  and  be  secret,"  he  continued,  *'  and 
^^Ost  your  happiness  to  time  and  to  your  best  friend," 
'^^ith  an  aflectionate  smile.  **  One  thing  only,  let  me 
Counsel— that  your  brother  shall  be  kept  at  present  in 
ignorance  of  all  this.  Your  maidenly  pride,  no  doubt," 
he  continued,  as  the  colour  mantled  to  her  cheek, 
*^  would  lead  you  to  hide  this  secret  from  all,  save  he 


5  your  happiness . 

ILt  brother!  Tlicir  conG 
uninterrupted,  for  there  ha< 
part  of  the  &theT  director  t 
the  new  views  which  had 
mind,  sinoe  the  connexion  i 
tiiB  Jesuit  had  b^;un  to  disb 
usual  Bjstem  employed  by  li 
weakening  the  family  lies, 
fitther  director,  between,  aa  t 
and  dearly  connected  in  blooc 

The  secret  conscience  of  El 
telling  her  that  wbat  the  pt 
That,  were  Everard  aware  of  i 
he  would  think  he  best  ocn 
baj^iness,  by  in^stang  upon 
told  her  that  so  it  ou^t  to 
M  in  each  cases  it  ever  doee  pi 
gence;  and  the  subtle  priest  k 
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fed  or  not  as  dicumstances  might  admit.  She 
serve  to  strengthen  the  tie  whioh  united  Robert 
party;  or  she  might  assist  in  yanqnishing  the 
revolt  of  Everaid. 

»  &te  of  the  yonng  creature  whose  peace  he  thus 
with,  was,  as  he  had  once  said  before,  indififerent 
a  as  that  of  the  leaves  which  were  whirled  and 
Eed  by  tiie  wind. 


"  Go  up,  my  souJ,  into  the  tril 

Mb.  DAKCrhad  returned  to 
in  the  arbour,  indulging  in  al 
reveriea  which  are  the  disto 
He  with  Tresham,  Robert, 
dtting  round  a  table  in  a  sma] 
sereral  letters,  mostly  writte 
hetcxc  them. 

"  Hhere  ie  a  curious  cttm 
Adp  of  yours,  Tresham,"  88 
thrown  down  a  paper  whicl 
"  the  gallant  Catholic  gentli 
ibe  blacli:  visaged,  preaching 
coalition  between  fire  and  wa 
"  Two  powers  of  force  i 
engaged  to  advance  one  grea' 
"  and  why  not,  nr?' 
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tIi6ioyaI  lips,  aie  quite  sufficient  to  convince  even  the 
aoBt  distrmtfol,  of  the  strength  of  his  real  sentiments. 
Ik  outward  demonstration  must,  we  all  know,  depend 
ifOQ  the  tone  of  those  circumstances^  and  the  strength 
of  those  interests,  which  can  be  brought  to  bear  upon 
it  It  must  be  our  work,  gentlemen,  so  to  strengthen 
oorpaity,  by  union  among  ouraelyes;  and  by  a  close 
iDumoe  with  any  whose  views  coincide  with  our  own; 
ai  to  render  it  the  interest  of  this  Scottish  pedant  to 
dedaie  openly  for  us.  But  time  is  invaluable,  his  pre- 
KDt  inclinations  may  change.  The  sooner  the  royal 
ichool-boy  comes  to  the  throne  the  better  for  us  alL 
^  old  woman  is  very  long  in  getting  out  of  the  way." 
"  One  is  wearied  of  her,"  said  Tresham. 
''And  sick  of  attempts  to  get  rid  of  her,"  added 
Aohert,  with  disgust:  for  his  heart  revolted  against  the 
ihedding  of  any  fiirther  blood,  except  in  open  battle : 
^  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  efiects  of  his  first 
sdsienture  of  that  terrible  kind:  '*  I  hate  and  detest 
fteie  cowardly  attempts,  at  opposition,  which  result 
011I7  in  the  shame  and  scandal  of  our  party." 

"  We  will  have  no  more  of  them,"  said  the  Jesuit, 
lo(ddng  at  Tresham — and  then  turning  to  Robert: 
"IXd  you  not  hear  it  said  that  there  was  a  more  de- 
centy  and  quite  as  effectual  a  way — I  suppose  it  little 
natters,  as  &r  as  the  life  of  the  individual  may  be  con- 
oemed,  whether  a  heart  be  poignarded  or  broken." 

Everard  sat  all  this  time,  his  elbow  resting  on  the 
iUfl^  and  his  hand  supporting  his  head,  gazing  fixedly 
It  the  speaker,  who  did  not  seem  to  attend  to  him. 
"  I  have  heard,"  said  the  Jesuit,  after  a  pause,  in 


"  I  should  have  thought,"  sf 
heart  had  been  made  of  bettei: 

*'  Bett^ !  you  call  it — well- 

"  He  is  entirely  alienated 
last  lefiual  on  the  port  of  tiie  < 
£ucm  of  the  eweet  vineB,  haa  < 
Bay  she  scoma  to  purchase  hia 
and  expects  a  free  retum  of  J 
influenoed  hy  considenition  OJ 

"  Hie  old  woman  is  as  ztan 
muttered  ihe  blhei  sarcaalaod 

"  Oni  nohle  earl  haa  lived 
irorU,"  puiBoed  Mr.  TceahanL 
especially  when  enemies  so 
I^h,  and  Cobham  bear  rule : 
is,  he  has  resolved  to  sabmit  1 

"  AtjI  the  old  dotins  tpii 
ignotaiit  what  is  for  her  ow 
(Xieraed  to  adoot  it.    No  tv 
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Uged  at  onoe  the  socoeasor,  so  soon  as  this  noble  earl 
dull  luife  seized  upon  the  leins  of  govenunent.  Nay, 
Ae  dd  woman  may  chance  to  get  a  blow,  or  something 
of  tbt  nature  in  the  bnny  of  the  business — who  knows? 
Such  accidents  are  often  unavoidable  on  such  oocaaons. 
Ihe  Sootdah  king  has  given  his  secret  pledges,  that 
^  OfttholicB  shall  immediately  be  recompensed  by  a 
gcoend  toleration  •  •  • .  and  trust  me,  gentlemen,  there 
Ban  (dd  proverb  about  letting  a  finger  enter,  or  some- 
Aing  of  that  sort,  if  I  recollect  right:  I  think  we  shall 
find  means  to  verify  it." 

^^Ithon^t,''  said  Bobert,  ^^yon  intended  to  have 
90  killing,  or  any  thing  of  that  kind,  in  this  business." 
'^IMd  I  say  so  ?  ...  I  believe  I  did,  and  in  truth, 
tbtigh  I  qpoke  of  an  accidental  blow  or  so,  it  was  with- 
out much  purpose  of  the  sort ;  we  aim  at  the  heart; 
tfid,  trust  one  who  knows  something  of  the  workings  of 
tliat  little  organ,  let  but  that  woman  see  the  man  she 
loves  in  arms  against  her  power,  and  triumphant  over 
lier  authority,  and  pride  and  love  will  do  our  business 
ID  len  than  a  week:  or  I  know  nothing  of  such 
things." 

'^  It  were  to  seethe  a  Idd  in  the  mother's  milk,"  cried 
Evenund,  rising  from  the  table  in  great  agitation,  ''  you 
do  not,  you  cannot  mean  any  thing  so  barbarous — so 
teeacheroas-HX>  cruel  I  Robert,  what  are  you  about? 
How  can  you  for  one  instant  listen  to  such  cold-blooded 
maxims?  Draw  your  sword  like  a  man  if  battle  there 
must  be,  but  have  nothing  to  do  with  designs  such  as 


And  he  laid  his  hand  upon  his  firiend's  shoulder. 


^■^  j^u'ig  Liiiaici  10  come 
force  of  a  passion  for  one 
and  an  infidel,  has  thus 
teq)ect  to  the  duties  calle 
p&rtj,  I  think  it  might  ht 
man  of  such  mee  honour  to 
he  maj  share  periiapa  tmlj 

"  I  am  not  about  to  betn 
said  Everard,  "  and  as  for  ■ 
me  that  our  consultation  m 
the  insuring  the  succesdon  ti 
ration  of  oui  religion  as  the 
Ton  onght  to  have  told  ni 
queen  weie  to  be  agitated;  j 
her;  you  ought  to  have  beli 
the  man  for  Buch  a  purpose." 

*'Wo  ought  to  have  Imi 
Jesuit,  with  a  eneer,  "  I  oo 
I  cry  peccavi — I  ought  neve 
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wUch,  however,  tlie  most  dogged  determination  to  ad- 
lieie  to  his  own  puipoee  might  be  detected. 

^  I  ask  youy  Mr.  Tresham/'  said  Everard,  '*  by  what 
o^joa  deceived  me  as  to  the  purpose  of  this  meeting, 
Hid  led  me  into  this  hatefiil  alternative— -either  to  be 
tmcherous  to  my  sovereign,  or  to  betray  my  friends?" 

'*  ni  tell  you  what,  Everard^"  said  Tresham,  assuming 
n  til  of  candour,  '*  you  know  my  principles  in  these 
flui^:  I  never  pretend  to  be  such  a  fanatic  for  truth, 
ii  not  to  use  a  little  innocent  deception  to  forward  a 
Boble  cause.  Nay,  you  may  look  as  indignant  as  you 
fboe:  I  tell  you  these  are  my  principles,  and  every 
num  has  a  right  to  act  in  accordance  with  his  prin- 

"  It  is  news  to  me,"  said  Father  Darcy,  ''  that  the 
lOQumtic  feelings  of  a  superannuated  old  woman,  who 
would  in  her  grand  climacterick  act  the  love-sick  girl, 
^tc  to  be  set  against  the  interests  of  a  great  party  and  a 
S^t  religion.  Such  superstitious  observings  may  suit 
joung  gentlemen,  who,  having  secured  large  estates, 
^7  find  it  convenient  to  abstain  from  taking  part  in 
we  troubles  of  the  times,  but  will  scarcely  be  received 
tt  an  excuse  for  their  cowardly  abandonment  of  a 
^hteous  cause  and  of  an  oppressed  and  suffering  people, 
^t  I  am  sorry  the  young  gentleman  has  been  led  by 
^•Tiesbam  into  a  case  of  misprision  of  treason; 
ttd  that  he  has  run  his  own  head  into  danger,  in 
^  of  his  known  prudence." 

Everard  was  astonished  at  his  own  audacity,  and  at 

Ua  own  emancipation  from  the  influence  of  such  reason- 

• 

^:  but  a  few  months  ago^  and  the  arguments  and 

8 
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the  sarcasms  of  the  holy  father  would  ham  bo 
powerful  over  his  mind — but  the  force  of  tnzi 
right  thinking  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Mulsho,  had  f 
the  happiest  effects  upon  his  temper.  The  Jeso: 
as  he  had  done  once  before,  that  his  power  was  i 
present  at  an  end;  he  did  not  however,  feel  the  sli 
distrust  of  being  at  some  future  period  able  to  r 
it;  and  whatever  he  might  affect,  he  had  n( 
slightest  apprehension  that  Everard  would  betr 
friends. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Everard,  endeavouring  tc 
mand  his  temper,  '^for  what  has  been  done,  a] 
what  I  have  heard:  more  however  of  these  sch< 
must  be  excused  from  listening  to :  Tresham,  I  wi 
your  Mother  and  Eleanor — ^but  be  imder  no  unea 
gentlemen,  yoiur  secret  is  safe  with  me." 

And  he  left  the  room. 

"  Safe  enough,  I  will  pledge  my  life,"  cried  B 
again  coming  forward  from  the  place  where,  a  little 
he  had  stood,  listening  to  what  was  going  on;  "  tl 
peril  to  his  own  head  and  to  his  own  estates  in 
might  imdoubtedly  be  construed  by  our  sage  la 
into  misprision  of  treason :  and  that  will  be  argi 
enough  with  Everard  for  incurring  the  danger. 

"  Thou  art  a  good  fellow,  Everard,"  he  went  on 
Tresham  and  Father  Darcy  think  of  thee  what 
will;  but  take  my  advice,  Tresham,  and  let  him 
to  no  more  of  these  schemes.  The  times  are  not  rij 
such  men  as  he  is — ^let  him  alone — ^let  him  go  ai 
happy  with  her  he  loves.  Father  Darcy,  you  musl 
kindly  upon  him :  Everard  is  a  pearl  of  a  man:  tl 
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Bot  in  the  humour  to  rouse  himself  at  this  moment,  and 
in  a  qnestionaUe  affidr  such  as  this:  but  relj  upon  it 
ifkcn  the  time  comes — if  come  it  should — Everard  will 
vgpcaA  to  the  calL  For  me,*'  said  he,  resuming  his 
wonted  air  of  careless  defiance,  '^  I  am  a  man  ship- 
mecked  and  miserable,  and  just  that  sort  of  stuff  from 
lAich  you  and  Tresham  make  your  tools.*' 

And  they  continued  in  secret  coimdl  upon  a  sub- 
ject, which  finally  resulted  in  the  strange  outbreak  of 
&e  Eads  of  Essex  and  Southampton. 
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"  For  love  it  knows  i 


A  DESPERATE  iDBQ  Robert 
a  state  of  mind  which  fitted  1 
prises. 

In  this  state  of  mind  Gn 
Btructed  to  maintain  him :  or  i 
schooled,  and  manipulated,  if 
ezpresuon,  till  she  regarded  i 
Delect  eveiy  consideration  of 
and  devote  herself  to  that  re) 
the  natural  bias  of  her  charactt 

It  was  not  bj  direct  inBtructi< 
of  Mt.  Darcy  to  work.  This 
tomed  sedulously  to  prepare  1 
leave  the  proposed  end  to  be 
tions  of  their  own  passions. 


JTATHEB  DABCT.  377 

penetrable  than  she  had  appeared  under  the  gloomy 
ipair  of  their  last  meeting. 

She  was  walking  in  a  grove  of  iiigh  trees  which  lay 
the  south  of  the  house,  to  which  place  she  had  been 
^nostomed  to  resort  for  prayer  and  meditation,  and  to 
dch  place  he  had  followed  her. 
Bat  Grace  Vauz  was  greatly  changed  since  she  was 
Bfc  presented  to  you. 

Hie  anxieties  she  had  suffered,  and  the  anticipation 
tlie  miserable  fate  awaiting  one  whom  she  reverenced 
*  ^ply,  had  well  nigh  broken  her  heart  before;  but 
id  horrible  scene  which  her  love  and  her  devotion  had 
d  her  to  go  through,  had  turned  that  heart,  as  she 
KMight  and  felt,  to  stone. 

A  dreary,  desolate,  horrible  sort  of  despair  had  taken 
^•eaBion  of  her  mind.  Her  dreams  were  darkened  by 
«  dreadful  images  of  the  past;  her  days  rendered  in- 
ferable by  harrowing  recollections  which  made  the 
Ond  of  mirth,  or  even  the  mere  voice  of  cheerful  in- 
ference, insupportable.  It  seemed  to  her  as  if  the 
We  earth  ought  to  mourn  in  sjrmpathy  over  such  a 
rful  sacrifice;  and  her  heart,  revolting  from  the 
siety  of  those  who  with — shall  we  say,  the  happy 
Katility  of  mankind  —  had  already  turned  their 
)i]ghts  to  other  things,  she  sought  in  deep  solitude 
d  the  most  severe  religious  exercises,  some  relief  for 
r  lacerated  feelings. 

Ihe  poor  mother  Anne,  exhausted  by  fatigue  and 
Rsring,  lay  stretched  upon  her  sick  bed,  unable  to 
oister  advice  or  sympathy,  or  soothe  by  her  gentle 
)dne8S  the  agonies  of   this  ulcerated  heart.      To 


■]ip 


II*:  naa  given  his  over-riJdt 

told  the  Lady  Grace  had  taken. 
2  Ab  he  saddenl J  tamed  by  a  1 

cm  the  nde  of  which  a  little  knc 
hanging  in  aD  the  besntifiil  li^ 
branches,  he  beheld  the  unhappy 
along  the  winding  path  at  soiiM 
him.  The  leafy  trees  and  Terdn 
sylyan  aich  over  her  head:  she  a] 
tifbl  and  saintly  image,  mider 
Grothic  shrine. 

As  usual,  she  was  dressed  with 
and  the  thick  folds  of  her  aim* 
shrouded,  though  they  could  no 
pure  outline  of  her  most  lovely  fi| 

She  was  walking  with  a  very 
step,  her  hands  were  clasped  acr 
head  bent  in  an  attitude  of  des 
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imagmatkni  and  doperate  force  of  sendment  whicli  he 
poaeoed,  gare  an  exultation  to  his  ideas  and  feelings 
iriudiiqypiroaclied  to  insanity. 

To  gaie  npon  her  thus,  was  a  laptuie  almost  too 

gteit  for  his  powers  of  endurance:  but  such  rapture  he 

£d  not  allow  himself  long  to  enjoy.    He  had  come 

widi  the  determined  purpose  to  leam  his  fate  at  once 

fiom  her  own  lips;  to  obtain  her  for  himself;  break 

^iuoagh  as  it  were  that  holy  circle  of  religious  self- 

de?otioiui  which  enclosed  her,  and  bear  her  away  to 

{huge  with  him  into  the  mid-torrent  of  ecstatic  joy: 

ttf  if  that  were  not  to  be,  he  came  resolved  to  break 

we  hood  which  yet  united  them;  to  forsake  her,  his 

*^^^  genius  as  he  felt  her  to  be;  sever  himself  from  all 

"^^  divine  and  softening  influences  which  her  presence 

'^^^liied;  and  cast  himself  headlong  without  pilot,  with- 

^t  compass,  upon  that  raging  sea  of  life,  which  he  felt 

^  he,  after  all,  his  natural  element. 

With  purposes  which,  to  his  excited  imagination 
•Ook  this  sort  of  wild  poetic  form,  he  had  come: 
^  there  he  stood  pausing,  hesitating,  gazing,  before 
the  fatal  scene  should  be  opened,  the  fatal  words  spoken, 
iriuch  were  to  decide  his  destiny  for  ever. 

The  winding  walk  which  she  slowly  pursued,  at  last 
Ud  her  from  his  view;  then,  as  the  beauteous  image 
disappeared  behind  the  meeting  branches,  he  started 
from  his  reverie,  rushed  forward,  and  was  at  her  side. 

Pifl  rapid  footsteps  aroused  her:  she  paused,  and 
listened,  without  turning  her  head:  he  was  by  her  side, 
and  had  laid  hold  of  her  arm. 
**  Grace— Grace  Vaux  r 
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•iii  I,  fa: 


MWi) 


VATHEB  DABCT.  S81 

^To  have  thee  for  mme  own,  or  to  have  done  with 
Aee  for  ever.^ 
She  duTered  a  little,  but  said  nothing. 
**  Gnoe/'  he  flaid,  with  increasing  fervour,  ^'  be  mine." 
Agftin  the  arm  gently  struggled  to  release  itself. 
**  Nay,  nay,  listen  to  me — ^you  must,  you  ought,  Grace, 
k>  listen  to  me — ^you  know  how  I  love  you.    I£  thou 
dost  not  know,^  with.a  certain  solemnity, ''  vain  it  were 
fixr  me  to  attempt  to  paint  it.    If  thou  dost  not  know 
file  passion  with  which  my  soul  is  knit  to  thine,  thou 
iteiver  canst  comprehend,  for  vain  were  human  language 
to  express  it" 

His  voice  faltered,  he  let  go  her  arm,  and  turned  a 
Jttoinent  away.  He  was  overcome  with  the  image  of 
"^  own  thoughts  and  feelings  as  thus  presented:  his 
''^•rt  bled  in  self-pity. 

Be  returned  again,  and  again  grasped  her  arm. 
*'  Dost  thou  understand,  Grace,  this  heart?  It  is  capa- 
*^*®i  my  soul  knows  it,  of  great  and  noble,  and  generous 
^^^Jigs :  it  is  of  the  stuff— for  once,  think  me  not  weakly 
^^  to  own  it — of  which  saints,  and  heroes,  and  martyrs 
^^  made:  but  there  is  that  within  also ...  I  shudder 
^^^etimes  at  my  own  thoughts  .  . .  there  is  that  within 
^  "^liich  the  demons  in  hell  might  tremble  and  look 
We*  I  know  not  well  how  it  is  with  me,"  he  con- 
^^ed  with  increasing  vehemence,  "  I  feel  that  I  am 
^^^  to  figure  among  the  best  and  the  greatest,  or  to  be 
^*d  up  as  a  monster  among  men;  a  monster  at  whose 
^^e  firom  generation  to  generation  the  human  blood 
^^  curdle,  and  the  very  innocent  child  leain  to  tremble 
^>Ul  stand  aghast" 
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lialeii  to  me,  mj  love — ^I  "want  thee,  Giaoe,  to  be  my 

Vne;  I  ivaai  thee  to  come  and  hallow  my  domestic 

^Bttih;  I  want  thee  to  illominate  by  thy  diyine  and 

VtaDDomg  goodnesB,  my  darksome,  lonesome  home  and 

hot;  I  want  to  have  little  prattling  children — ^thy 

fliUren  and  mine,  Grace— dimbing  round  my  knee; 

Inat  to  ha^e  their  cherub  kisses  on  my  cheek;  I  want 

k>  be  happy,  sofUy,  innocently  happy  with  thee,  my 

ftioe;  I  want  to  have  the  blessing  of  God  descend  like 

WW  upon  this  burning  brain — Grace,  I  want  to  be 

among  the  blest;  I  want  to  be  with  God;  I  want  to  be 

^^Hih  thee,  my  sainted  angel  mistress." 

'*  Robert,  Robert,"  and  her  colour  came  and  went,  and 
^beauteous  eyes  were  seeking  the  earth,  shunning  his 
^®^Jy,  deeply  loving  gaze. 

*'  Is  not  that  a  picture,  Grace,  even  to  win  thy  soul  ? 

"•^ace,  love,  piety,  devotion,  children,  little  children, 

^*lace,  reared  to  serve  that  Church  to  which  we  both 

^^Itere.    Groodness — an  example  set  which  shall  adorn 

^^  creed,  so  that  our  very  enemies  shall  bless  us.    A 

'^  of  tender  protection  and  assistance  to  those  on  whom 

^^]>presBion  lies  heavy.    A  life  of  persevering  endeavour 

Ui  support  of  a  righteous  cause;  a  life  of  paradise !  Two 

^learts,  two  souls  in  one — as  one,  mingling  in  every 

thooght,  action,  feeling;  a  life!  Nay,  my  Grace — nay, 

t&y  sweet  Grace,  turn  not  your  head  away,"  and  bending 

down  he  impressed  a  kiss  so  pure,  so  tender,  on  her 

eheek,  that  the  angels  of  heaven  might  have  envied  it. 

But  she  started  at  the  touch,  snatched  her  arm  firom 

lum,  and  turned  terrified  and  o£^ded  away. 

«<  You  have  dared !" 


'^  Stand oA; Robot.  ToodnDenol.  Hsiedfloeiridi 
jovr  facgiiiliiig.  dangcmis  voids.  Lei  me  akoeydB- 
ceirer  ind  bctnTcr.'^ 

**  f  oigife  mey  sweetest,  dcucM  GxMe,  I  iiwmt  BQt 
toofioidToii,  IcaQbeiTentowitiieaB.  (Nifixgifemev 
Ibegireme  tliisonee." 

And  lie  tiMykd  down  imploiiiig,  and  took  hold  ol 
her  gazments.  Shediook  him  c^as  if  hehadbeoi  ^ 
serpent,  her  soft  eyes  ahnost  flashed  vith  a  wild  aiM 
despente  ^Juim^siflH- 

*'  Touch  me  not,  speak  to  me  not — -Why  hate 
hssened?  What  hare  I  been  about?  Dieadfid,  dieadfoJ 
The  spouse  ofmyredcemer  land  I  have  listened,  KstenpC 
aje,  xnih  pleason?,  to  the  dec^tful  words  of  a  peiidiims 
num.  Oh  Roben,  Robert,  what  have  we  been  about 
PitT  me  and  foigire  me,  for  my  sin  to  thee  and  to  hi^ 
hath  been  great.  Thou  must  not  speak  to  me  of  hon 
and  hearth,  and  sweet  afiecdon,  and  prattling  &oes  an^ 
pleasant  confidence.  Oh,  no,  no,  no;  I  am  an  affiance^ 
bride — ^the  affianced  bride  of  him  the  bleeding  ledeeme 
of  us  aU.  and  what  hare  I  to  do  with  thee,  Robeif 
Robert?' 

He  rose  at  once  from  his  knees,  folded  his  amtf 
with  a  sort  of  desperate  calmness:  and  fixing  upa 
her  his  eve  which  had  again  lost  all  the  feelim 
tenderness  of  its  expression,  and  assumed  one  of  dee] 
gloom  and  dark,  concentrated  rage  and  disappointmeni 
said — 

**  I  thought  I  had  your  promise,  not  that  I  own,  bfl 
your  tacit — ^your  understood  promise,  that  my  plead 
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ings  should  once  be  heard  before  your  resolution  was 

*'  It  was  so/'  said  she — and  her  woman's  nature  here 
gKve  way,  the  tears  ran  down  her  cheeks,  and  she 
nbbed  like  a  chidden  child.    '*  I  had  given  you  reason, 
Bobert— I  own  it — ^I  had  given  you  reason  to  believe 
that  I  would  hear  your  pleadings  before  I  bound  my- 
ttif  irrevocably •    I  yielded  to  my  weakness,  Robert 
^  heart — this  heart ! — Ah,  this  heart !"  pressing  her 
two  hands  against  it,  as  if  to  still  its  beating.     *'  Shall 
I  own  it  ?    Tliose  pledges  were  too— too— that  promise, 
^  believe  me  I  it  was  but  too  sweet,  too  dear  to  my 
*^  to  keep  it — and  therefore,"  said  she,  her  voice 
steadying  as  she  went  on,  '^  the  sacrifice  was  the  more 
Worthy  and  complete  with  which  I  offered  my  promise 
•^iny  good  faith  to  thee — that  which  was  most  precious 
^  mine  eyes — ^with  this  bleeding,  bleeding  heart — to 
*^  who  claims  our  all." 
**  Your  promises — ^your  good  faith !...." 
**  You  know,"  said  she,  now  approaching  him  with 
«^e  gentlest  pleadings  of  what  appeared  to  her  unan- 
•Werable  reason—"  we  are  commanded  to  hold  all  vows 
"""^  fSsath,  light  and  valueless,  in  comparison  with  the 
^  great  claim."    Then  sobbing  again:  **  I  own  it, 
**^bert,  when  that  man — ^that  man  whom  I  loved  and 
^*ioured,  as  child  on  earth  never  loved  or  honoured 
^^rthly  father ....  I  vowed  a  vow — If  the  holy  virgin 
^  her  efficacious  intercessions,  would  save  him,  that 
"^oie  her  shrine  I  would  sacrifice  all  worldly  hopes 
^'^  joys:  that  I  would  devote  myself  a  virgin  for  her 
^ly  sake — and  forget — thee — and  thy — ^thy  foolish- 
^«*,  Bobert" 


uij  J113  lunures;  my  llesli  cliill 
if,  Itoljcrt;  my  very  soul  dark 
his  dismal  deatli;  in  that  ago 
but  to  hit  feet,  what  offer  i 
and  what  was  far  dearer  thai 
fed  it  now.  Could  I— would 
layfesteiing  in  hia  blood  j  grav 
have  been — to  be  ... ,  with  thi 

A  flood  of  tears  buist  forth- 
tion,  though  still  sobbing  luttei 

"  At  least  the  boun  of  pu 
he  was,  all  mortals  must  endan 
to  the  heavenly  manaons — at '. 
as  it  was,  might  serve  to  soAen 
hold  it? — Would  you  have  h 
^th  implied  to  thee^Ohl — C 
bond;  the  holier  at  that  veiy 
which  rent  it  asunder." 

Tliis  speech  broken  with  sob 
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rooneif  bj  the  etemal  vow,  and  sepaiated  us  in  tliis 
irarld  and  in  the  nezt?^ 

She  bowed  her  head  in  sign  of  assent,  but  it 
nosed  asif  she  could  not  speak. 

^  And  who  leoeiTed  that  vow?*  he  said,  sternly. 

**  Father  Tesmond:  Father  Darcj  had  always  warned 
neto  be  cautions  in  imposing  such  an  obligation  upon 
n J  SGfuL  But  the  pasdon  of  my  sorrow  would  brook 
ID  delay  I  and  Father  Tesmond  received  my  vows — seal- 
ng  them  with  that  holy  sacrament,  which . . . ." 

*^ Enough,'' said  he,  turning  away,  '^  say  no  more: 
iQQiplete  the  sacrifice.  Tou  have  offered  our  lives,  now 
4er  my  etemal  sool — ^for  that  was  lost  when  thou  didst 
»&  awful  thing.'' 

** Robert — ^Robertl'^  and  she,  in  her  turn,  fell  upon 
^  knees  and  embraced  his,  lifting  up  her  beseeching 
^06  in  passionate  ecstasy.  "  Robert,  Robert — ^let  me 
^ear  other  words  fix)m  thee — Oh,  my  despair!  my  des- 
pair! Ofier  thyself,  my  Robert,  my  Robert — offer 
lljBelf,  as  I,  poor  wretch,  have  done— complete  the  holy 
Icrifice:  a  fellow  labourer  at  the  same  altar:  Oh! 
tobert  I  Robert  t— don't  look  in  that  dark  and  dreadful 
vy,  cast  off  the  fearful  demon  that  possesses  thee, 
sn  to  the  virgin  mother — Robert — ^Robert !" 

^  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee,  woman !"  said  he, 
nking  her  firom  him.  '^  Henceforward  we  are  twain — 
qr  path  is  towards  heaven — mine  lies  no  longer  that 
-ly— 

^  Robert — ^Robert ! "  still  holding  him  and  kneeling. 

**  Have  done,"  said  he,  fiercely,  "  for  to  the  dark 
anon  thou  hast  sacrificed  a  souL" 


=11';  iiau  maae,  when  she 
still  filled  nhlillio  image  < 
been  confessed  in  her  mc 
jected.  She  had  statteret 
have  conferred  so  much  : 
into  a  wildemefls  that  gar 
Pointed  it,  bloomed  with 
thehoUeat,  the  purest  of  n 
generous  aelf-devotion,  sh« 
where  was  her  recompense 

She  had  lost  hia  soul 

■ffi«BouI — 

With  those  of  her  way  o; 
deadly  than  that  of  final  de 
a  dreadful  sentiment  of  the 
wligion  is  apt  to  lead.  T 
acoostoms  the  spirit  to  subr 
is  wanting.  And  the  feeli 
leads  to  desperation. 
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It  deserted  by  his  better  angel;  and  all  the  wild  forces 

his  chaxBCter,  no  longer  harmonised  and  softened 
f  the  heavenly  sweetness  which  breathed  in  her  looks 
id  accents,  were  roshing  into  the  disorder  of  chaos. 
Saciificed  he  had  been — and  to  what? 
Abm !  had  it  been  to  duty — to  consdentious,  indis- 
liable  Antj — ^they  had  both  found  consolation. 
Bat  it  was  to  a  superstition;  a  mere  idea  after  all  to 
Ideh  they  had  immolated  their  mutual  lives ;  and  what 
kaD  mitigate  the  bitterness  of  his  disappointment,  or 
f  her  despair? 

80  she  lay  long — groaning  as  if  her  heart  woidd  burst 
ftmder.  At  last  she  rose  from  the  earth,  shook  the 
oat  from  her  soiled  and  disordered  garments,  and  with 
ry  eyes,  that  had  already  begim  to  assume  a  somewhat 
tony  expression,  so  changed,  so  cold  did  tliey  hencc- 
orth  from  that  day  become^  she  walked  to  the  house, 
>id  went  up  to  the  room  she  called  her  own. 

Hie  chamber  was  simply  arranged;  but  the  view 
iQm  the  open  casement  was  pleasant  and  cheering;  a 
itde  bird,  a  bullfinch,  on  which  Grace  Yaux  had  cx- 
^onded,  as  she  thought,  most  innocently,  some  of  that 
>terflowmg  love  which  her  poor  heart  was  forbidden 
'^  bestow  upon  others,  whistled  cheerfully  in  its  cage. 

It  was  all  so  pretty,  so  simple,  so  cheerful,  so  pure, 
iofiir  in  this  little  cell. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  and  how  was  it? 

Tie  bed  had  disappeared;  a  hard  straw  pallet  on  the 
loor  supplied  its  place;  the  little  ornaments,  few  and 
iiu^ley  as  they  were,  had  all  been  taken  away;  the 
B^ned  casement  was  darkened  by  a  sort  of  screen  or 
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blind,  which  excluded  altogether  the  pleattnt  Tisir. 
The  litde  bullfinch  was  gone»  and  the  pale,  hollow* 
eyed  creature  who  walked  in  deep  melancholy  up  and 
down  that  dreary  apartment,  was  already  b^innbg 
to  suffer  from  the  slow  and  wasting  £sver  of  decay, 
as  the  hair-doth  she  wore  macerated  her  delicate  flesh: 
rendered  more  susceptible  to  pain  by  the  nervous  e^ 
citement  produced  by  her  lengthened  &8ts  and  her 
unwearied  prayers — ^by  her  mortificaticHU  and  sufe^ 
ijigs  to  atone  for  his  crime. 

It  was  all  she  coidd  do  for  him  now*--and  htUDtt 
passion  and  heavenly  yearnings  led  her,  poor  fotkin 
and  mistaken  one,  both  one  way. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

^hk  tiiis  WGfild  is  much  treachery,  little  tmth ;  here  all  things 
itnpt ;  bere ewerj  thing  ii  hetet  with  tnarea." 

St  Stm* 

*'Fatheb,  jou  have  acted  by  me  wisely,  kindly, 
ilUblly,"  said  Robert,  extending  his  hand  to  Mr. 
tocy,  *'  I  thank  you  for  it ;  but  your  benevolent 
ite&tions  have  been  firustiated  and  she  is  lost  to  me. 

am  yours,  therefor^,  body  and  soul ;  do  with  me 
hat  you  will,  for  I  have  henceforward  nothing  within 
« to  call  my  own." 

"Father  Tesmond  is  pious  and  well  meaning,  but 
^  and  superstitious,"  said  Darcy,  with  a  satisfied 
tt3e.  **  I  lament,  for  your  sake,  sir,  that  our  important 
finis  should  have  detained  me  at  Rushton  just  at  this 
mcttue;  though — "  and  he  corrected  himself,  "  excuse 
^  much  as  I  love  you,  (f  her  vocation  were  a  real  one, 
tcred  duties  would  have  forbidden  . .  . .  " 

^Say  no  more  of  it,"  said  Robert,  "  I  understand  all 
^t  very  well:  I  thank  you  for  what  you  did-,  let  us 
M  talk  of  what  you  mighi  have  done.  Tou  are  a  man 
^  be  trusted,  Mr.  Darcy,  and  will  demand  no  vain  and 
>>t£cal  sacrifices  fix)m  any  of  us." 

^e  &ther  looked  as  if  he  did  not  exactly  know  how 

take  this  equivocal  compUment.  He  liked  that  a 
Hi  of  such  a  bold  way  of  thinking  as  Robert  should 
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esteem  him  for  his  freedom  from  superstitioii  and  preja* 
dice:  and  yet,  the  destruction  of  prejudice  and  eaffn- 
stition  was  the  destruction  of  his  empire. 

'*  I  confess  to  you/'  said  Robert,  '*  that  if  a  soul  is  loat 
— a  partisan  is  gained;  with  her,  I  should  have  become, 
I  feel  it  now,  unfit  for  much  of  the  sort  of  work 
that  seems  wanted;  quite  the  wrong  sort  of  man  for 
you,  Mr.  Darcy.  iVoir,  if  you  want  any  one  to  f(a:Kt 
his  head,  or  any  such  trifle — ^by  giving  a  quietus  to 
an  old  woman,  or  matter  of  that  kind,  you  hate  a 
man  ready  to  your  hand.  I  know  no  one  fitter  than  I 
am — ^in  my  present  humour." 

The  Jesuit  smiled.  This  was  exactly  the  huioour 
into  which  he  had  trusted  by  persevering  endeavouisto 
bring  him ;  it  had  been  done  to  his  hand  in  a  maoBer 
as  unexpected  as  agreeable ;  he  blessed  Father  Tesmond*8 
zeal  in  his  heart,  and  cast  about  in  thought  how  best  to 
reward  him  for  it. 

But  what  he  said  was — 

**  No  such  desperate  enterprise  as  that — we  shall  leave 
our  best  friends,  the  earls  of  Essex  and  Southamptont  to 
provide  what  is  fitting  for  her  grace ;  but  we  may  count 
upon  you  now,  I  conclude,  to  join  in  our  coimcils  at 
Drury  Lane,  and  reckon  upon  your  sword  if  sword* 
should  be  rendered  necessarv." 

"I  am  your's  or  any  one's:  dispose  of  me  as  yott 
will :  I  have  told  you  I  have  broken  from  my  anchorage 
and  am  tossing  upon  the  ocean  of  life,  ready  ^ 
follow  in  the  wake  of  any  who  thinks  it  worth  whifc 
to  take  such  a  water-logged  vessel  in  tow.  But  I  would 
rather  it  were  you  than  any  other,  because  I  honour 


FATHER  DABCT.  298 

our  enterpiise,  admire  your  genius,  and  thank  you  for 
xnx  servioes. 

The  triumph  of  Mr.  Darcy  over  the  mind  of  Robert 
m  now  complete.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  the 
[alitude  that  was  excited  by  this  sacrifice^  as  he  thought 
i,  on  the  part  of  Father  Darcy,  of  religious  prejudices 
nd  opinions  for  his  sake. 

He  was  quite  a  man  to  value,  as  the  highest  mark  of 
iendflhip,  a  deviation  in  his  favour  £rom  what  was 
^t 

We,  who  esteem  the  conduct  of  those  who  would 
ave  endeavoured  to  restrain  Grace  Yaux's  religious 
ilf-devotion  within  due  bounds,  as  just  and  wise,  can 
3inn  Ettle  idea  of  the  strange  effect  which  this  conduct, 
^hich  he  considered  as  a  great  deviation  from  the  duty 
fa  priest,  exercised  upon  Robert's  mind. 

Bat  the  priest  had  not  quite  done  with  the  subject.  It 
^J  be  thought  that  to  so  deep  and  sagacious  a  politician 
■•one  engaged  in  intrigues  on  which  the  fate  of  nations 
J^cnded — ^would  scarcely  have  found  leisure  for,  or  felt 

I 

interest  in,  those  domestic  passions  which  in  the  compa- 
^^'^  appear  so  trifling.  But  it  is  the  favourite  policy 
'tbese  reverend  fathers  to  rule  mankind  by  their  weak- 
i^eBBes.  And  among  human  weaknesses,  what  so  fruitful 
'ooQflequences  as  this  master  passion  of  youth — and  the 

^  of  passions  which  thence  take  rise.    The  fate  of  em- 

• 

P^,  the  triumph  or  defeat  of  a  widely-influential  prin- 
^  has  depended  upon  a  smile.    And  the  fathers  of 
^  ^natius  were  far  too  disceming  to  neglect  the  use 
*  mch  means.     So  Mr.  Darcy  said, 
^  You  are  indiflerent,  it  would  seem,  to  those  consola* 
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tioiiB  and  compensataonfl  which  oxdinazy  mea  xmaSif 
seek  under  your  circumstances  . . . ." 

<^  Yes— consolation  I  deq>i8e:  in  compenflBlion  it  860118 
to  me  like  blasphemy  to  believe.  No,  father,  lam  ono 
of  those  who  risk  their  whole  upon  one  die;  and  ncmr 
throw  twice." 

*'  And  yet — ^but  I  am  as  an  innocent  child  in  then 
things,"  said  Mr.  Darcy,  checking  himself;  "  I  know 
not  .  .  .  Yet  this  I  know,  that  I  am  perhaps  of  too  eott- 
passionate  and  soft  a  temper,  and — ^I  confess  my  'vreak* 
ness — ^when  I  see  a  sweet  young  creature  &ding  in 
silence  for  want  of  one  comfortable  word,  I  cannot  lea^ 
a  desire  that  such  a  word  should  be  spoken." 

Robert  coloured  at  this,  and  said — 

*^  I  have  always  considered  it  extremely  dishonouiabid 
in  such  case  to  oflfer  the  vain  incense  of  words  when  I 
liad  nothing  else  to  oflfer." 

"  And  yet,  if  that  which  you  call  vain  incense  he** 
the  spirit  of  life  to  the  one  who  shall  inhale  it . .  .if  it  he* 
healing  medicine  to  a  sore  and  wounded  heart . .  .if  iB 
that  heart  asks  is  but  some  kind  influence  of  this  sort  to 
soothe  its  agonies?  .  .  . ." 

"  Father !"  said  Robert,  with  some  surprise. 

"  Nay — nay,  do  not  misimderstand  me — ^I  want  to 
sacrifice  of  that  truth,  that  sincerity  as  you  deem  it,  m 
which  the  fond  heart  of  youth  delights  almost  to  &sa^ 
cism.  Such  incense,  as  every  man  of  your  age  is  hda 
bound  to  offer  to  every  beautiful  woman  of  hers^  I  shonla 
have  thought  need  not  in  common  kindness  and  gpoi 
manners  have  been  withheld.  It  is  enough  to  treat  her 
like  the  rest  of  the  world.    I  should  have  though  n^ 
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itk  fghtai  and  oontempti  each  as  no  woman  ezpeota 

xeceiye  fiom  any  man." 

^  I  nenrerintended  it— I  never  did  it    Truth  to  telly 

lisve  thought  Etde  about  it  Hy  heart  has  been 
nply  engaged  with  another ....  I  have  thought  little 
rhoy  lown  it .  • .  but — " 

*^It  is  that  of  which  I  comphdn.    It  appears  to  me, 

mere  looker  on  as  I  am  at  that  game  of  human  life 
ihidi  odiers  are  engaged  to  play,  it  seems  to  me  some- 
bnig  like  the  wanton  cruelty  of  a  school-boy,  to  kill 
ii&  oareless  n^lect  that  which  we  hold  in  our  power 
"4ttt  the  subject  is  beyond  the  limits  of  my  preroga- 
ive,  you  will  say,  and  say  truly— let  us  speak  of  some- 
bing  of  higher  import" 

«Ay,letus8pak  of  something  else— for  Maf  work 
I  abo  done." 

Bobert  stood  with  his  eyes  bent  upon  the  floor,  and 
t  flood  of  recollections  passed  through  his  mind.  He 
lid,  as  many  men  might  have  done,  in  spite  of  his  de- 
volkm  to  Grace,  felt  a  secret  inclination  to  gratiiy  his 
Vttity,  and  to  indulge  a  hidden  pleasure  at  having 
lo^nied  a  beautiful  young  creature  with  a  passion  like 
^  He  had  responded  to  it  with  some  of  that  vain 
utttery  of  words  and  attentions,  which  he  knew  to  be 
^  most  effectual  means  of  maintaining  his  power :  but 
^  lately  resisted  this  inclination.  He  loved  £verard, 
^  he  felt  that  it  was  to  wrong  the  confidence  of  his 
^d;  he  loved  £leanor,  too,  as  a  brother  might  have 
•JJie,  and  he  felt  it  was  to  trifle  with  her  heart.  He 
"•d  therefore  been  rude,  negligent,  according  to  his 
''■^y  exaggerated  way;  nay,  almost  brutal  in  his 


to  acquire  a  force  which 
recolicut,  witli  a  certaii 
hidden  pas^oD  which  he 
contempt  upon  his  own 
Btrongest  of  all  temptal 
thiongh  Eleanor  the  heai 
touched — ^be  wounded:  i 
in  Kobert's  nature — rerei 
Withdrawn  from  the  i 
ptesenoe  of  Giace  Vanz 
him,  hia  heart  filled  with 
her  sake,  against  her  whc 
upaa  her  cnieltj  through 
which  added  force  to  his 
espied  inclinations. 
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CHAPTER  XXn. 

**  O,  bow  art  ihoa  betray'd,  thus  fSurly  drir'n 
In  feeming  trimiiph  to  thy  own  conftnion." 

Some  space  of  time  has  elapeed. 

It  is  llieSih  of  February:  a  dark  gloomy  mommg, 
KncUm  is  enveloped  in  a  cold  damp  fog  which  rises  from 
le  livery  and  the  courts  and  gardens  of  E^ssex  House 
lok  blank  and  miserable  enough,  in  spite  of  their  mag- 
ificenoe. 

Hie  great  gates  of  the  court  are  closed,  a  man  stand- 
!g  at  the  small  wicket  admits  one  by  one,  those  who 
iU)ck  for  entrance. 

The  court  within  is  one  agitated  mass  of  waving 
itiben,  it  is  filled  with  gentlemen — a  mob,  if  it  may  be 

called,  of  gentlemen  all  richly  dressed  according  to 
e  &8hion  of  their  times,  their  swords  and  rapiers  by 
^  sides  or  already  drawn  and  in  their  hands.  There 
^  hubbub  of  many  voices,  a  going  to  and  fro,  up  and 
^Wn  the  flight  of  steps  by  which  you  ascend  to  the 
^thalL  Every  one  seems  excited;  every  one  busy; 
t  all  is  confusion.   There  appears  to  be  little  direction 

poipose;  all  these  turbulent  spirits  are  got  together, 
d  being  got  together;  they  seem  scarcely  to  know 
'^  to  proceed. 

Among  the  gentlemen  present,  and  the  most  busily 
gaged  of  the  whole,  you  may  note  the  young  and 


j^..^^  «..v.  wi  iiu  Horis  01  opm 
Several  Catliolic  priL'Sts  in  seci 
mingled  with  puiitan  divint 
ctoaks;  some  of  the  priests  k 
girb  of  the  Teiy  men  whose  pi 
Such  aifl  the  strange  derioei  ol 

Mi.  DiTcy  has  however  t«] 
aloof  npon  this  occasion.  It 
ooone  of  policy  to  take  a  pion 
enterpriflea  be  is  so  busiljengaj 
of  the  icsult  of  this  enterpns 
doubtful  expectation. 

He  conrideis  it  as  it  is,  as  tb 
of  a  lash,  and  ambitiouB,  and 
vhoae  obanuster,  a  oonfiised  oi 
bad  elements,  renders  him  equa 
of  a  government,  or  to  be  Uu 
ravoh:  for  Essex  is  at  occe  ung 
uabi^ous,  and  generous,  gra^ 
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Drndedasihe 'was  between  her  partiality  for  the  man 
vhoee  eneigy  and  originality  of  character  interested  her 
so  much-— and  indignation  at  the  ungiateful  treachery, 
and  the  mean  and  grasping  coyetousness,  which  lay 
oonoealed  nnder  snch  noble  and  generous  dispositions. 
— 4ier  steady  resolution  to  punish  the  state  criminal  was 
dot  aufieied  to  yield  to  the  melting  pleadings  of  her 
beart  fixr  the  man. 

The  Jesuits  did  not  calculate  ill  when  they  used  their 
influence  to  foster  this  idle  revolt.  They  had  aimed  in 
vaan  at  the  royal  heart  with  their  poignards;  they 
(Changed  their  tactics,  and  struck  home. 

The  share  they  had  in  this  strange  business,  in  spite 
of  the  little  scruple  their  writers  display  in  colouring 
Iristoiy,  may  be  easily  detected  by  niunerous  slight 
indications. 

That  Essex  was  not  only  instigated  but  betrayed  by 
'tiie  priests,  his  own  exclamations  would  lead  one  to 
HospGCt:  and  the  secret  unknown  delator,  whose  con- 
cession ruined  him,  was  probably  in  his  view  when  he 
aiiade  the  accusation.  Certainly,  nothing  can  strike  us 
«s  more  strange,  than  the  motiey  assembly  at  Essex 
Souse  upon  that  £iital  morning. 

From  the  Puritan  ministers  preaching  to  the  crowd, 
to  Tresham  holding  the  door  where  the  queen's  officers 
€i  state  were  confined — ^firom  Essex  rushing  forth  into 
ihe  streets  to  denounce  the  danger  of  a  Spanish  suc- 
cessor, to  Tesmond  and  Winter  with  the  very  party 
with  whom  he  is  in  league,  at  that  very  moment  in 
Spain,  engaged  in  promoting  the  infanta's  interests—^ 
is  one  inexplicable  confusion. 


tion.  A  plan  which  seems 
cQcct;  for  until  the  Spanisl 
cuie<3  the  king  from  such 
kept  tenoB  Tdth  the  Catlu 
aflerwardfl  in  the  moat  inaolt 

The  olamonz  and  n<»fle  in 
all  counsel  or  frell-oideied 
speaking  and  arguing,  bwot 
men  nuuung  to  and  fro, 
head  of  die  flight  of  steps 
tion  that  can  be  called,  whid 
ponng  and  rejecting  of  mea 
and  inationfiL 

If  you  look  among  the  agi 
to  and  &o — yaa  maj  see  Bobi 
poignaid  stuck  in  his  belt,  ai 
undrawn  by  his  side:  he  is 
excited  group  to  another,  n 
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W  {hedged  himself  to  be  present  upon  this  celebrated 
Sunday  morning),  anticipating  the  result  of  effi)rt8  so 
feeble  and  •vacillating;  and  regarding  his  own  im- 
prisonment and  probable  death  as  a  traitor,  with  that 
svcastic  indifference  which  was  a  part  of  his  character 
wlien  not  excited  by  some  strong  passion. 

fiyerard  is  not  there.    He  is  at  Goddeshurst,  enjoy- 

ug  all  the  delights  of  his  Evelyn's  society,  or  at  Dry- 

fitoke,  preparing  for  his  approaching  nuptials.    The 

'v^ise  counsels  of  Mr.  Mulsho,  and  the  influence  of  Mr. 

^^amer,  have  effectually  weaned  him  from  the  prevail- 

^^  spirit. 

^Who  knocks  at  the  wicket,  and  demands  admittance 
^**^  the  part  of  the  queen  ? 

Xt  is  the  Lord-Keeper — the  Lord  Chief  Justice  of 

^'^^land — and  two  other  noblemen  of  weight  and  ex- 

P^^ence,  whom  the  queen  has  despatched  to  remon- 

*^^te  with  the  still  secretly  beloved  child  and  favourite, 

^d  endeavour  to  reduce  him  to  submission  before  it 

^  yet  too  late. 

They  are  after  a  short  parley  admitted,  but  without 
Uieir  servants;  and  they  stand  defenceless  among  a 
^wd  of  young  men,  excited  almost  to  madness,  and 
^  in  confiision. 

*'  EjII  them  ! —  kill  them  I"  resounds  on  all  sides. 
These  gentlemen  seem  scarcely  of  the  generous  blood 
^f  Englishmen;  but  still  there  are  those  among  them 
^ho  will  not  permit  an  outrage  like  this. 

Essex  and  Southampton  descend  the  steps  hastily, 
^d  followed  by  a  crowd  of  the  better  order  among  the 
^ob  of  partisans,  speedily  surround  the  captives. 


lore  tins  disorderly  and  tumulti 
ivliat  arc  the  grievances  of  will 
to  compUin;  promising  that 
lopl  sabjects  onglit  to  do,  at 
Ae  will  listen  to  tlieir  oompit 
be,  and  see  indifierent  justice  i 

The  answer  to  this  giave  Koi 
long  and  reiterated  cry  of  "  Ti 
time — ^UroT  the  great  seal  in 
mouths — Down  with  them — K 

Eesex  like  mtjxj  a  leader  of 
him,  and  many,  and  many,  an 
finds  himself  already  no  longa 
has  conjured.  He  with  some  i 
fidends,  rescues  these  hostages  & 
titnde ;  they  uoend  the  atepe  ai 
there  thcj  an  staietly  confined  i 
Treaham,  who,  hia  drawn  awo 
teetor,  or  as  gaoler,  guarda  the  ■ 


VATHKB  DAScnr.  SOS 

Wlgr  ft  caej  a1x>iii  the  infioila  axid  a  plot  against  the  life 

Enez — ^A  czy  without  enthusiasm,  an  aocnsatian  in 
lieh  no  one  beUeves — And  with'that  a  sudden  outbreak 
dniah  into  the  city:  arush  made,  not  &om  that  inesoa* 
He  impulse  of  sadden  passion,  which  impels  men  to 
How  and  sweeps  them  fcNrward  in  its  wild  career,  but 
I  an  expedient,  because  there  is  really  nothing  else  to 
6  done. 

Ihey  Silly  forth,  some  with  swords  drawn,  some  with- 
ill  swords  at  all,  and  give  the  intended  cry:  but  the  city 
icold— the  city  is  sdlL  No  cry  of— '*  Clubs  I—Clubs !  ** 
nigs  through  the  streets  to  rouse  the  combative  i^pren* 
ioes;  the  master  tradesmen  dose  their  doors;  the  autho- 
ities  of  the  city  preserve  order  without  the  slightest 
ifficulty;  and  the  mortified  lords,  with  their  followers, 
^Qin  to  Essex  House  again,  with  the  last  sad  determi- 
^on  of  the  defeated,  to  sell  their  lives  as  dearly  as 
^«y  can, 

Hobert  was  not  among  those  who  had  rushed  for- 
^rt  into  the  city;  the  outburst  had  appeared  to  him 
I  through  like  mere  child's  play.  Neither  was  he 
>long  those  who,  during  the  earl's  absence,  stole  away 
f  degrees  and  abandoned  the  hopeless  enterprise. 

Be  remained  with  his  usiial  resolution  to  await  the 
''Qnt,  and  was  among  the  first  to  meet  the  fugitives  on 
^^  return  with  the  intelligence,  that  the  hostages 
^  been  set  at  liberty  by  Sir  Ferdinand©  Gorges  and 
Qre  gone  back  to  the  place  whence  they  came. 

The  sudden  change  to  be  read  in  the  countenance  of 
Ciez;  the  glance  of  pity  and  tenderness  which  he  cast 
^^  one  moment  upon  the  young  and  beautiful  South- 


aM 


of  hiibaiiilaicnterpnse;  toldatooce 
titat  ill  w  lott. 

TLe  spnft  of  the  ead  auik  at  oooe  into  de^Kndencj, 
and  he  was  for  a  smrendery  but  mged  hj  the  r^em- 
tations  of  the  gentlemen  aroand,  that  it  was  better  to  die 
in  their  own  defince  than  hf  the  hand  of  the  execa- 
ticHier,  he  prepared  at  length  to  defend  his  house  to  the 
last  extremity.    Leaving  his  fiiends  to  strengthen  tke 
defences,  he  retired  to  his  chamber,  where  he  boned 
sereial  papers:  those  Teiy  papers,  in  all  piobabifitjrs 
which  would  hare  lerealed  the  fidl  share  our  fideods 
had  in  his  plot 

The  subsequent  attack  and  the  sabeeqnent  snzrea^ 
are  matters  of  history ;  the  ead  and  all  his  iiiends  jidded 
at  discretion,  and  were  cast  into  various  prisons;  Eflsez 
and   Southampton   and  otheis  of  note  received  the 
honours  of  the  Tower.  The  other  gentlemen  are  lodged 
in  difiercnt  dungeons  and  stiong  places  in  the  city. 
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CHAPTER  XXni. 

"  logratitiide,  thoa  marUe-hearted  fiend  ; 
Hare  hideous  than  the  sea-monster." 

Shakspeare, 

^BE  enterprise  had  failed. — 

lad  resulted  merely,  as  it  would  appear,  in  the  de- 
letion of  the  once  flourishing  favourite,  and  the 
sr  dispersion  of  his  party. 

ESnez  perished  on  the  scaflbld.  Sir  Christopher 
fvaatj  Sir  Charles  Davies,  Sir  John  Danvers,  and 
eial  others,  the  leaders  of  the  conspiracy,  shared  his 
^  But  the  government  was  extremely  lenient  with 
ard  to  the  rest.  After  imprisonments,  various  in 
^tion  and  severity  according  to  the  prominence  of 

part  they  had  taken  in  the  outbreak,  they  were 
dismissed,  and  returned  to  their  own  homes.  The 
stnal  dissensions  of  the  party,  which  arose  between 

English  secular  priests  and  the  seminarists  and 
uits,  occupied  the  short  remaining  period  of  the 
^s  reign;  and  there  was  a  cessation  of  the  plots 
inst  her  life. 

liiten's  minds  now  turned  to  the  successor  :  and  the 
itical  intrigues  of  the  Catholics  were  directed  either 
obtain  those  pledges  from  King  James,  and  submis- 
^  to  Rome  on  his  part,  which  might  insure  their 
^mate  ascendancy— or  else,  to  secure  their  purpose  by 
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opposing  his  claims,  setting  the  infimta  upon  the  tbone 
of  England,  and  thus  finally  establishing  the  SpsmA 
influence. 

The  enterprise,  as  far  as  Essex  was  concerned,  hi 
failed. 

But  not  so  the  schemes  and  puiposes  of  the  Jesuit 
He  had  succeeded;  he  had  pierced  that  rojal  woman  to 
the  heart ;  and  the  short  remaining  period  of  her  life 
was  but  a  record  of  that  secret  and  rapid  decay  which 
follows  an  incurable  wound. 

From  that  hour,  when  the  axe  of  the  executkner) 
under  her  warrant,  had  severed  the  head  fiom  dit 
quivering  frame  of  him  she  loved  best — ^perhaps  nffV 
loved  alone  upon  earth — the  days  of  that  unhapfij 
queen  became  one  series  of  struggles  between  ih^ 
pride  of  a  high  and  haughty  heart,  endeavounxig 
vainly  to  disguise  its  own  weakness,  and  the  ineiB0' 
diable  sorrow  which  festered  within. 

From  the  trembling  fingers  playing  on  the  viiginth 
on  the  morning  of  the  fearful  execution — till  the  ckj 
when,  after  splendid  pageant  had  succeeded  to  psgeuitf 
progress  to  progress,  banquet  to  banquet,  the  bo^ 
sinking  under  the  increasing  effi)rt  to  conceal  the  bleed* 
ing  heart  with  an  appearance  of  gaiety — the  faintiflg 
woman  asked  for  a  staff  to  ascend  the  Lord  Bathuisi'i 
stairs — all  had  been  the  last  effort  of  her  expnni 
energy  to  support  the  dignity  of  her  sceptre  and  the 
majesty  of  her  sword  of  justice,  by  concealing  the  in** 
mensity  of  the  cost  at  which  such  dignity  and  such 
majesty  had  been  maintained. 

Far  more  painful,  and  quite  as  severe  as  the  assasoA^ 
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wStf  mB  die  wocmd  thus  inflicted:  the  ixuidioiii 
may  mi  oonoeded  in  myBtery,  smiling  at  the  certain 
flok  of  his  designs. 


There  sat  that  aged  qneen,  her  figure  attenuated  and 
daeed  ahnofltto  a  skeleton,  her  face  shrunk,  withered, 
id  covered  with  wrinkles,  her  bright  eye  quenched,  a 
Msmment  of  mortality. 

She  was  sitting  upon  a  few  cudiions,  raised  firom  the 
Mr  so  as  to  form  a  sort  of  divan ;  and  supported  by 
iiton  which  propped  up  her  sinking  frame  on  all  rades. 
3beie  die  sat  in  melancholy  silence,  and  mused  upon  the 
ipstitude  of  friends :  upon  the  fading  nature  of  human 
ricttness:  the  empty  vanity  of  human  popularity: 
pm  the  &llibility  of  human  councils:  the  uncertainty 
f  hniDan  principles — upon  the  short  dream  of  feverish 
3Q8tence,  which  with  her  was  now  fast  drawing  to  a  close ; 
wened  by  the  final  triumph  of  evil  over  her  best  con- 
idtKd  plans,  and  by  the  baseness  and  inconstancy  of 
mddnd. 

Soirowfid  food  for  her  far-searching  and  reflecting 
^;  cultivated  by  philosophy — habituated  to  rumina- 
Qi(— and  in  spite  of  many  foibles  and  many  faults,  pos- 
<M  of  perhaps  the  most  penetrating  genius,  and  one 

the  loftiest  and  most  afiectionate  spirits,  that  ever 
Wed  her  sex. 
She  looked  round. 

Her  friends,  where  are  they? — They  are  all  gone. 
The  cold  grave  has  closed  over  the  faithful  and  de- 
b^  servants  of  her  youth;  those  who  had  stood  by 

U2 
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and  straggled  for  her  in  the  turmoil  tnd  heat  of  the&y, 
Burleigh,  Walsmgham,  Hatton  ;  Sidney,  the  delight  d 
the  human  race  ;  and  Leicester,  the  too  fond  delight  of 
her  own  heart    The  grave  has  swallowed  them  alL 

Those  whose  cotmcils  had  animated,  whose  wisdom  had 
idded,  whose  affectionate  devotion  had  cheered  her  in. 
that  long  and  terrific  struggle,  maintained  for  the  lights 
of  the  human  conscience,  and  the  emancipation  of  the 
English  crown  and  English  people  from  the  dieaded. 
Boman  sway — they  are  all  gone. 

Those  who  remained,  Raleigh,  Cecil,  Gary,  what  axiD 
they  all  engaged  in? — ^intriguing  with  her  sucoesBoaTp 
counting  with  impatience  the  few  weary  days  in  wlud^ 
the  sceptre  of  England  shall  yet  he  grasped  hy  her  oo&B 
mighty  hand. 

"  Gone  to  salute  the  rising  mom." 

And  the  solitude  and  the  darkness  of  deserted  old  8g0# 
descend  upon  her  in  all  their  bitterness. 

And  he,  tiie  child  as  he  might  be  called  of  her  obi 
age,  the  loved,  the  indulged,  the  petulant,  yet  the  mo0t 
interesting  of  beings — where  is  he?  Alas !  he  is  sleeping 
in  that  bloody  shroud  to  which  her  own  hand  has  comr 
signed  him. 

She  had  doted  with  the  blindest  partiahty — Andyc* 
with  the  strong  determination  of  the  Uon-hearted,  sb^ 
had  vindicated  the  authority  of  that  sceptre  which  she 
had  herself  warned  him,  in  all  his  eccentricities,  to  forbesr 
to  touch.     She  had  vindicated  the  sceptre:  and  broken 
her  own  heart. 

Yes,  and  bitter  was  the  thought,  the  powers  of  dwk- 
ness   had   triumphed.     Those  ambitious  iron-hcartd 
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pciests,  tho6e  crael  and  conspiring  adversaries,  those 

deep  disBemblers,  those  equivocators,  those  liars,  those 

t&emies  of  conscience  and  of  truth — ^yes  they  have 

triumphed,  she  feels  that  they  have. 
They  have  seduced  from  her  side  that  last  heart  on 

vliidi  she  could  have  leaned;  they  have  wounded  her  to 

^  life;  they  have  struck  through  Essex. 

'*  Ah,  bitterer  than  a  serpent's  tooth,  it  is  to  have  a 
tiiaiildess  child  I" 

A  thankless  child, — and  a  thankless  people. 

He  whom  she  had  treasured  as  the  secret  darling  of 
^  aged  heart,  had  ridiculed,  insulted,  and  betrayed 
»^;  had  aimed  at  her  crown,  perchance  at  her  life;  and 
^d  fallen  before  the  unflinching  sentence  of  the  law. 

And  her  people ! 

Her  people!  her  loved  people!  for  whom  she  had 
■ttflfered,  toiled,  struggled,  agonised — cheered  by  whose 
^^ve  she  had  triumphed  over  her  foes,  the  haughty,  im- 
perious Spaniard,  and  the  insidious  Frenchman ! 

Where  are  those  loud  clamours  of  welcome  which 
•*Uted  her,  when  with  all  her  queenly  magnificence, 
"^t  with  eye  most  loving,  and  voice  most  gracious  and 
^^^gn,  she  came  among  her  people,  young,  prosperous, 
Woved,  and  happy? 

Kow  they  receive  their  aged  worn-out  queen  with 
•dlen  silence;  that  cold,  disapproving,  awful  silence 
^^ch  makes  the  heart  of  the  boldest  to  tremble. 

They  are  weary  of  this  long  and  prosperous  reign. 

The  very  ass  shall  spurn  at  the  hoary  lion. 

These  base,  vain,  idle,  inconstant  hearts,  are  gaping 
**W  a  successor.    He  is  a  new  man — there  will  be  a 


.-in.  ruiuuining  ot  the  s 
tliat  should  succeed  wlicn 
ber  in  the  gruve,  and  she 
to  the  Master  of  all  men. 


The  deep  and  proTound 
queen  at  last  fell,  was  thi 
strong  sen^bility  which  hi 
stood;  of  that  affectionate 
leady  susceptibility  to  impi 
restrained  at  times  by  her 
at  others  would  break  oat  ii 
sued,  not  as  the  fmlty  andi 
woman's  heart  and  nerves— 
tnu  woman — ^butto  be  hnati 
and  barbarous  caprice  of  a 
Yes,  even  her  good  name 
TTpt  mabgnuit  and  nnst 
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Shebastotnikapatein  InttenieBS  the  darkness  which 
ahaU  hang  loimd  her  memory.  Her  great  son  goea 
do«niineibud& 

Uiere  ahe  aitfl^  a  melancholj  monument  of  the  in- 
rtahility  of  hmBan  things:  a  worn-out  labourer  robbed 
oi  his  reward. 

hi  vain  her  ladies  endeayour  to  soothe  her  ;  to  per- 
suade her  to  take  refreshment ;  to  rest  her  wcaiy  limbs 
m  her  royal  bed. 

That  couch  is  haimted  by  strange  spectres,  and  she 
wtes  not  lie  down. 

In  yain  they  endeavour  to  lead  her  to  speak,  to  un- 
I'lU-den  her  bosom  of  its  sorrows.  The  desire  for  human 
communication  is  at  an  end:  the  gay  spirit  which 
**^ixnated  her  is  extinguished,  she  only  wishes  to  be  left 
^  the  gloom  of  her  own  thoughts. 

Thus  her  beloved  godson,  Harrington,  found  her  on 
^"^  of  the  last  visits  which  he  paid  her;  the  passage  is 
^U  known,  and  yet  I  cannot  resist  the  temptation  of 
"^fierting  it  here. 

^*  I  find  some  less  mindful  of  what  they  are  soon  to 
"•e,  than  of  what  perchance  they  may  hereaflcr  get, 
^ow  on  mine  own  part,  I  cannot  blot  from  my  me- 
^oiy*s  table,  the  goodness  of  our  sovereign  lady  to 

*^ her  watchings  over  my  youth,  her  liking  of 

^y  £ree  speech,  and  admiration  of  my  little  learning 
"^  poesy  which  I  did  so  much  cultivate  at  her 
^^^vnmand,  her  bettering  the  state  of  my  father's  fortune 
("^hich  I  have,  alas !  so  much  wasted),  have  rooted  such 
W,  such  dutiful  remembrance  of  her  princely  virtues, 
^^t  to  turn  askant  from  her  condition  with  tearless 


tioitatc  of  Jican  air\  so  cli 
"  I  ibund  Iicr  in  a  inos- 
srchbishop  ask  me  if  I  } 
with  reverence,  that  I  }i 
Deputy  (Essex).  She  I< 
and  griefe  in  her  countei 
"  '  Oh  now  it  mindeth 
flaw  this  man  elsewhere.' 

"  And  hercat  she  dm] 
bosom.  She  held  in  her  1 
she  often  put  to  her  lipp 
seemeth  too  full  to  lack  mc 
"  Her  majesty  enquired  ( 
written,  and  as  she  was  f 
brain;  I  was  not  unheedfu 
read  some  verses;  whereal 
pleased  to  say — 

'"When  thou  dost  feel 
these  foolerien  will  nl^ou.  .u 
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"vluoh  attends  upon  old  age — that  mekncholy  without 
^Qevi&tion  as  without  hope  —  the  melancholy  of  de- 
lved e^qpectation  and  disappointed  kindness. 

Oh,  graye  I — oh,  death ! — ^thou  whom  the  sprightly 

piiiioe  of  courtiers*  in  his  grayer  moments  considered, 

^t  as  the  spectral  king  of  terrors,  but  as  a  grave  ma- 

jeaAc  woman  opening  her  kind  arms  to  shelter  the 

lahappy — Oh,  death! — ^take  the  aged  to  thy  bosom 

eiore   the  illuaons  of  the  heart  are  altogether  dis- 

^Ucd. 

'Why  dost  thou  linger?    Take  this  royal  sufferer — 

k:c3  this  mournful  woman  —  take    this  feeling  heart 

ki^xchnow  overflows  with  bitterness — ^take  her,  take  to 

lest. 

•  The  Prince  de  lagne. 


"  Nothing  can  come  c 

It  ia  otct — she  is  gone. 

She  lies  cold  and  statae-like 
mtaij  vise,  nuuiy  grest,  msDj 
tbe  world,  the  careless,  thong 
muniiidful  of  its  treasures  as 
heroes  as  they  auk  behind  ti 
gladsome  and  full  of  acclaim  to  8 

"For  time  la  like  a  fkahionabb  1 
That  Ughtlr  shako  the  poithi 


James  is  coming — 
A  new  king  is  coming — a  yot 
old  woman  is  to  rdgn  ovei  us. 
It  is  sufficient  that  he  is  nao 
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Tlie  luudow-mixided,  pedantic,  preds^  learned,  selfiah, 
fidons,  ireak  old  yontb — for  though  young  in  jeais  and 
mdom,  he  ia  old  in  craft,  he  ia  like  an  old  child — ^haa 
in  hia  miaeraible  aelf-opinionated  wisdom,  bound  himaelf 
hj  promisea  to  all  parties. 

What  matters  good  fidth? — What  matter  pledgea 
given  and  received? — ^To  secure  a  crown ! — ^A  wise  man 
wdl  practised  in  kingcraft,  will  twist  all  these  people 
immd  hia  little  finger,  to  secure  his  crown  I 

The  Catholics,  the  Puritans,  the  English  church,  all 
are  glad  and  satisfied. 

The  church  of  England  was  the  only  member  of  the 
p|rty  who  fi>und  reason  to  continue  so.  She  had  taken 
care  to  demonstrate  to  his  kingship,  that  whatever  hia 
predilections  might  be,  there  was  no  security  for  hia 
CR>wn  out  of  her  pale. 

The  Catholics,  however,  had,  as  they  thought,  sure 
grounds  to  expect  that  their  condition  would  be  greatly 
alleviated:  the  time  was  arrived,  the  hour  had  struck, 
when  such  alleviation  would  have  been  both  politic  and 
afe.  Attached  to  him  for  his  mother's  sake,  there  was 
abend  of  affection  and  old  reminiscence  between  them 
and  their  sovereign— an  advantage,  which  had  his  prede- 
cesser  possessed  she  would  have  found  means  to  turn 
to  good  account. 

Th^  had,  moreover,  as  he  had  led  them  to  believe, 
lua  positive  assurances  that  such  should  be  his  course  of 
Ilioceeding,  and  that  their  turn  was  coming  at  last. 

Animated  by  such  hopes  nothing  could  exceed  the 
joy  and  exultation  with  which  they  received  the  new 
x&onarch.    It  was  an  honest  joy,  and  an  exultation,  but 


iiiey  were  pcnnittcd  to  t 
lioaltliful,  liuppy  feeling  of 
mcnt  of  their  country  :  for 
spared  the  harassing  injui 
aelves  virtually  from  the  socie 
and  to  canr  their  aUegiaDc 
They  were  no  longer  comnu 
hatred  against  th^  goTemm< 
and  traitoia  in  the  bosoms  of 
once  allowed  to  cherish  the  c< 
to  the  king. 

Loyalty  is  the  natural  Icani 
however  distorted  and  perver 
of  thdr  priests  it  may  become, 
©f  their  wann  and  devoted  fee 
loyal  allegiance  to  th^  hien 
Woe  to  the  false  prophets  t 
(bm. 

The  merry  bells  areringii: 
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They  aie  all  friends  npw. 

Sir  Thomas  Tresham,  released  from  prison,  has  pro- 
daimed  the  long  in  Northamptonshire.  The  CSatholic 
geatkmen  in  the  several  counties  have  oome  forward 
to  tender  thdr  all^iance.  All  is  harmony,  hope,  and 
joy. 


Xobert  and  a  few  others  are  still  moody  and  dis- 
tnutful:  but  Thomas  Percy,  who  knows  the  king  well, 
Trli.0  has  often  visited  him  and  been  honoured  with  the 
nost  confidential  commumcations,  labours  hard  to  re- 
tfaem. 


END  OP  VOL.  I. 
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"  What  the  krftinesse  of  the  argament  requireth,  I  oonfbsae  with 
sorrow  I  have  not  perfonned:  yet  have  I  willingly  beBtowed  what 
pains  I  hare  heen  able.  I  hare  neither  in  other  works,  nor  yet  in 
thii,  in  any  sort  satisfied  mjrselt  Neverthelesse,  I  shall  hold  myself 
recompensed  to  the  ftiU,  if  by  my  ready  willingnesse  to  preserve  the 
memory  of  things,  to  rdate  tmths,  and  to  train  np  men's  minds  to 
honesty  and  wisdom,  I  may  find  a  place  for  a  time,  amongst  the 
petty  writers  of  great  matten." — CamdcMj  Introdtietkm  to  the  Anmab, 
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**  What  the  bftinewe  of  the  m 
lorrow  I  have  not  peribn»d:  y 
paint  I  h«Te  been  aUe.  I  han  t 
thii,  in  anj  tort  utiiflad  mytelt 
Kcompeiued  to  the  tan,  it  by  my 
meraoij  of  thiogi,  to  relate  tralb 
honettf  uid  wiidoni,  I  mif  flnd 
petty  writer*  of  gnat  uuMen."— 
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Ballird,  BaUaidl— Wbat  bast  thoa  doM  I— A  Mit  of  bnn  foottas 
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"  What  the  lofdnesse  of  the  argmn 
sorrow  I  have  not  performed:  yet  hi 
pains  I  have  been  able.  I  hare  neithe 
this,  in  any  sort  satisfied  myselil  Ner 
recompensed  to  the  ftiU,  if  by  my  rea^ 
memory  of  things,  to  relate  troths,  an 
honesty  and  wisdom,  I  may  find  a  pli 
petty  vnriters  of  great  matters."— Ossh 


FATHER  DARCY. 


CHAPTER  I. 

**  I  hare  read  in  the  marrelloiis  heart  of  man, 
Tliat  strange  and  mystic  scroll. 
That  an  army  of  phantoms  yast  and  wan 
Beleagner  the  human  souL" 

low  beautiful  were  once  the  midland  counties  of 
jhnd !  They  are  beautiful  still,  in  spite  of  the  ter- 
i  lage  for  agricultural  improvements,  which,  like  so 
J  other  most  excellent  improvements,  will  end  at 
I  fear,  in  driving  the  lover  of  simplicity  and  nature 
nigh  distracted. 

ow  beautiful  were  those  high  wild  hawthorn,  maple, 
hazel  hedges,  with  their  shaws,  and  their  wild 
!rs,  toppling  fantastically  round  the  rich  pasture 
I — one  mass  of  flowers.  How  beautiful  those  long 
grasses — I  suppose  we  ought  to  call  them  coarse — 
t)lden  with  king-cups,  and  gleaming  with  white 
purple  orchises,  cowslip,  and  feathered  meadow 
;  and  those  large  hemlock  kexes,  as  some  call 
,  spreading  their  white  umbels  to  the  wind  I 
many  parts  of  the  country  these  beauties  have 
sther  disappeared.  The  hedges  are  trim  and  com- 
the  fields  are  covered  with  fine  well-weeded  turf; 


lived  one,  who  had  left  her  fj 
years  before,  the  happiest  of  bi 
happiest  of  young  wives,  living 
kindest  of  husbands,  at  his  fami 
or  Stoke  Dry,  as  it  is  now  call 
Rutlandshire  and  Northampton£ 

Journeying  along  the  last-ment 
cultivated  county — its  fertile  vail 
its  steeps  crowned  with  long  8w< 
you  arrive  at  last  at  a  range  c 
majestic  edifice  of  Rockingham 
as  it  were,  Rutlandshire ;  and  lo< 
romantic  county  beneath  you — ^ 
intersected  by  basins  and  valley 
towns,  surmounted  by  their  little 
mostly  surrounded  by  trees,  anc 
oases  amid  the  bare  green  hills. 

Upon  a  high  hill  opposite,  as 
road  which  traverses  the  sm«ll 


VATHXB  BABCT.  7 

rtood  ihen;  with  its  low  Iranip  backed  cottages,  built  of 
dajf  mud  held  together  by  huge  beams  of  natiye  oak; 
chutered  over  with  wild  briar  and  honeysuckles ;  the 
tittle  primitive  gardens  around  hdd  out  with  "  Cockle 
■heUfl  and  muscle  bells,  and  daisies  all  in  a  row.** 

Every  thing  about  these  little  dwellings  bespeaks  the 
duucacter  of  the  times;  imaginative,  not  luxurious; 
diriAy,  industrious,  persevering,  and  simple.  The  long 
icigii  of  peace  imder  which  Elngland  has  flourished,  has 
difiiised  abundance  and  comfort  among  these  little  habi- 
teliona. 

Of  the  mansion  of  Dry  Stoke,  save  a  small  portion  of 
the  stabling,  scarcely  a  wreck  remains. 

Of  the  house,  the  fair  proportions  of  which  may  be 
guessed  at  by  the  character  of  a  few  remaining  frag- 
aients  of  walls,  hardly  one  stone  lies  upon  another; 
its  gardens,  its  terraces,  may  be  imagined  rather  than 
;  the  besom  of  destruction  hath  swept  over  what 
once  the  abode  of  the  brave  and  the  good,  and  the 
;  and  dark  traditions  of  desperate  crime,  and 
dreadful  retribution,  Iiang  round  its  yet  existing  monu- 
aients. 

In  the  little  church  hard  by,  may  still  be  seen  the 
uagniflcent  tomb  erected  to  the  memory  of  the  grand- 
father of  Everard,  who  was  the  immediate  successor. 
And  in  a  little  deserted  chapel,  all  broken  and  defaced, 
•  marble  effigy,  with  a  horrible  tradition  attached  to  it  is 
add  to  be  his  own — but  that  is,  I  believe,  a  popular 
«nor.  His  dust  is  resting  elsewhere.  The  handsome 
and  fine  proportions  which  characterised  the 


unacrground  passages,  used  for  cc 
the  difrcrcnt    houses  of  the  Cath 
the  concealment  of  their  priests: 
cate  with  the  mansion  called  the 
distant,  which  is  still  in  the  pose 
Catholic  family  of  Nevil. 

The  laige  manorial  pigeon-hoiu 
the  domain,  was,  some  few  yean  i 
and  if  we  may  believe  the  report  c 
testified  to  the  magnificence  of  the  1 
belonged. 

We  must  not,  however,  imagii 
splendid  as  those  of  Goddeshurst 
fortimes  of  this  branch  of  the  D 
plentiful,  were  not  magnificent, 
the  domain,  however,  was  handson 
sense  of  good  order,  dignity,  ai 
seemed  to  attach  as  an  hereditai] 
race. 
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liis  heirt,  the  parity  of  his  conduct,  and  his  deep  sense 
of  religion,  xendered  him  a  mark  for  the  lore  and  vene- 
latlon  of  all  mankind. 

His  happy  wife,  thus  writing  to  a  beloved  friend  of 
her  youth,  describes  life  as  it  fleeted  peacefully  by  at 
Dry  Stoke. 


''  It  is  a  strange  fjmtastic  old  hall,  that  in  which 
we  live;  but  it  is  full  of  charms  for  me.  The  house 
may  be  called  modem  in  comparison  to  some  we 
know,  though  ancient  when  contrasted  with  Groddes- 
huTst.  It  is  a  quaint  peaked  sort  of  a  thing,  with  such 
an  innumerable  quantity  of  windows  of  all  shapes  and 
rises,  that,  when  the  sun  glitters  upon  it,  it  looks  like  a 
coronet  of  jewels.  It  is  rich  and  somewhat  grave,  but 
not  gloomy,  an  amiable  sort  of  looking  home  after  all. 

"  The  interior  is  a  complete  wilderness;  one  ought  to 
have  it  regularly  mapped;  I,  for  one,  do  not  attempt  to 
understand  it;  such  intricate  narrow  passages,  such  little 
ceQs  of  rooms,  with  huge  projecting  chimneys,  which 
perplex  mc  beyond  measure.  Many  of  the  rooms 
seem  really  half  wall.  People  must  have  had  a  dreadful 
&ar  of  being  overheard  when  they  erected  such  prodi- 
gious barriers  between  their  apartments.  These  thick 
Walls  are  the  only  things  I  really  dislike  about  my  new 
lu»ne;  one  hears  such  strange  creeping  noises,  as  it  were, 
within  them  from  time  to  time.  I  used  to  complain  of 
these  odd  disquieting  noises  at  Harroden  Magna,  and 
I  remember  that  Grace  Vaux  always  looked  displeased 


""""-'  "'J  "usDana  out,  a 
makemelaijgliatsuchthmr 
at  Uie  ancient  pictures,  and 
rf  this  palace  of  ouia,  till  I 
•ooeatora  of  Evemd's  were  i 
ing  behind  the  ama. 

"  It  would  be  really  fright 
BO  evident  a  fancj  of  my  a 
"eriouslj  act  myself  down  to 
hear,  but  the  wind  swaying 
a  cuckoo  calling,  or  a  black! 
have  only  to  open  my  windo 
aa  cheerful  as  May-day.  It 
▼iew,  quite  different  from  N< 
tby  miniature  imitation  of 
little  hilla  Bwelling  around  wit 
ncBtling  villages.  Then  the  i 
di&rent  churches  comes  up  sc 
■oene  is  so  full  of  that  rural 
SU™-.; T         ., 
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hmwy  wdn  ocniiei  thundering  down  this  hollow  w»y 
dooogh  the  "Village  of  Diy  Stoke,  then  cocks  are 
erowing,  and  dogs  are  yelping,  and  herds  are  lowing — 
it  18  so  cheerful  and  so  prettyl 

**  Oh !  it's  ft  loyely — ^lovely,  happy  world;  and  I,  the 
lMqp{nest,  and  most  blest  of  created  beings  within  it; 
sent  here,  it  would  seem,  by  the  great  Creator,  to  be 
■ei  forth  as  a  type  and  example  of  his  graciousness  and 
his  goodness;  and  think  you  not  I  am  grateful?  Do  I 
not? — ^in  truth  I  do — ofier  my  heartfelt  thanksgiving 
to  him,  the  dread  Almighty,  and  would  fain  enlist 
every  holy  saint  in  the  calendar,  and  implore  the  virgin 
mother  herself,  to  bear  the  incense  of  this  grateful  heart 
to  his  awful  and  mysterious  throne. 

**  But,  sweet  Alice,  I  rave  of  all  these  outward  things, 
and  why  do  I  not  tell  you  of  him,  the  lord  and  master 
of  this  foolish  heart?  the  Adam  of  this  earthly  paradise 
— ^Adam,  no — for  he  fell;  say  rather,  the  angel  of  this 
Heaven  upon  earth.  My  brave,  my  beautiful,  my  wise, 
my  honoured  husband !  He  is  so  beautiful  that  men 
loiget  to  speak  but  of  his  beauty;  he  is  so  gentle,  kind, 
and  good,  that  hearts  dwell  only  on  his  goodness;  he  is 
00  brave,  that  one  forgets  every  thing,  but  pride  in 
that;  he  is  so  temperate  and  wise,  that  everybody  seems 
to  seek  of  him  advice.  And  then  he  loves  me !  this 
man — this  angel,  loves  his  poor  Evelyn  to  doting — ^to 
folly — ah !  no,  no,  no — ^never  will  I  give  him  cause  to 
love  his  Evelyn  so. 

**  He  is,  as  I  have  told  you,  of  a  lofty  presence,  tall, 
and  nobly  formed,  yet  not  awful  looking;  his  hair  is 
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of  a  beautiful  brown;  his  laige  puie  gray  eye,  deepand 
gleaming;  his  tone  of  voice  is  like  muac;  eveij  one 
reveres  and  honours  him,  yet  no  one  seems  afraid  of 
him.  As  for  me,  I  sit  by  his  side  his  arm  overmj 
shoulder,  and  prattle  to  him  by  the  hour;  the  tall, 
indeed,  is  all  my  own — a  thing  I  fear  we  fooM 
women  love  too  well;  for  his  words  are  few,  M- 
ing  now  and  then  like  water  drops,  as  if  just  to  keep  the 
clack  of  the  wheel  agoing;  but  then  there  is  such  gentle 
love  in  his  eyes— Oh !  I  am  only  too  exquisitely  happy. 

**I  hope,  I  hope  he  is  happy  too;  but  he  is  of  a 
more  serious  temper  than  I  am,  naturally  thoughtful, 
perhaps  somewhat  of  a  melancholy  turn — silent,  reflect- 
ing, and  tranquil;  but  when  the  talk  turns  on  brave 
and  generous  deeds,  on  self-sacrifice  or  martyrdom,  in 
the  cause  of  the  suflering  and  the  oppressed — then,  you 
should  see  his  eye  flash,  and  his  cheek  kindle  ;  though 
he  rarely  even  then  says  any  thing  ;  and  perhaps  these 
flashes  of  the  spirit  are  only  revealed  to  eyes  observant 
as  mine. 

"  Indeed,  since  we  have  been  married,  and  things 
have  gone  on  so  much  in  many  ways  as  my  father  and 
Mr.  Warner  would  have  desired,  my  Everardhas  seemed 
rather  like  one  who  has  done  with  the  perplexing  business 
of  this  world,  and  who  has  taken  up  the  part  of  quiet 
observer. 

"  Do  you  know,  foolish  that  I  am,  there  are  moments 
when  I  could  almost  regret  this.  So  great  a  favourite 
as  he  was  with  our  poor  old  queen — and  so  well  fitted  as 
he  is  to  adorn  a  court,  and  advise  a  government,  I  could 
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almost  wish  he  would  put  himself  forward  before  this 
new  king,  and  assume  the  place  that  befits  his  genius. 

*^  But  he  only  smiles  in  a  sort  of  doubtful,  half  serious 
manner^  when  I  say  so;  and  bids  me  mind  my  nursery. 
We  do  not,  indeed,  often  talk  of  those  points  which 
occupy  the  minds  of  so  many.  My  lamented  father 
and  dear,  good  Mr.  Warner — the  peace  of  Heaven  be 
with  them  both — ^brought  me  up  to  think  in  many 
fehings  difierently  from  most  of  my  Catholic  friends; 
and  though  Sir  Everard  agreed  with  them  in  much, 
yet  there  was  always  a  reserved  comer,  as  it  may  be 
said,  in  his  mind.  Some  would  not  like  this,  but  to 
me  there  appears  a  dignity  in  this  reserve;  and  a 
mjTStery  which  adds  a  strange  and  deep  interest  to  my 
passionate  affection. 

<«  My  father  and  Mr.  Warner  were  both  anxious  at 
first,  I  know,  with  respect  to  Sir  Everard's  opinions; 
but  the  more  they  knew  of  him  the  more  they  loved 
him;  and  when,  soon  after  our  marriage,  we  together 
closed  my  honoured  father's  eyes,  his  last  look,  and  his 
last  breath  were  full  of  blessings  upon  us  both,  and  of  a 
cahn  satisfaction  as  to  the  hands  into  which  he  had 
committed  his  too  tenderly  prized  daughter. 

"  Sir  Everard,  I  believe,  views  many  things  in  a 
different  light  from  that  in  which  my  father  instructed 
me  to  regard  them ;  but  if  it  be  so,  he  preserves  a  silence 
upon  these  matters.  Perhaps  he  thinks  it  an  honourable 
engagement  to  my  father  not  to  interfere  with  my 
ways  of  thinking  in  such  things :  however  it  may  be, 
this  comer  of  his  heart  and  counsels  is  a  sealed  chamber 
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to  his  Evelyn;  and  Heaven  finrbicb  heshoold  too  cmi- 
ously  desiie  to  pry  into  that  which  it  is  his  wiik  to 
withhold. 


**  We  do  not  see  much  of  company  in  this  dear  hiom 
of  ours;  Everard  takes  little  part  in  the  festivities  tnd 
sports  which  interest  all  the  young  gentlemen  arotmd; 
much  feasting,  and  above  all  drinking,  are  hii  aUu»>- 
rence.  A  very  few  gentlemen,  old  friends  of  his,  as 
the  only  people  that  visit  us. 

'*  Of  my  own  old  friends,  the  beauteous  Eleanor  (of 
whom  more  anon)  is  very  much  with  us;  but  GiM 
Vaux  we  seldom  see.  She  has  taken  a  part — a  saindj, 
holy  part — which  all  ought  to  reverence  if  they  cannol 
imitate;  and,  disdaining  the  idle  toys  oF  life,,  and  reject- 
ing its  sweetest  and  dearest  enjoyments — alas !  poor  Grace 
— is  devoted  to  the  service  of  the  suffering  church.  She 
and  Mother  Anne  are  seldom  seen;  their  hours  are 
employed  in  secret  ministrations,  the  object  of  which  I 
do  not  quite  understand — but  of  which,  all  who  do 
speak,  speak  with  awe  and  reverence.  As  for  Eleanor  I 
— that  is  a  piteous  tale — I  do  not  know  what  to  say.  B 
is  not  for  me  to  judge — indeed,  so  closely  does  she 
shroud  her  heart  in  silence,  that  it  is  wrong  perhaps  to 
attempt  it.  There  is  one  comes  here — that  dangerous, 
that  strange,  and  fascinating  man  .  .  .  The  influence 
he  exercises  over  all,  is  inexplicable — is  frightful:  he 
seems  to  bewitch  every  one  who  approaches  him^  bit 
me.    When  he  enters,  first  the  colour  flushes  to  ber 
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naj  fivrehead,  then  it  dies  awmy  till  even  her  lips  aie 
pUte — nay  Une. 

^  And  yet,  let  him  but  go  up  to  her;  speak  to  her 
in  Aat  strange,  interesting  manner  that  he  has — Oh, 
the  dissembler  I — the  dignified,  the  noble  dissembler ! — 
No  being  upon  earth  but  my  watchful  self,  could  dis- 
cern what  is  passing  within  her  heart.  Soon  he  turns 
away,  careless  as  one  intent  upon  far  deeper  and  more 
serious  things;  and  she  retreats  to  the  window,  where 
die  sits  in  the  deep  recess,*  pretending  to  be  busily 
employed  on  that  cushion  which  she  is  working  for  me; 
but  I  can  see  her  hands  tremble,  and  sometimes  almost 
eonld  fancy  I  heard  her  heart  beat 

**  Alas,  poor  Eleanor ! — ^what  a  wreck  she  has  become. 
— She  who  used  to  be  as  blooming  as  a  rose — ^is  pale,  and 
win,  and  thin,  and  feeble;  and  then  her  brother's  ten- 
derness— ^as  he  places  her  sick  hand  upon  his  arm,  with — 
"  *  What  ails  my  Eleanor — ^who  vexes  my  sweet 
Eleanor? 

*'  And  she  who  used  to  be  so  petulant  you  know  at 
times,  seems  now  all  gentle  sadness,  and  kisses  his  hand 
ivith  a  sweet  humility,  and  bids  him  not  heed  her, 
&r  it  is  only  her  way — she  cannot  help  it. 

*'  In  vain  I  try  to  win  her  to  confession,  that  is  the 
Qdly  thing  that  makes  her  angry — she  vows,  so  so- 
lemnly, Alice — (if  she  be  net  sincere,  it  is  sad  to  hear 
the.  young  creature  say  it) — vows  so  solemnly  that 
Hiere  is  no  cause  for  all  this  hidden  sorrow — that  I 
Ciimot,  ought  not  I  should  say,  to  disbelieve  her. 
She  one  day,  by  her  vehement  entreaties,  wrung  from 
Hie  •  promise  that  I  would  never  mention  my  susp* 


alas !  alas ! — Let  u 


"  I  cannot  tJiink  it  rigbt  oi 
Mr.  Catesbj  as  we  should  call 
more  circumBpect:  he  ought  uc 
BO  much,  if  heauspect — and  ca 
true  6tatc  of  things.  I  wish  S 
hound  to  Mr.  Cateahy,  and  ye 
I — ^bad  I  not  my  own  secret  j 
should  find  it  impoeuble  to  i 
hangs  round  this  strange,  mysti 

"  Mr.  Gatesby  is  a  very  difi 
Kobert  we  used  to  meet  at  the 
Then,  you  recollect  what  a  wild, 
person  he  was— extremely  cieve 
so  violent  1  So  young  of  his 
then — for  he  is  really  at  least  te 
Everard — but  Sir  Everard  vnt 
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I  in  an  abrupt,  somewhat  ]^)ugh  manner — still  there 
>  much  charactery  so  much  plain  manly  strength  in 
cy  thing  he  says,  that,  I  beUeve  for  that  reason, 
roughness  seldom  displeases.  You  recollect  how 
sh  feeling  there  was  at  times  in  his  face,  even  in 
le  wild  days.  There  is  at  times  the  same  character  of 
p,  deep  feeling  still:  though  it  is  very  seldom  called 
h.  He  loves  Everard  very  much  I  believe^  and 
siard  loves  him,  with  all  the  love  of  a  brother. 
'  As  for  poor  Eleanor  . . .  but  I  have  said  I  will 
^  done  with  that  painful  subject. 

*  You  know  Francis  Tresham  of  old.  He  is  one  who 
les  much  to  this  house — and  the  two  Mr.  Wrights 
Howlands,  Mr.  Winter,  and  Mr.  Rookwood. 
ese  two  last  I  like  exceedingly.  Mr.  Winter  is  a  very 
iplete  gentleman,  much  practised  in  the  world's 
liis,  and  yet  extremely  simple  and  aficctionate  in 

manner:  you  could  scarcely  imagine  he  had  ever 
H  a  courtier.  Mr.  Rookwood,  too,  is  very  much 
[>ected.  But  I  do  not  like  the  two  Mr.  Wrights; 
te  is  something  very  coarse  and  vulgar  in  their 
mtenances;  and  Christopher  is  such  a  huge,  rough, 
igreeable  sort  of  a  man ! 

*  However,  altogether,  with  a  few  others,  they  make 
ery  pleasant  party.  Sometimes  one  or  two  gentle- 
a,  strangers  to  me,  join  us  ;  they  are  assuredly 
tl  of  exquisite  address  and  manners,  who  Iiavc  cvi- 
Ltly  seen  a  great  deal  of  the  world;  and  they  seem 
clever,  and  there  is  something  so  insinuating  in 
b  tone,  that  it  is  impossible  not  to  feel  flattered 

rOL.  U.  B 
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by  their  attentionfl.  Many  of  them  speak  with  adif^ 
foreign  accent —  I  have  my  thoughts  npon  these  sub- 
jects, but  I  keep  them  to  myself;  and  did  I  not  send 
this  by  a  sure  hand,  and  were  not  better  times  opaaaf 
upon  us — ^I  would  not  venture  to  go  thus  fiff  with  jol 

''  It  is  remarkable,  that  distinguished  as  these  gentle* 
men  are  by  the  sweetness  of  their  manneis,  they  hsfe 
mostly  such  common  names;  none  of  them  seem  tobe 
men  of  family;  though  there  is  one  to  whom  all  pay  fOf 
great  respect^  I  perceive.  He  is  a  very  fidr  and  hsnd- 
some  man,  with  a  smooth  and  pleasant  address,  sad 
pays  most  particular  attention  to  me  as  mistress  of  tk 
house.  Whenever  he  is  here,  Eleanor  seems  to  be 
happier,  and  a  little  better;  and  to  rouse  {t(m  ha 
deep  despondency;  but  then  when  he  is  gone,  sheifl 
worse  than  ever.  Almost  all  the  gentlemen,  and  mj 
husband  among  the  rest,  are  in  high  spirits  at  the  net 
prospect  of  things.  King  James  is  expected  to  cro0 
the  border  to-morrow,  and  vast  preparations  are  maldflg 
wherever  he  is  to  pass  by.  The  bells  in  the  little 
churches  around  are  ringing  mernly:  and  there  wiD 
be  bonfires  and  pitch  barrels  upon  all  our  Rudandduie 
hills  to-night. 

*'  They  talk  openly  now  of  religion,  and  of  the  Wy 
sacrifice  of  the  mass  ;  and  seem  to  think  that  tbft 
priest's  chamber  over  the  porch  of  our  little  cbnsco 
will  soon  have  a  new  inhabitant.  In  short,  that  tbtf^ 
churches  which  belong,  as  this  does,  to  the  estate  of  * 
Catholic  gentleman,  and  which  have  been  erected  1)J 
his  own  ancestors,  shall  be  restored  to  the  true  faitli' 
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^  I  know  not  how  this  may  be — ^but  this  I  know — 
y  hetai  diaU  blesB  Qod  when  all  is  open  and  above- 
laid,  and  there  is  an  end  to  a  sort  of  cloudy  mystery 
lat  hangs  over  things,  I  can't  quite  explain  to  myself 
hcflre  or  how." 


**  My  sweet  Alice — ^is  it  poseible?  Another  anniver- 
ffy  of  my  wedding-day. 

**  What  a  happy  year  this  has  been;  it  has  been  like 
be  restoration  of  poor  pent  up  prisoners  to  light  and 
or.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  every  bosom  breathed  more 
ireely — every  heart  beat  lighter. 

**  Hioee  terribly  oppressive  fines  which  lay  so  heavily 
9<tt  those  whose  consciences  would  not  allow  of 
Kfetendance  at  the  heretic  worship,  have  been  all  re- 
"i^tted;  mass  is  celebrated  in  the  gentlemen's  houses — 
K>t  altogether  openly  it  is  true,  but  still  as  it  used  to 
^  at  Groddeshurst,  and  as  I  have  never  till  lately  seen 
*  here;  without  terror  and  precaution — but  in  confi- 
'ciloe  that  it  will  be  connived  at. 

**The  anxious  brow  of  my  Everard  seems  to  have 
'^siuned  more  than  its  first  serenity.  He  is  cheerful 
•id  satisfied — and  we  are  m  happy. 

"  I  wish  you  could  see  your  Evelyn  sitting  upon  the 
^seat  beneath  the  aged  oak;  her  husband  is  sitting  by 
^y  his  head  bent  down  intent  upon  his  book;  at  his  feet 
^*B  a  Kttle  cherub— our  boy,  such  a  lovely  creature ! — 
•*d  Everard  loves  him  so.  However  deep  in  thought, 
*^**Wevw  occupied   in  study,  he  will  have  his  little 

b2 
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Kenelm  witli  him.  The  little  fdlow  ats  at  his  feet  hmj 
with  his  pky ;  then  gets  up,  and  chisps  his  fiither's  kneei; 
his  father  looks  down  at  him,  then  on  the  other  hifj 
in  my  lap,  which  turns  his  large  blue  eyes  upon  him; 
then  he  stoops  down  and  kisses  them  both,  presBes  nrjr 
hand,  smiles  with  his  own  sweet  serious  smile,  and  to 
his  book  once  more. 

"  I  had  forgotten  one  in  our  family  group — Everud'! 
brother,  John  Digby.  He  is  quite  a  youth,  and  but 
lately  returned  from  the  place,  I  know  not  ezicdy 
which,  where  he  has  been  educated.  John  Digby  if  « 
remarkable  as  the  rest  of  this  noble  family.  He  is  not 
nearly  so  handsome  as  his  brother,  nor  has  he  so  sweol 
and  tender  an  expression  of  countenance,  nor  so  mndi 
elegance  of  form;  but  there  is  a  plain  and  manly  am- 
plicity  in  his  face  and  bearing,  which  pleases  me  ex- 
ceedingly. 

**  I  have  observed  one  or  two  things. 

^^  I  don't  think  he  seems  to  be  such  a  favourite  willi 
those  strangers  I  spoke  of  as  the  rest  of  them  vt 
And  I  observe  when  they  are  here  he  is  extremely  ifr 
served  and  silent;  says  scarcely  a  word,  but  seems  tote 
very  attentive  to  all  that  falls  from  them. 

"  I  often  catch  him  fixing  his  eye  upon  that  gentle- 
man I  described  to  you  particularly,  and  whom  th«f 
call  Mr.  Darcy;  and  when  the  latter  observes  tlua,  te 
will  suddenly  turn  round  and  look  at  John  Digby  in  • 
haughty  manner  that  is  quite  remarkable;  it  seemB  to 
say,  *How  dare  you  presume  to  watch  me?  Jol* 
Digby   turns   away;   but  his    countenance  does  not 


PATHEB  DABCT.  21 

ehaage  as  I  obflerye  some  of  the  others  do,  when  Mr. 
DftTcj  fixes  that  extraordinary  blue  eye  of  his  upon 


**  As  r^ards  Mr.  Catesby,  there  seems  some  feeling 
of  the  same  sort  Mr  Catesby,  who  is  so  adored  and 
listened  to  by  all  the  rest,  does  not  seem  to  please  John 
Digby;  but  it  is  true  he  seldom  addresses  or  notices 
bim — ^they  rarely  exchange  a  word  together. 

**Now,  fiu«well  sweetest  Alice.     My  messenger  is 

about  to  depart;  rejoice  with  your  Evelyn  in  the  bright 

days  which  lie  before  us;  rejoice  for  each  family  of  this 

Vmg  divided  land.    We  are  now  all  once  more  to  be 

muted  in  union  and  peace,  and  the'  dissemblings  and 

^  dissensions,  and  the  anxieties  and  the  distrusts,  are 

l^eaoeforward  and  for  ever  at  an  end." 


So  fondly  believed  the  gentle  enthusiast — but,  alas ! 
W  vain  and  futile  were  her  dreams. 

Hie  passions  and  prejudices  of  men  were  not  so 
^y  to  be  allayed.  That  toleration  for  which  she  with 
^  good  and  amiable  among  her  party  sighed,  was 
^ed  by  the  fears  and  the  prejudices  of  a  rival 
dwnch.  But  even  had  it  been  granted  under  the 
^  influences  which  then  prevailed  among  the  Ca- 
ddies in  England,  it  would  have  been  powerless  for 
^  establishment  of  peace. 

The  Jesuits  and  the  priests  from  the  continental 
■^Dibaries,  with  the  principal  among  the  Catholic 
young  men  who,  having  there  been  educated,  had  im- 
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bibed  the  like  dangerooa  nmxinm,  looloed  to  nolbiig 
leas  than  an  abeolole  sapremaey  far  their  chmeh;  ail 
cherished  the  expectation^  not  onlj  to  be  allowed  As 
free  exennse  of  their  religion,  bat  to  triumph  and  to 
penecute  in  their  turn. 

The  fierce  spiritof  their  religion  was  as  jet  Utdefoftr 
ened;  and  their  ideas  on  ihe  subject  of  liberty  of 
conscience,  as  little  enlarged.  To  recorer  the  soepin 
of  England,  and  to  repeat  the  Marian  persecution,  ins 
the  secret  aim  and  hope  of  a  great  number  (^CSatbob 
gentlemen,  and  of  ahnost  the  whole  body  of  the  priesliL 

Such  views  on  their  side  justify  in  some  degree  the 
jealousy  of  the  English  church,  and  thdr  poUqr  irilk 
regard  to  their  new  monarch;  but  nothing  can  jurtiff 
the  odious,  dec-itful  double^ealing  of  the  king  himrit 
His  conduct  excites  detestation  as  immixed  as  that  of 
the  designing  and  cold-blooded  priests. 

We  are  now  going  to  leave  Dry  Stoke,  the  peacefiil 
abode  of  domestic  love  and  happiness,  as  displayed  Ij 
the  artless  pen  of  its  good  and  innocent  mistress,  and 
change  to  a  very  different  scene.  I  am  going  to  inti^ 
duce  you  to  Ashby  St.  Legers,  the  abode  of  Mr.  CSat» 
by,  whom  you  have  already  no  doubt  recognised  as  Ae 
Robert  of  the  former  portion  of  this  story. 

King  James  has  been  in  England  not  quite  a  yeir; 
and  certain  rumours  have  been  gathering  with  regjoi 
to  a  change  of  measures  speedily  to  be  expected. 

The  Catholics,  awakening  from  their  security,  h^ 
to  look  around  with  apprehension  upon  what  is  oosaiBg 
next.    While  the  bigots  of  the  other  party,  for  is  •& 
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leUgiouB  diflsensioiis  there  are  bigots  upon  every  side, 
axe  loiuiiig  themselyes  from  their  state  of  inactivity,  and 
piepazingfor  fiesih  persecutions,  delations',  and  violences. 


Tbeie  is  a  house  in  Northamptonshire  still  exist- 
ing, and  externally  very  much  in  the  same  state,  pro- 
baUy,  as  when  it  was  inhabited  by  those  I  am  about  to  . 
describe. 

It  is  situated  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  small  village, 

ttd  surrounded  by  weU-wooded  hills  and  pleasant  little 

dales,  but  the  house  itself  has  an  aspect  somewhat 

ttdster  and  mournful;  at  least  so  it  seemed  to  me  when 

i  viated  it.    The  gardens,  which  are  upon  a  perfect 

^lat,  and  which  still  retain  vestiges  of  their  ancient  walks 

^d  terraces,  and  the  large  fish-ponds  and  stews,  lying  in 

•  meadow  below,  are  all  heavily  overhung  with  trees; 

ttd  the  old  ruinous  gatehouse  in  black  and  white  wood, 

ihe  little  ancient  church,  where  the  brass  monument  of 

^'he  Catesby  of  Richard  III.'s  time  is  still  in  existence, 

^  carried  to  my  imagination  a  something  sorrowful  and 

gloomy;  perhaps  the  result  of  those  associations  with 

^liich  my  thoughts  peopled  a  place,  which  by  the  po- 

uteness  of  the  present  inhabitant  I  was  allowed  to  visit. 

The  house  itself  appears  to  be  of  the  same  date  with 

^liany  of  the  other  handsome  houses  built  by  the  Catholic 

S^try,  namely,  about  the  middle  of  Queen  Elizabeth's 

l^oign.  It  is  handsome  though  not  very  large,  irregular  in 

%  shape,  and  adorned  with  those  beautiful  oriel  windows 

^d  ornamented  chimneys,  which  render  the  architecture 

of  that  period  so  rich  and  picturesque.   But  the  rooms  are 
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The  arms  of  the  Catesby  family 
over  the  porch  and  over  the  chimi 

The  crest  a  falcon,  and  the  mc 
abnost  be  thought  prophetic  of  th 
of  this  ancient  and  renowned  &niil 

The  hall  is  wainscotted  with  dai 
which  are  filled  with  rude  sketches  < 
drawn  in  a  sort  of  terra  sienna  col 
very  lugubrious  character. 

Altogether,  few  things  can  be  im 
and  oppressive  than  was  the  appea 
Legers  in  Febniary  of  the  year  16C 

The  evening  was  dark  and  storm 
in  loud  blasts  through  the  ancient  t 
heavy  masses  over  the  garden  ;  the 
and  pattered  heavily  against  the  sn 
and  heavy  stone  mullioned  windows 
be  seen  setting  behind  the  church,  ji 
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hnng  with  yery  dark  arras,  against  wliich,  as  if  to  add 
to  its  melancholy,  were  suspended  several  pictures  in  the 
veiy  darkest  Spanish  manner,  and  in  ebony  frames:  re- 
praeenting  the  tortures  and  martyrdoms  of  the  various 
■dnts  of  the  Roman  calendar.  There  was  a  black  cloth 
laid  over  the  floor,  in  place  of  the  carpets  which  were 
by  this  time  becoming  pretty  nearly  universal;  and 
curtains  of  a  purple,  almost  approaching  to  black,  gave 
a  sombre  richness  to  the  apartment.  A  fire  of  immense 
logs  of  wood  was  smouldering  upon  the  hearth. 

There  were  in  the  room  a  stem  looking  lady  and  two 
young  children. 

The  lady  was  clothed  in  deep  mourning,  and  her  silver 
hair — silvered  it  would  seem  rather  before  its  time — was 
gathered  under  a  dark  hood;  her  dress  was  severe  in  its 
extreme  simplicity,  yet  the  materials  were  extremely 
rich  and  handsome. 

Her  face  had  once  been  beautiful,  in  a  grand  and 
haughty  style  of  beauty ;  her  nose  was  prominent  and  well 
outlined,  her  brow  broad  and  expansive,  her  eyes  large 
and  serious,  her  mouth  rigid  and  firm,  her  chin,  scarcely 
80  well  pronounced  as  the  rest  of  her  features,  straight, 
bat  well  formed;  the  expression  of  her  countenance 
at  once  terrible  and  interesting.  The  traces  of  deep  in- 
eflSuseable  sufiering  and  of  anxious  care,  were  there — 
which  might  have  rendered  it  almost  sublimely  inte- 
lesting,  but  for  the  stem  endurance  rather  than 
patience,  the  deep  resentment  bitter  and  ineffaceable  as 
had  been  the  sufiering,  and  the  proud,  haughty,  unpi- 
t^g  expression  to  be  read  there. 

Tall  and  rigid  in  her  figure  ;  her  hands  thin  and  de- 
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Ucate,  veined  and  sinewed  in  large  knota  and  t»d«, 
were  clothed  with  a  sort  of  black  velvet  nutten,  wbidi 
displayed  one  large  mourning  ring  upon  the  nghthiBii 
and  a  small  one  encircling  the  wedding  finger  on  Ae 
left. 

She  was  sitting  in  a  large  chair  covered  with  black 
leather  by  the  side  of  the  window,  readings  in  a  book 
bound,  as  such  books  then  were,  in  black,  richly  orair 
mcnted  with  gold. 

From  time  to  time,  the  book,  and  the  hand  yrtiA 
held  it,  would  sink  into  her  lap— while  her  large  mdan* 
choly  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  dark  heavy  plomeBof 
some  immense  and  gloomy  fir-trees,  swaying  and  lieaT* 
ing  in  the  wintry  wind. 

The  two  little  children  that  were  in  the  room  with 
her  were  two  little  boys,  her  grandchildren.  Their 
mother  was  dead;  their  father,  the  son  of  this  lady- 
was  Robert  Catesby. 

The  little  creatures  looked  pale,  and  their  featoies 
were  sharp  and  sickly;  their  large  eyes  were  enci^ 
cled  with  that  dark  black  ring  which  is  a  symptom 
of  early  sufiering  and  decay ;  they  were  not  clothed 
in  black  as  was  the  lady,  but  in  little  coats  of  dark 
maroon  colour,  ornamented  with  silken  fidnges;  and 
their  small  open  collars  were  of  rich  needle-work. 

Their  appearance  was  that  of  children  carefully  8^ 
tended  to  :  but  their  looks  were  dull  and  almost  tezxifiea. 
They  sat  crouching  together  in  a  comer  of  the  room? 
near  the  fire-place,  playing  at  some  little  quiet  gani^ 
they  had  found  for  themselves;  whispering  to  each  othei 
when  they  spoke;  and  every  now  and  then  casting  * 


PATHEB  DABCT.  27 

aort  ottcBxtal  glance  at  the  ladj,  and  round  the  room, 
wldch  iras  now  being  wrapped  in  the  iast  donng 
dndowB  of  that  dark  and  dismal  evening. 

The  lady  never  tumed  her  head  to  look  at  the 
dhildzen,  nor  did  she  call  for  lights;  she  sat,  as  was 
bar  castom,  lost  in  her  own  melancholj  and  bitter 
xeAections,  watching  the  gathering  shadows  of  the 
mght  that  was  stealing  on. 

She  was  a  Throckmorton  by  birth:  two  near  rela- 
tioiia  had  been  hers — cloved  and  venerated  with  all 
Hmt  force  of  affecdon  which  belongs  to  ardent  tem- 
peraments— ^the  feelings  strengthened  by  solitude,  and 
excited  by  the  deep  mysteries  of  religion. 

Where  were  these  loved  ones  now? 

They  did  not  even  slumber  in  a  hallowed  grave. 
TRieir  severed  heads,  and  mangled  limbs,  were  yet 
blackening  in  the  winter's  rain  and  wind,  upon  the 
battlements  of  the  bridge  of  London. 

Lingering  imprisonment — a  death  under  the  horrid 
aentence  for  treason — ^had  been  theirs. 

And  for  what? 

For  rebellion — as  that  heretical  government,  admi- 
nistered by  a  miserable,  a  godless  usurper  had  styled 
it:  -for  glorious  martyrdom,  to  the  only  true  church 
f]f  Christ — as  she  esteemed  it. 

Never  since  that  fatal  day^  though  years  and  years 
bad  since  rolled  by,  had  the  rain  pelted  or  the  wild 
iranter's  wind  howled  round  her  roof,  but  that  lady 
bad  thought  of  those  poor  bodies  of  clay  refused 
m  shelter  in  the  earth's  kindbosonu  It  was  a  strange 
penrenion  of  feeling,  but  so  it  was.     She  shuddered 
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for  them,  as  if  still  sensible  to  disgrace  and  suflfenng; 
and  her  never  dying  and  bitter  xesentment,  was  fed 
by  the  presence  of  the  miserable  recoUectioiis  dia 
presented  to  her  mind. 

Her  husband,  too !  Sir  William  Catesby ! — ^what  an 
existence  had  been  his ! — what  years  of  imprisonment 
in  dark  unwholesome  prisons,  exhausted  by  disease, 
wretchedness,  and  misery  I  What  years  had  been  ben  I 
— devoted  as  she  was  to  that  faith  to  which  she  dung 
with  a  vehemence  and  tenacity  only  increased  by  wbat 
she  had  suffered  in  its  cause.  She  had  lived  oppieased 
and  impoverished,  under  the  power  of  those  whom  she 
had  been  taught  to  look  upon,  and  did  look  upon,  iS 
themselves  only  worthy  of  the  torturing  fire  and  stake 
upon  earth,  and  of  the  everlasting  fires  hereafter.  Every 
day  brought  its  fresh  source  of  sorrow  and  irritation,  to 
a  mind  neither  chastened  nor  softened  by  sorrow-^ 
alas !  in  what  a  different  school  from  that  of  the  maft 
of  sorrows  had  she  been  reared! — evciy  additional 
suffering  only  gave  fresh  force  to  that  deep,  that  itt* 
tense,  that  unmitigated  thirst  for  retribution,  call  J^ 
revenge  rather,  which  agitated  her  bosom. 

Her  son,  too,  had  disappointed  her. 

Vehement,  passionate,  desperate,  determined,  as  ^•^ 
Robert's  character,  he  had  not  appeared  to  sympatic 
in  his  mother's  feelings.     The  early  years  of  his  1^ 
had  been  passed  in  what  appeared  to  be  an  utter  *^ 
difference  to  all  religion,  and  as  an   outwardly  cfi^ 
forming  Protestant. 

The  wild  sports  and  extravagant  excitements  of  tl*^ 
still  semi-barbarous  age,  seemed  to  occupy  him  entirely 


FATHEB  DABCT.  29 

The  mother's  tears,  remonstrances,  and  reproaches  had 
alike  been  unavailing.  He  was  reckless  and  darmg, 
and  there  was  a  frank  defiance  of  the  opinion  of  others 
in  his  disposition,  which  had  early  emancipated  him 
firom  all  domestic  control. 

He  ran  his  wild  career,  beloved,  admired,  and  even 
honoured  by  all  his  companions,  for  he  had  a  high  and 
generous  heart.  His  sword  was  ever  ready  at  a  friend's 
service — ^his  purse  was  at  every  one's  command. 

His  eloquent  tongue  was  prompt  to  resist  oppression, 
and  assert  what  he  thought  the  right.  The  influence  he 
exercised  over  those  around  him,  amounted  to  a  species 
of  fascination.  He  was  adored  by  his  intimates:  and 
&w  among  them  but  would  have  been  ready  to  lay 
down  their  lives  in  his  behalf. 

Such  gifts,  had  they  but  been  tempered  and  disci- 
plined by  right  principles  of  action,  what  might  they 
not  have  effected !    Alas !  how  different  had  been  his 
teaching !   Of  the  reformed  religion,  though  brought  up 
in  outward  conformity  to  it — as  had  been  so  many  of  his 
day,  and  his  father  before  liim — he  had,  in  fact,  learned 
nothing.     It  had  proved  but  a  species  of  atheism,  as  far 
as  regarded  himself;  and  as  such  he  was  easily  taught 
to  esteem  it  with  respect  to  others;  looking  upon  its 
professors  as,  at  best,  but  a  set  of  heartless  unbelievers, 
such  as  he  himself  had  at  one  time  been.    But  his  soul 
was  not  of  a  nature  thus  to  be  satisfied;  he  longed  for 
spiritual  food:  it  was  the  passionate  want  of  the  spirit 
in  his  day.     Mistaken  religion  it  might  be,  but  religion 
'Was  still  the  leading  interest  of  men's  lives.    After  the 
fint  effervescence  of  youth  was  over,  Robert  Catesby 
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luid  awakened  to  this  want,  ihiB  yeanung,  tlua  fam^ 
and  this  thiist  of  the  qnrit — at  first  roDsed^it  is  true,  hj 
the  Yoioe  of  that  beanteoiis  saint  whom  he  adored — nd 
mider  a  sense  of  his  miserable  deficiency,  he  had  soogb 
Mr.  Darcy,  and  fix)m  his  lips  imbibed — ^whai  should htre 
been  the  word  of  salvation,  and  the  finmtain  of  lining 
waters  to  his  perishing  souL     Unhappy  man ! 

He  was  reconciled  to  his  religion,  and  had  imbibed 
all  the  false,  casoistical,  cruel,  revengefal  nuudntt^ 
which  under  that  name  of  infinite  power,  had  oormpted 
and  vitiated  so  many  lives.  And  yet,  even  vet— the 
niother  ^  di^ppited. 

Though  he  had  engaged  in  the  conspiracy  vridi 
Essex,  yet  he  had,  during  the  last  years  of  the  oU 
queen,  refused  to  lend  his  aid  to  any  &esh  plan  of  yio- 
lenoe ;  and,  busied  in  the  secret  intrigues  to  which  alluaon 
has  been  made,  his  confidence  had  been  bestowed  on 
one  only;  and  lately  he  had,  following  the  injunctions  of 
his  ghostly  advisers,  awaited  in  patience  the  accession  of 
the  man  from  whose  secret  inclinations  such  vast  h<^ 
were  entertained. 

Toleration — ^remission  of  the  penal  acts  and  of  tbe 
fines  for  recusancy — ^had  been  tacitly  promised;  and 
larger  indulgences,  if  not  the  restoration  of  their  rdi- 
gion  to  the  ascendency,  implied.  The'ezact  extent  to 
which  the  expectations  of  the  Jesuits  VFere  carried  i> 
doubtful;  and  it  remains  impossible  now  to  decide  how 
far  they  were  misled  by  the  royal  dissembler — or  iA»l^ 
groimds  they  really  had  for  believing  that  James^  fihe 
so  many  of  his  descendants,  was  in  secret  attached  to 
the  Roman  religion. 
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However  that  may  be,  one  tiling  is  certain,  that  for  the 
kst  two  years  of  the  old  queen's  reign,  and  the  first  of  that 
of  Jamee,  the  Catholics  remained  comparatively  quiet. 
And  those  who  had  suffered  in  their  purses,  or  far  more 
severely  in  their  dearest  affections,  imder  the  late  go- 
Temmenty  awaited  in  a  sort  of  gloomy  patience,  till 
the  miserable  woman,  and  cruel  usurper  and  persecutor 
as  they  deemed  her^  died  quietly  in  her  bed;  and  they 
were  baulked  of  what  they  thought  their  just  revenge. 

Lady  Catesby  had  felt  this  bitterly:  her  religious 
porinciples  had  taught  her  to  cherish,  not  to  discipline 
Boch  sentiments.  She  indulged  them  with  all  that 
pride  of  self-esteem  which  her  mistaken  views  tended 
to  cherish. 

The  two  little  children  who  were  now  sitting  in  this 
gloomy  room  with  her,  were  those  of  Robert  by  his 
early  marriage:  a  union  entirely  formed  upon  motives 
of  funily  arrangement,  and  soon  terminated  by  death. 
The  children  had  remained  in  the  care  of  the  grand- 
mother, and  the  heart  of  Robert  devoted  itself  to  Grace 
Vanx. 


The  lady  sits  there  at  the  window,  watching  the 
lieavy  clouds  rolling  over  the  now  darkening  sky; 
the  night  closes  in,  the  wind  again  rises  in  its  fury, 
and  roars  round  the  house  in  the  large  open  chimney; 
the  rain  again  &lls  in  torrents  as  if  the  heavens  were 
opened  for  another  deluge;  the  poor  little  boys  creep 
and  cower  together;  the  lady,  stem  and  melancholy^ 
heeds  them  not 


32  FATHER  DABCT. 

An  andent  gnij-headed  serviiig-man,  walkiiig  witK 
a  slow  and  cautious  step,  now  half  opens  tiie  door,  mi 
looks  in.  Not  a  word  is  exchanged  on  either  aide,  Vat 
the  ladv  responds  to  his  mute  questioning  with  a  gbnee 
— he  retreats,  goes  outdde  the  house,  fixes  the  hoKfj 
shutters,  and  bars  them.  The  noise  of  closing  windows 
and  doors,  chains,  bolts,  and  heavy  bars  of  iron  fidliogf 
is  heard  through  the  house. 

Then  he  enters  again. 

''  All  is  safe,  madam,  for  to-night.  I  have  sent 
Richard  with  the  great  ban  dog  to  make  his  roundi 
Shall  I  bring  the  lamp,  and  summon  you  when  allis 
ready?* 

"  Do  so — set  the  lamp  down  there." 

Tlie  small  lamp  casts  a  feeble  light  on  that  side  of 
the  gloomy  chamber,  and  &I1S  full  upon  one  pictuie» 
a  horrible  one,  of  a  martyrdom  of  St.  Bartholomew. 
Tlie  poor  little  cliildren,  to  whom  that  picture  is  almost 
like  a  di'cadfiil  reality,  look  up  at  it  with  eyes  terrified 
but  tearless,  and  then  glance  at  the  pale,  awwful  fi^ 
of  their  grandmother,  which  is  to  them  almost  equiDy 
terrific:  from  time  to  time  they  cast  fearful  glance* 
into  the  comers  of  the  apartment,  shrouded  to  them 
in  what  seems  an  infinite  darkness.  They  have  done 
their  little  quiet  play;  they  sit  there  motionle^.  Bat 
when  a  loud  sweep  of  the  wind  batters  at  the  windoWSi 
and  roars  down  the  chimney,  then  they  start,  ciouA 
together,  and  shudder. 

*^  Come  here,  both  of  you,"  says  the  lady,  in  a  deq>f 
awful  voice. 

They  came  creeping  to  her,  and  stood  one  on  cadi 
side  of  her  knee. 
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Toa  knoWi"  ahe  says,  looking  at  them  in  a  stem, 
Mtaning  manner,  **  what  is  the  punishment  of  those 
ft  teU  secEets?  Hiey  go  into  a  dark,  dismal,  black 
at  the  bottom  of  which  are  seething  flames  rising 
fidling;  and  bkck  devils  with  great  wings  and 
It  daws  of  iron  are  sailing  up  and  down  in  the  air; 
souls  of  wicked  children  who  have  told  secrets, 
in  thdr  claws,  and  they  plunge  them  down  that 
ik  pit  straight  into  the  fire.  Do  you  know  the 
1  of  fire?'  and  seizing  each  little  trembling  hand, 
held  them  to  the  fire  till  the  children  flinched,  but 
Bl  not  move  or  ciy  out. 

\m  soon  as  the  pain  was  icutc  enough  to  make  an 
xtesdon,  she  took  them  away,  and  sitting  down 
in,  each  hand  in  hers,  said: 

^  You  arc  goingwith  me  to-night  for  the  first  time,  to 
r  the  holy  service  of  the  blessed  Virgin; — the  blessed 
gin  who  loves  little  children  if  they  are  secret  and 
d,  and  sends  a  beautiful  guardian  angel  with  golden 
ifp  to  take  care  of  them." 

[he  poor  little  children's  countenances  brightened 
a  little  at  this. 

^But  iff*  in  an  awful  tone,  ''  they  are  bad,  and  tell 
^ets,  she  sends  a  great  black  devil  to  sit  upon  their 
f  and  glare  at  them  with  his  fiery  eyes." 
'We  won't  tell:  indeed  we  won't  teU  nothing," 
i  the  poor  little  ones,  shuddering  and  shaking. 
'  Suppose  somebody  asks  you  what  you  did  to* 
bt?" 

•What  must  I  say?" 
'  You  must  say — ^  I  played  with  brother,  and  then  I 

'OL.  U.  G 
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went  to  bed^' — and  if  they  say,  *  Did  yoa  do  anytUog 
else?'  you  must  say,  ^  Nothing  else,'  boldly,  in  a  load 
Toice — and  to  yourself  you  must  say  *  but  go  nitk 
granddam' — ^because  nobody  has  a  right  to  ask  yoa  bit 
granddam  what  you  do:  and  so  you  axe  not  to  amws 
them  in  any  other  way.  Do  you  imdeistand|  yoa  litde 
fool?"  said  she  harshly  to  the  younger  one,  who  mB 
gaping  and  staring  with  all  his  eyes.  ^'  You  murt  a^ 
as  brother  says." 

^'  Say  as  brother  says,"  repeated  the  little  insooeoii 
quite  bewildered; — ^but  the  elder  one  imderstood  Us 
grandmother  perfectly  welL 

And  he  said, 

'*  Yes,  granddam:  and  then  that  great  black  devil 
shan't  get  at  us — " 

"  Not  if  you  do  as  I  bid  you." 

"  That  I  will,  granddam—" 

"Then  there's  a  brave  boy:  and  here^s  a  pictax^ 
book  for  you — ^but  you're  only  to  have  it  now  and  the** 
— I  must  keep  it :  for  if  the  king  should  find  out  you'd 
got  it,  he'd  hang  you  upon  his  great  black  gallows:  t^^ 
you  may  look  at  it  now — ^there — ^there's  a  pictaie  CJ» 
that  wicked  queen,  all  in  flames  and  screeching  oat£>^ 
a  drop  of  water  to  cool  her  tongue — ^but  shell  nefCS^ 
have  one  single  drop  for  ever,  and  ever,  and  eveiT- 
Wouldn't  it  be  better  to  have  your  head  cut  off  i»d 
be  a  good  boy,  than  to  be  like  that  wicked  queen?" 

**  Wicked  queen !"  said  the  little  one — "  look,  brother^ 
at  her  ugly  face,  how  funny  she  looks,  ha,  ha — " 

**  Ha,  ha,"  responded  the  other  child. 

''  There's  another.    Who's  ihis  gruff-looking  &t  lo^ 
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Ldftnii  that  the  devils  are  pulling  and  hauling 
T 

le's  a  dreadful  wicked  heretic,  and  his  name's 
in  Luther, — ^joull  hear  more  of  him  when  you  are 
See,  lie  doesn't  like  to  go — ^they're  pulling  him 
the  fire— *• 

[)li  how  he  kicks  and  jumps  about — ^they'll  never 
bim  into  the  fire,  Fm  afraid.  Ok !  Fm  afiraid 
Q  never  get  him  in — all  heretics  must  be  burned, 
n't  ihey,  granddam? — ^Did  they  ever  get  him  in, 
Mamr 

le  little  one  was  turning  over  the  pages— he  gave 
eam  of  joy — ^**  Oh !  there's  one  in;  look,  brother." 
le  door  opened  again — 
(^  is  ready,"  said  the  serving-man. 
Ihat  will  do;"  and  the  lady,  closing  the  book,  said, 
you  are  very  good  and  quiet  and  stand  stock  still, 
8  the  very,  very  good  gentleman  you  are  going  to 
3  talking,  then  you  shall  see  some  more  pretty  pic- 
i  to-morrow." 

>  saying,  and  opening  a  secret  drawer,  disposed  in 
irindow-sill  so  as  to  escape  observation,  she  depo- 
.  the  book  of  pictures  there;  then  she  took  up  her 
iaiy,  placed  it  in  a  small  pouch  depending  to  her 
le,  and  taking  a  child  in  each  hand,  left  the 
1. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

'jilr  hopes  an  flat,  nrntnre  within  me 
ball  her  fvDcCioni  wcny  of  heRMtf; 
Mj  race  of  gjkvy  nai»  a  race  oTihaiDi 
And  I  abttll  afaottbr  be  widi  tiiem  at 


Th£T  crosBed  the  low  and  inegulail j  shaped  lttO» 
dimly  lighted  by  the  kmp  held  by  the  oldserving-man;  (A 
one  side  of  it  were  two  Tezy  heaTy  low-aichediiondoofli 
which  opened  npon  steps  leading  to  the  yanlts  beneidi- 

As  the  black  depth  yawned  before  their  eyes,  lk 
poor  children,  rel^)sing  into  all  their  tenors,  almoin 
and  held  back;  but  the  lady,  grasping  their  little  bsnds 
as  if  in  an  iron  vice,  led  them  forward.  Then  g^Tiog ' 
the  hand  of  the  youngest  to  the  old  man,  and  sdl 
retaining  the  other  in  her  grasp,  she  descended  into  the 
gloomy  cavity  below.  One  small  wax  candle  was  butD" 
ing  before  another  low  door,  which,  opening  slowlfi 
displayed  a  large  cellar,  perfectly  dark,  except  at  the 
further  end,  where  was  raised  a  temporary  altar  upon 
which  six  wax  candles  were  burning.  The  desecrated 
crucifix — that  pathetic  emblem  of  the  faith  of  evaj 
Christian  man,  which  priestly  barbarity  has  rendered il* 
most  the  revolting  type  of  cruelty — stood  in  the  centre 
of  the  altar;  an  image  of  the  virgin  in  silver  below,  anl 
a  few  small  vases  filled  with  everlasting  flowers  on  etch 
side;  these  were  the  sole  ornaments. 

No  priest  as  yet  appeared  ;  but  the  old  serving-nMBi 
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boqiiiBliiiig  the  hand  of  the  little  boy,  who  crept  fear* 
ly  up  to  his  grandmother  and  laid  hold  of  her  gown, 
speied  to  serve  the  mass,  as  it  is  called.  Eveiy  part 
the  large  cellar,  except  what  was  just  within  the 
ige  of  the  illamination  from  the  altar,  was  in  pitchy 
rkiess;  but  in  the  doubtful  twilight  which  skirted  this 
rkness,  figures  of  men  and  women  might  be  dimly 
cemed,  glaring  like  shades  in  the  obscurity;  which 
vrever,  was  such,  that  it  was  impossible  for  any  one  to 
iognise  another.  The  lady  with  the  two  children  ad- 
tUsed  at  once  into  the  broad  light  in  front  of  the  altar; 
'  was  the  only  person  present,  save  the  old  servant, 
It  could  possibly  have  been  denounced  by  a  secret 
iiny,  had  such  been  present* 

He  blood  of  the  Throckmorton  ever  despised  danger. 
6  lady  scorned  to  appear  to  seek  darkness  herself, 
"Ugh  the  security  of  others  compelled  her  to  adopt 
B  means  of  celebrating  the  ceremonies  of  her  faith, 
tt  was  a  scene  for  a  Rembrandt. 
Che  broad  light  of  the  holy  candles  fell  upon  the  cru- 
X,  the  flowers,  the  silver  image,  and  the  velvet  bound 
IB  book,  all  crossed  and  garlanded  with  gold  ;  upon 
'  rich  carpet  of  crimson,  blue,  and  gold,  which  co- 
^  the  two  small  steps  which  led  to  the  altar  ;  upon 
t  bending  figure  of  the  gray-haired  attendant,  now 
i  in  the  Levite's  black  dress ;  upon  the  tall  dark  lady, 
h  her  black  hood,  silver  hair,  and  large  sparkling 
* ;  and  upon  the  sweet  faces,  shining  curls,  white 
ian,  and  gold  and  maroon  dresses  of  the  two  little 
f8i  who,  pressing  up  against  her  black  velvet  gown. 
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cast  their  bright  blue  eyes  with  mingled  tenor  and 
curiosity  around  them. 

There  was  a  pause  of  a  few  moments. 

Then — as  if  arisen  firom  the  earth,  coming  no  odb 
knew  fiom  whence — the  priest,  in  his  rich  dxm  of 
scarlet  and  gold,  suddenly  appeared  on  the  st^  of  ths 
altar;  the  yoice  of  the  droning  seipent  was  heard iBBobg 
from  the  darkness  behind;  and  the  mass  was  sung. 


The  service  over;  there  was  a  sort  of  hustled  mdi  of 
garments,  as  of  spirits  sweeping  by  in  the  night  wiod; 
the  priest  disappeared  from  before  the  altar  in  the  same 
mysterious  manner  in  which  he  had  entered;  BSxAet 
man  dressed  in  black,  the  performer  on  the  serpent  pro- 
bably, came  forward,  and  every  candle  but  one  ms 
immediately  extinguished. 

The  carpet  on  the  steps  was  folded,  the  altar  deazed 
of  its  ornaments,  every  vestige  of  the  ceremony  diaip- 
pearing  with  the  most  astonishing  celerity ;  at  last  the  altar 
itself  receded,  and  seemed  to  vanish  into  space;  the  stefa 
were  taken  up,  and  nothing  but  the  one  candle  tt- 
mained,  of  what  had  seemed  to  the  senses  of  the  asto- 
nished children  more  like  the  pageant  of  a  dream,  thB 
a  substantial  reality. 

Their  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  candle  while  theff 
little  hearts  beat  fast  with  terror,  panting  with  ann^ 
to  leave  this  den  of  darkness;  but  they  dared  not  uttBi 
a  word;  at  last,  after  a  few  minutes  had  elapsed,  afrorii 
apparition  presented  itself — a  fidr  and  handsome  geft* 
tleman  dressed  in  a  riding  dress  of  murrey  velvet,  wita 
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Iti^  boots,  and  a  lugh  hat,  the  band  of  which  was 
fiatened  by  a  rich  claap  of  jewels,  and  ornamented  with 
a  Uack  &ather,  appeared  standing  upon  the  side  of  the 
lady,  and  with  an  air  of  the  most  insinuating  respect 
cftring  her  his  arm.  She  accepted  it  without  hesita- 
tion; he  took  the  hand  of  one  little  child,  she  of  the 
otiher;  lighted  by  the  serving-man,  they  again  traversed 
the  Tault,  ascended  the  stairs,  and  entered  the  halL 
'  The  children  were  here  dismissed,  and,  attended  by  an 
aged  attendant,  almost  as  terrible  a  looking  person  as 
llie  lady  herself,  were  carried  off  to  darkness  and  their 
fitde  beds, — to  lie,  their  hearts  palpitating  with  fear, 
iheir  limbs  bathed  in  a  cold  sweat,  in  all  the  agony  of 
tsnified  childhood,  the  dreadful  denimciations  of  their 
gandmother  ringing  in  their  ears,  and  the  sketches  she 
liad  represented,  dancing  before  their  eyes:  while  the 
lady  and  gentleman  entered  a  small  room  yeiy  differ- 
ently appointed  from  the  one  she  had  been  sitting  in 
before. 

A  large  wood  fire  of  cedar  logs,  then  considered  as 
llie  greatest  of  luxuries,  was  blazing  in  the  open  chim- 
aay;  several  sconces  filled  with  wax  candles  burning  on 
att  aides,  filled  the  room  with  a  beautifid  white  light, 
mder  the  influence  of  which,  the  rich  hangings  dis- 
pkyed  their  deep-toned  colours  to  ihe  greatest  advan- 
tage. A  small  sideboard  of  chased  silver  and  gold 
pkle  stood  on  one  side;  a  small  table  covered  with  a 
napkin  of  the  most  delicate  whiteness,  in  the  centre;  a 
{late  of  silver  and  one  cover  was  laid  upon  it,  and  in 
Ae  middle  of  the  table,  as  if  preparatory  to  the  coming 


iiing  once  or  twice  shot  tlirou 
hall,  antl  tlie  tliunder  clattered  n 

It  was  a  night  to  enjoy  the  c 
rity,  though  the  tianquillity  it 
experienced,  was  already  some 
obscure  rumours  that  weie  afloat 
&9  this,  most  assuredly  no  one  w 

The  gentleman  cast  a  glance  < 
tion  round  the  apartment,  and 
the  fire,  took  off  his  hat,  and 
coveied  with  fine  brown  curls,  i 
and  remarkable  blue  eye  of  M 
atiat  Whalley,  aUai  Garnet. 

He  sat  down  in  the  chair  p 
without  waiting  for  an  invitati 
with  an  air  of  reverence  and 
strangely  with  her  usual  high  ai 
seemed  to  awut  his  pleasure  i 
belonging  to  a  separate  rank  in 
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Inifl,  than  a  poor,  haid-taxed  labourer  in  the  church's 
lohied  Tineyard,  like  myself." 
'*  My  poor  endeayours/'  said  the  lady, ''  are  only  such 
U 18  my  duty  to  offer,  when  he,  who  perils  life  in  the 
gr  cause,  deigns  to  honour  my  poor  house  with  his 
ned  presence.  Oh  sb !  it  has  been  but  seldom  that, 
'onred  by  the  warring  elements,  and  under  the  curtain 
die  pitchy  night,  you  have  been  suffered  to  wet  your 
B  with  the  waters  of  refreshment.  Such  I  humbly 
IT  offer,  for  you  to  snatch  at,  in  this  short  interval  of 
Qger  and  of  toil." 

The  speech  seemed  rather  long  and  formal  to  Mr. 
ncy,  who,  to  own  the  truth,  having  ridden  many  miles 
U  bad  day,  was  exceedingly  hungry,  and  most  impa- 
ct for  his  supper— the  opportunities  for  ease  and  en- 
^xuent  such  as  this,  were  certainly  few  in  the  life  to 
^ich  he  had  devoted  himself;  and  interruptions  which 
glkt  drive  him  to  his  cold,  narrow,  and  inconvenient 
^t  chamber,  might  arrive  at  any  moment.  He  was 
lie  prepared  to  snatch  the  pleasures  of  life  when  they 
isented  themselves,  though  to  do  him  justice,  not 
ixiDg  of  himself  when  called  upon  to  endure  its 
Brings  or  its  labours.  The  various  disguises  which 
had  found  it  prudent  to  affect,  and  the  relaxation  of 
Hsipline  necessary  to  maintain  such  disguises,  had  a 
od  deal  secularised  his  feelings;  and  like  a  man  some- 
Uit  more  politic  than  devout,  he  considered  it  wise  to 
Bband  his  strength  and  spirits  by  taking  advantage  of 
ity  comfort  and  luxury  which  opportunity  might 
itent,  leaving  the  self-denying  and  ascetic  course  for 


likewise;  but  shall  be  equally  -. 
brose,  if  he  will  please  to  let  me 
for  I  own  to  the  himgei  of  a  wi 

The  lady  took  the  hint,  stt 
haBtened  the  piepoiatdona  of  he 

The  Jesuit  stietched  himBell 
tin  white  hands;  i>.w<1  inhfJ*^J 
nptnie  of  epicurean  deUgbt  tl 
blazing  hearth,  after  a  daj  sncli 

Tlie  lady  speedily  retained, 
man;  a  small  supper  connstinff 
as  moat  delicate — and  they  were 
of  day — was  laid  upon  the  tabl< 
according  to  the  fashion  of  the  ta 
Yet,  even  her  smile  of  welcome 
Minit:  piun  mingled  with  e 
or  did.  When  her  guest  was  : 
s^in  llie  aim-chair,  opposite  ft 
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'.  bsve  tupped,"  0Bid  the  lady,  *'  your  reverence  will 
IB  me.  Hie  bread  on  which  my  life  IB  BDpported  18 
\  None  of  my  fiienda  will  press  me  umecessazily 
rtakeofit'' 

Skill  upon  the  same  theme/'  said  he,  compossion- 
,  *'  lei  the  dead  sleep,  dear  lady.  The  grave  has 
red  its  own,  and  better  days  may  be  approaching." 
Die  grave  is  himgiy,"  said  she,  ^*  it  hath  not  re- 
ft its  own.  It  yawns  and  gapes — the  ravenous  maw 
e  sepulchre  opens  in  vain.  They  have  no  grave. 
I9  holy  earth,  hath  never  received  their  ashes;  they 
leaching  in  the  wind — the  earth  cries  out  for  ven- 
se  of  the  blood  which  she  hath  opened  her  mouth 
seive;  but  there  is  no  vengeance." 
Lady,"  he  said,  '*  the  blood  of  the  martyrs  is  the 
of  the  Church;  they  shall  have  better  than  ven* 
3e— they  shall  have  glory.  Their  bloodbath  watered 
re  shall  reap ;  be  comforted,  lady,"  he  added  in  Latin 
the  37th  Psalm:  **  Wicked  doers  shall  be  rooted 
and  they  that  patiently  abide  the  Lord,  they  shall 
it  the  land." 

Ihat  bad  woman  died  in  her  bed,"  she  answered 

iy,  '*  and  the  excellent  and  beautiful  of  the  earth 

mangled  upon  the  cruel  scaffold.    Their  spirits 

to  call  upon  me,  they  seem  to  haunt  my  footsteps, 

g,  *  How  long  Lord,  how  long  P While  she 

"  added  she,  '*  there  was  a  hope  her  blood  might 
tone  for  her  cruelties;  but  she  has  died  in  her  bed, 
here  ends  retribution." 

iLndhowdidshedie?^  askedhe,  ministering  to,  in* 
of  cogrecting — oh  false  and  blind  leader  of  the 


ing  lor  a  successor:  hct  mos 
grave  before  licr :  the  blood  of 
from  the  scaffold.  '  Justus  e£ 
ous  judge,  strong  and  patien' 
ments  of  death,  he  sendetli  fc 
persecutors.'  Be  comforted,  L 
\aii  hia  hand  upon  her.  Wha 
have  been  in  the  compariEon! 
wheel,"  with  a  dreadful  aoit  o: 
is  the  boon  of  mercy." 

She  looked  somewhat .... 

He  took  a  glass  of  wine,  lii 
off,  and  then  changing  the  eul 

"  I  was  somewhat  surprised 
dren  intrusted  with  the  secret 
would  be  loath  to  question  you 
exactly  according  to  your  usuf 

"  Depend  upon  it,"  sud  sht 
dare  to  otter  a  word — I  have  ( 
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flSeieiioe  of  thdr  manliood.  Father^  let  them  be 
f  xeaied  in  the  sacred  practices  of  their  religion: 
3ieir  infant  minds  be  filled  with  her  terrors,  and 
led  with  her  gloria  Oh !  had  his  Father, — had  I 
)  00  with  Robert! .  •  •  • 
he  went  on: 

You,  holj  father,  also  understand  so  well  the 
[ng  of  youth — you  know  the  necessity  of  early 
^ts  of  submission  and  piety*  These  little  ones  shall 
:  in  their  religion  as  their  mother's  milk:  and  learn 

*  perish  they  must — to  perish  on  the  scaffold  like 
brave  and  the  good  before  them:  but  never  to 
ay  their  teacher." 

Tou  think  so?* 

Only  try  them,  father — ^try  them  in  every  way 
.  can  devise,  and  see  whether  even  you — ^wise,  able, 
erienced  in  the  human  heart,  as  you  are — can  draw 
I  syllable  from  their  lips  beyond  that  which  I  have 
mitted  them  to  utter." 

*  I  will  try,"  said  he,  as  if  satisfied  with  the  idea, — 
will  prove  them — ^if  they  fail,  one  sharp  punish- 
nt,  and  to  refrain  from  further  confidences,   will 
Bee." 

*  They  will  not  fail,  and  I  shall  have  the  satisfaction 
tearing  them^  at  least,  in  those  practices  I  most  desire. 
e  time  may  come,  you  would  have  me  hope,  when 
!8e  concealments  will  be  at  an  end;  and  the  church, 
tored  triumphant,  will  open  wide  her  everlasting 
te,  and  receive  her  children;  then  shall  these  little 
es  walk  with  me,  before  the  face  of  day,  in  the  path 
udi  I  have  chosen  for  them.    But  enough  of  them. 
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May  I  crave  your  indulgence  wliilsfc  I  ask,  what  newi? 
for  little  reaches  my  secluded  hermitage,  and  yet  ny 
heart  is  wearying  for  intelUgenoe." 

*'  My  informations  have  beeb  £ox  some  weefa  n^ 
pcndcd,  n^any  occasions  having  led  me  to  the  nofdi! 
the  wap  have  been  obstructed  by  the  late  mom:  no 
intelligences  from  the  great  city  have  as  yet  readied 
me:  but  I  go  to  Harroden  as  to-monow,  and  flbO 
there  learn  how  matters  stand." 

His  brow  was  contracted  with  a  certain  anziety^tt 
he  kept  repeating,  ''  It  is  impossible  to  say — that  king 
is  after  all  a  poor,  weak,  conceited  puppet— and 
can  faith  be  reposed  in  these  fair  hopes?  Beaidei 
I  cannot  gather  there  was  any  absolute  promise 
— which  is  a  pity;  for  they  say  he  is  one  wbo 
holds  by  the  fond  superstition  of  a  promise,"  wA  i 
sort  of  equivocal  smile,  ^'  yet,  I  cannot  leam  that  he 
actually  gave  one.  But  we  must  have  patience  sad 
watch  the  bearings  of  the  times;  something  we  XMJ 
hope  must  be  done.  He  would  scarcely  dare — ^his  niii- 
isters  would  scarcely  dare,  to  add  the  exasperation  aiis- 
ing  from  hope  and  good  faith  betrayed,  to  that  afico* 
mulation  of  wrongs  with  which  we  have  at  times  heea 
rendered — almost — as  those  who  have  been  drunk  ^ 
much  wine — 

'^  Tes,"  said  he^  taking  up  the  fire  tongs,  andmoriBg 
tiie  logs  80  as  to  increase  the  bright  and  beaulifiil 
blaze,  which  gave  to  him,  af);er  his  cold  wanderings  of 
that  day,  a  most  exquisite  sense  of  comfort;  still fifieak* 
ing  as  it  were  half  in  soliloquy  to  himself, 

'^  Yes,  that  is  a  secret,  which,  with  all  their  poEtieal 
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caft,  thej  have  yet  to  leam — the  power  that  lies  hidden 
m  thftt  Yerj  cop  of  bittemess  which  they  have  mingled 
for  ns — that  is  our  secret.  They  think  the  draught  they 
n^wniTiifltgr  is  a  poison  tmto  death — ^they  know  not  that 
it  hath  a  faculty  to  exdte  the  brain  to  frenzy. 

*'  But,**  turning  to  the  lady,  who  looked  much  ex- 
cited, and  whose  eyes  gleamed  with  a  terrible  inner 
fire — "  patience — ^patience — ^it  is  the  part  of  the  church 
to  endure — and  of  her  children  to  make  their  toilful 
pilgiimage  over  the  rough  stones  and  brambles  of  this 
mortal  life,  in  silent  submission  to  evils  not  without 
violence  to  be  removed.'^ 

The  lady  seemed  stung  to  the  quick  at  this  speech; 
the  mention  of  patience  and  submission  to  injuries,  ex- 
cited her  to  the  last  degree ;  she  with  difficulty  abstained 
fiom  a  reply.  The  profound  reverence  with  which  she 
xegarded  her  guest,  prevented  such  an  indulgence.  To 
have  given  vent  to  her  feelings  in  words,  might  have 
tended  to  soften  their  intensity;  this  relief  denied,  they 
seemed  only  the  more  deeply  concentrated. 

That  was  one  other  of  these  pregnant  secrets  pos- 
sessed by  the  Jesuit.  Lord  Bacon  has  told  us  of  the 
perilous  eflfects  of  sadness  not  communicated;  the  mas- 
ter in  human  nature  now  before  us,  understood  as  well 
the  terrible  force  of  rage  and  hatred  repressed,  but  not 
eonected.  '*  We  shall  get  something,"  he  said,  with  a 
gentle  suavity^  which  excited  in  his  hearer  something 
of  the  feelings  of  the  she-tiger,  when  she  flings  herself 
against  the  bars  of  her  cage,  lashing  her  tail  with 
impotent  rage;  ^*  and  vrith  that  we  must  leam  to  be 
content.    The  fines  for  recusancy  which  pressed  so 


luuy  as  me  noci:  is  qiared,  he 
be  J:no,'  And  he  bent  tis 
devoutly  croased  hinwlf 

Tlie  kdy  lookd  at  him  wit 
mintioQ,  but  the  hot  colour  mi 
cheek. 

"  Anr^  TcncesDce  ..."  aud  A 

"  Leave  that  to  the  highez  pow 
— Tengeutoe  shall  swiMy  pnisoB 
shall  be  toRted  into  hdl,  and  i 
fbtget  God.  tJpoB  the  ungodly  he 
and  brimstone,  storm  and  tempal 
pOTtion  to  driitk.'  "* 

"  Bat  ■wh&iT'  casting  up  her  eji 
Hfok — "  how  long  shall  his  vengeai 

"  We  do  not  know— we  cannot 
in  this  worid — IhU  if  mrt  in  this,  ii 
next,  Ewill  destruction  shall  aflsonc 

With  Eocli  consolation  she  was  ol 


PAmXB  lUBCT.  49 

faSgotted,  and  tbesome  oldwoman.  For  be  it  well 
od,  tihat  though  it  was  Mr.  Darcy^s  vocation  in 
ofide  ihe  bouIb  of  others  with  a  proper  portion 
tition  and  fimatidsin  in  matters  connected  with 
yet  he  most  carefully,  in  this  instance,  practised 
smioosness  to  which  he  laid  claim  in  others, 
ained  from    tasting  of   the  exciting   potion 


ipper  things  had  been  cleared  away  speedily; 
$  was  always  a  certain  dread  of  surprises,  and 
pearance  of  preparation  for  a  solitaiy  guest  was 
create  suspicion,  and  give  rise  to  disagreeable 
as  to  whom  that  guest  might  chance  to  be; 
hour  was  early,  and  the  pair  still  continued 
y  the  fire;  the  increaang  violence  of  the  storm 
giving  to  the  father  a  feeling  of  security  from 
ion,  for  this  one  night  at  least,  which  was  cxces- 
dightful.  The  weather  indeed  was  so  bad,  that 
1  to  indulge  the  idea  of  enjoying  a  comfortable 
lest  in  one  of  the  guest  chambers,  instead  of 
g  to  his  narrow  and  miserable  truckle  bed  in 
and  inconvenient  priest's  hiding-place. 
was  a  blast  like  that  of  a  tornado,  which  swept 
le  house,  and  roared  with  inexpressible  fury 
lie  branches  of  the  huge  pine  and  oak  trees  of 
en.  With  that  came  a  pelt  of  rain  as  if  it  would 
» windows  in. 
ather  listened  with  satisfaction  to  the  wild 
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uproar  of  the  elements,  and  gentlj  robbiag  hiahiBiii 
said:  * 

*'  I  crave  your  pardon,  mj  honoured  hoaleaB,  bat  I 
will  take  leave  just  to  hint,  that  a  bed  in  the  eoW 
guest  chamber  might  be  ventured  upon,  perdhtDoe 
if  " 

'*  Hark,"  said  she,  starting,  **  what  is  that  I  hetr— " 

He  lifted  up  his  head,  and  listened  anxiously. 

The  blast  swept  again,  surging  loud  and  vehement  as 
the  roaring  sea  past  the  clattering  windows,  but  amid 
the  tumult,  the  voice  of  the  large  ban-dog,  utteoog 
short  watchful  barks  as  if  disturbed  and  restless,  wi^ 
be  faintly  heard. 

**  What  is  that  ? — do  you  hear  it?* 

The  lady  turned  paler  than  ever,  and  rose  huniedlf 
from  her  chair. 

The  priest  remained  seated,  still  listening  anxioudf  • 

Again  the  furious  blast  shook  the  windows,  but  as  it 
subsided,  the  sound  of  distant  horsemen  might  be  heaidi 
and  the  ban-dog  burst  at  once  into  a  loud  passionaie 
bark. 

'^  Even  on  a  night  like  this,"  cried  she  piteooslyi 
clasping  her  hands.  *^  Oh !  when  are  these  persecutioDi 
to  cease?  Even  on  a  night  like  this,  may  we  not  J^ 
secure  from  the  spoiler?  Even  this  one  night,''  lookioS 
at  the  priest,  "  may  not  that  reverend  head  be  alknfrf 
repose?" 

The  galloping  of  horses  was  now  distinctly  heftOt 
and  the  huge  bell  over  the  porch  rang  violently. 

"  Oh  they  come  I  they  come,"  cried  the  lady,  ^^' 
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ng  eEoemmijf  in  epte  of  her  known  finnnesB  and 
mage.  **  Escape  while  there  is  time,  this  way;  this 
ij  the  panel  opens.  The  passage  leads  to  the  small 
nomer-honse  at  the  end  of  the  garden,  bj  that  to  the 
Us;  here  is  the  key,  lock  it  behind  you  when  you 
▼e  passed  through.  Oh  woe  is  me !  woe  is  me !  that 
un  not  allowed  to  ofl^  shelter  to  that  sacred  head 
en  for  this  pitiless  night." 

The  bell  again  rang  passionately,  violently,  while  the 
B8t  swept  hurriedly  by;  but  the  bark  of  the  ban-dog 
id  ceased. 

**List,"  said  the  priest,  *^  the  dog  has  ceased  to  bark, 
s  knows  these  comers,  they  are  no  strangers." 

*^0h  trust  it  not,  trust  it  not;  esci^  and  spare  thy 
Eedous,  precious  life.  Hark,  they  are  tmbarring  the 
tKAB.  Escape  I  escape !  escape !  they  cross  the  hall — I 
Bar  the  footsteps  of  men.  Oh  Holy  Virgin !  it  is  too 
•teT — ^the  door  opened. 

•*  It  is  my  son  1" 


Be  came  in,  wrapped  in  his  dark  heavy  riding  cloak ; 
^  hat,  in  which  was  a  jewel  of  great  value,  flapped 
P^  his  face.  He  threw  off  his  dripping  cloak  hastily, 
4flung  it  to  the  serving-man,  displaying  his  rich  dress 
i^Mth;  he  then  went  up  to  his  mother,  saluted  her, 
4  turning  round,  beheld  Mr.  Darcy;  he  advanced, 
K)k  his  hand,  pressed  it,  and  said: 

**  I  expected  to  find  you  here," 

Be  was  greatly,  greatly  altered  in  the  course  of  these 
»t  three  years;  his  fine  expression  of  generous  energy, 

D2 
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though  somewhat  too  wild  and  lecklesB,  it  is  true,  liad 
been  exchanged  for  a  strange  and  onister  expresBUDt 
which  it  was  difficult  exactly  to  oompiehend.  Foioe* 
indomitable  force  was  characterised  in  eveiy  featme; 
but  the  eye  that  flashed  so  wildly  and  so  beautifiillf « 
had  assumed  a  dark  and  gloomy  expression;  the  Ihov 
was  cloudy,  and  the  cheek  pale.  Great  mases  of 
hair  hung  round  his  head;  cut,  however,  short,  when 
they  touched  the  collar;  and  the  lower  part  of  his  &0e 
was  entirely  enveloped  in  his  thick  and  n^lected  beui 
His  dress  was  as  usual,  extremely  rich  and  handsome; 
though  not  fantastically  cut  and  tiimmed,  as  was  that  of 
most  of  the  gallants  of  his  time. 

The  evil  influences  of  those  fisJse  principles  of  reli- 
gion and  morals,  which  he  had  imbibed,  with  all  die 
ardour  of  his  vehement,  not  to  say  desperate  tempec, 
were  never  more  signally  displayed  than  in  the  case  of 
this  unfortunate  man. 

Resolute  and  determined  as  he  was — ^by  temper,  % 
daring  despiscr  of  the  ordinary  maxims  which  held  m 
check  the  men  of  his  age,  as  far  aa  civil  society  i^ 
concerned — ^yet,  did  he  possess  a  heart  capable  of  alltho 
warmest  and  tenderest  aflections,  and  a  conscience  feel- 
ingly alive  to  the  suggestions  of  duty.  The  anxietf 
with  which  it  is  known  that  he  consulted  his  spiritod 
advisers  as  to  the  justice  of  the  steps  he  afterwards  pur^ 
sued ;  and  the  wicked  policy  with  which  they  tampered* 
with,  and  misled  that  inquiring  conscience;  rest  upo* 
evidence  it  is  impossible  to  refute. 

His  love,  too,  for  Grace  Vaux ! — that  tender  tf» 
gentle  influence  of  natimtl  affection  which,  if  it  haa 
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sn  solfered  to  take  its  free  course,  might  have  harmo- 
ed  all  the  jarring  elements  within — ^how  fataUj,  under 
t  management  of  these  designing  men,  had  it  acted 
en  his  character. 

CXsappointed  in  his  best  affections — ^the  tie  which 
and  this  yiolent  and  energetic  character  to  the  huma- 
ies  of  life,  ruptured  in  the  most  cruel  manner — he 
1  become  what  the  Father  Darcy  had  calculated 
It  he  would  become.  Heart-sore,  heart-hardened, 
4)ert  Catesbj  had  flung  himself  headlong  into  the 
*  of  political  and  religious  strife  and  intrigue  which 
8  then  raging,  and  the  dark  waters  had  submerged 

Catesbj  had  not  sliared  in  the  hopes  which  had  for 
^  present  tranquilised  the  xnajority  of  the  Catholics; 
liad  always  distrusted  the  good  faith  of  the  king; 
had  always  anticipated,  in  spite  of  the  expectations 
Id  out  by  James,  and  in  all  probability  by  Robert 
cil,  what  the  very  reply  on  record  of  Bancroft,  then 
xibishop  of  Canterbury,  to  the  Catholic  petitioners 
plies:  That  the  idea  of  toleration  being  extended 
the  Catholics  had  only  been  entertained  by  the  go- 
nunent,  under  the  apprehension  that  it  might  prove 
:>  weak  to  maintain  itself  without  their  co-operation. 
The  claim  of  the  infanta,  supported  by  so  powerful  a 
•dy,  was  a  difficulty  of  considerable  importance,  to 
"^lite  which  was  the  principal  motive  for  the  king's 
^dty.  But  all  danger  upon  this  head  being  done 
'^y  with  by  the  treaty  with  Spain,  which  was  at 
^ffii  brought  to  a  conclusion,  the  king  found  himself 
Hberty  to  sacrifice  their  interests,  which  he  appears  to 


haTe  done  withont  iqnaiBe,  to  the  jeJooBieB  of  thePofr 
tans  and  high  church  party  in  Rngland. 

Whataspeciade  lahere  I — ^Whatamyateiyof  imqio^! 

A  fidthleflsking — a  lying  government — and,  ifpfOKi      ] 
to  them,  a  duped  and  desperate  party  and  priesthooit 
eanying  on  under  the  doak  of  religion^  a  syBtem  of  \iir 
den  reyolt,  maintained  by  equivocationfl,  fikbehood,  ct* 
suistiy,  and  crime. 

Oh,  glorious  truth  I — light  of  the  world — sanctoffT 
of  yirtue — ^pure  fountain  of  spiritnal  Efe — guide  of  d^ 
human  footsteps — strength  of  the  human  heart — sMtrf- 
candlestick  in  the  temple  of  Grod — where  w^  tluv. 
then  to  be  found? 

The  candle  was  extinguished^  the  light  of  go^ 
truth  obscured,  and  men  were  wandering  darklifig  as^ 
confused  in  that  labyrinth  of  error  into  which  thfiff' 
&ithless  shepherds  had  conducted  them. 

Let  one  short  reflection  be  permitted  here,  upon  tln^ 
subject  of  persecution :  with  the  practice  of  which  tko*^ 
of  the  reformed  religion  (though  in  a  greatly  modifiA 
degree),  have,  by  the  Roman  Catholics,  been,  alasltoc^ 
justly  charged. 

We  must  not  forget  that  the  sixteenth  century  wa«  th^ 
offspring  of  the  centuries  before;  and  that  the  sins  aiA 
errors  which  stained  the  Reformation,  must  justly  bei*^ 
tributed  to  the  false  bias  on  the  subject  of  the  rightB  o» 
conscience,  which  centuries  of  misrule  and  fslae  teachiB? 
on  the  part  of  the  Catholic  Church  had  engrafted  iu*^ 
the  minds  of  men. 

The  Catholic  Church,  whidi  exclaims  so  hooif 
against  the  persecution  with  which  Ae  wis  Yui^t 
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u  Iwenelf  cbnmk  with  the  blood  of  the  saants— «he 
yd  ever  taught,  and  she  still  continued  to  teach, 
icfcEines  the  most  ezdnsive ;  and  to  sanction  them  by 
e  pnusdoe  of  barbarities  at  which  the  heart  recoils; 
idy  while  the  reformers  were  struggling  for  existence, 
iaenxnr  in  principle  was  not  altogether  exploded.  Nay 
itaikigetiier  yet  exploded,  in  sjnte  of  the  efforts  of  the 
as  and  good  eyer  mnce? 

JBst  let  not  the  Catholics  complain:  so  long  as  this 
tiiciple  of  exclusion  is  maintained  in  its  full  force 
"  themselves,  they  have  no  right  to  murmur  if  the 
vidence  of  mankind  hesitates  to  extend  to  them  a 
^cdom,  which,  once  restored  to  the  ascendant,  they 
Ofdi  be  but  too  ready  to  deny  to  the  rest  of  the 
cnE 

-A.  victim  to  these  exclusive  principles,  to  these 
be  views  of  Christian  duty  and  Christian  honour, 
y^  stands  before  us:  an  example  held  out  in  firight- 
■1  notoriety  to  the  shuddering  ages. 

Jealous,  irritated,  and  impatient,  he  has  ridden 
^^'Wn  £rom  London  with  his  usual  desperate  speed, 
'  i&eet  the  priest  whom  he  expected  to  find  that 
'^CBUng  at  his  house,  in  order  that  he  might  be  the 
*t  to  communicate  the  news  with  which  his  heart  was 
»atang. 

^Hie  priest  had  risen,  as  I  said,  firom  his  chair,  and 
'd  exchanged  a  greeting;  he  now  resumed  his  place, 
>  eye  fixed  upon  Catesby,  with  its  usual  expression  of 
"^  but  penetrating  observation,  studying  his  counte- 
^oe;  mndi  at  a  pilot  questions  the  different  lights 
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Ciil:li:s — ii-r  PsiiiiiS  Ti:2iftb:ner  cxpaiss  on d*^ 
TTiri — "  iTt  iee^rf-i  wS^wc-nLj  «o  be  cre&ied  wiih  ^^^ 
c:ii^i.:-r*:   g-ioi  :V;?:.  or  the  commonest  l«iiniw9'» 
^Lje  oilIt  ;.:•  be  djuered  and  betzajed  like  childien;  ^ 
be;  kicked  and  spumed  like  degraded  cars;  that  ff>^^' 
menia  are  tzeacheroos — and  kings  as  fiJseas  heUr* 
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Die  ladj  approached  the  fireplace,  and  stood  in- 

illy  gaadngy  and  the  priest  riveted  his  eye  upon  the 

■ionate  q^eaker;  both,  however,  continued  silently 

niBve. 

^  Hear  it  T  he  cried,  ^*  hear  the  intentions  of  our 

M  righteous,  most  sapient,   most  religious,  most 

moorable;,  most  trustworthy  monarch,  the  spawn  of 

bqggarly  Scottish  nation,  abandoned  to  atheism  and 

olatry."* 

He  tore  rather  than  pulled  a  paper  out  of  the 

sket  of  his  doubletf 

'*  Observe,"  he  said,  with  bitter    irony,    "  these 

hteous  intentions  are  declared  in  coxmcil  published 

the  Star  Chamber,  and  signified  to  the  good  City 

«x>ndon  by  means  of  her  most  worthy  and  worshipful 

^rder  and  mayor.    *The  king' — ^nay,  mark  me,  I  be- 

di  you — *The  king  had  never' — ^no,  never! — *the 

Btintention — ^not  the  least  intention  of  granting  tole- 

on  or  indulgence  to  the  Catholics.'    The  damned 

9  the  cursed  hjrpocrite  and  deceiver ! 

'  Not  the  least  intention !    Oh,  Tom ! — oh,  Percy ! 

fiJe  art  thou,  honest  lad?    What!  thou  wert  a  mere 

Oolboy  in  the  hands  of  this  crowned  rascal-pedant — 

u;  oughtest  to  have  been  flogged,  my  heart !  What ! 

Idst  thou  not  read  dissembling  and  falsehood  in  his 

y  eye — ^his  small  odious  animal  eye — and  in  that 

49ing  gait  and  lolling  tongue  of  his?   Thou  oughtest 

iiave  deciphered  him  on  the  first  glance  at  his  double 

^w  chaige  of  idolatry  we  find  perpetually  mged  by  the  Catholic 
'CKi  against  the  reformers — ^why,  it  might  be  difficidt  to  say. 
** Butler's  English  Catholics:**  ttom  Winwood  these  proclama- 
a«e  taken. 


58 


^iif  Mi';^ii 


»,  a  mmiBin  on  thee,  pocor  diqw,  as  llum 
ait)  honest  Tom  1* 

"  Go  on/'  nid  the  priest,  cainSj,  **  I  amanxkuB.*... 

"  Aye,  I  cxy  jour  reverence's  mercy.  I  am  beooM 
a  fool,  I  think,  prating  like  an  old  scold;  bnt— <jbI7 
callonmer 

And  an  expression  fierce  and  fiery  agitated  kb  6ft- 
iores  for  a  moment;  then  he  became  more  calm,  and  lie 
read  on: 

"  '  If  he  thought  his  son,'  onr  dainty  Prince  Hemj, 
that  flower  of  chivalry,  *  if  he  thought  his  son  wooU 
condescend  to  any  such  course,  he  would  wiah  the 
kingdom  forestalled  to  his  daughter.'  To  Eliabedi 
n.  We  are  not  worthy,  it  seems,  to  be  ruled  by  xnea 
— ^we  must  have  women  set  over  us.  We  have  noi 
had  enough  of  one  she-devil,  it  seems." 

"  Go  on,"  said  the  priest;  **  read  on,  I  pray  yoa." 

'^ '  That  the  mitigation  of  the  payments  of  the  lecs* 
sant  Catholics,  was  in  consideration  that  not  anyone 
of  them  had  lifted  up  his  hand  against  the  kiog  ^ 
his  coming  in.'  The  dupes! — ^the  fools  I — the  asBesI— 
the  idiots !  What  measure  can  be  meeted  to  theoi 
that  they  do  not  richly  deserve?  ^  At  his  coming  ixi\ 
Oh!  where  were  we  then  —  when  we  might  ta»e 
whipped  that  rascally  king  and  his  ragged  troop 
of  beggars  back  to  starve  upon  their  hills !  Foolsl^ 
idiots!— fools  r 

"  I  beseech  you,  Mr.  Catesby,"  said  the  father,  «*• 
suming  a  certain  quiet  authority  in  his  voice  afid 
manner;  ''let  a  truce  be  put  to  these  passionate  dentnt- 

dations  of  feeling,  more  worthy  of  some  stage-pk}^ 
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in  *  tngedjf  thta  of  a  CSatholio  gentleman  and  states- 
mm,  and  soldier.  Tlie  night  wean;  the  moments  are 
pvecioos;  inreotrre  is  not  action.  Had  there  been  a 
few  more  silent  but  lesolute  thoughts  in  place  of  so 
numj  Tain  and  imtating  words,  we  might  have  met 
with  different  treatment;  we  might  have  imposed  the 
law  we  now  receive.  Of  words  come  nothing — still 
waters  alone  are  deep." 

Gatesbj  had  long  ceased  to  colour  at  the  father's 
reproof,  like  a  lectured  schoolboy;  but  at  these  words 
the  hot  blood  rushed  for  a  second  to  his  cheek,  then 
as  suddenly  subsided.  He  bit  his  lip  under  the  thick 
noostache  which  covered  it ; — ^then  gently  crossed  the 
room;  reached  himself  a  chair;  sat  down  by  the  priest 
and  in  a  tone  as  cool  and  subdued  as  it  had  before 
been  vehement,  finished  the  reading  of  the  paper  he 
held  in  his  hand. 

**  *  His  hand  against  him  on  his  coming  in,' — ^where 
Was  I? — 'and  so  he  gave  them  a  year  of  probation  to 
oonfbrm  themselves  ;  which  seeing  it  had  not  wrought 
that  effect^  ^^ — ^here  he  lifted  up  his  head,  and  ex- 
changed a  sarcastic  smile  with  the  priest — '' '  which, 
seeing  it  had  not  wrought  that  efiect,  he  had  fortified 
mtt  Hie  laws  that  were  agatnat  them — ' " 

Hie  lady  shrank  back,  and  cast  up  her  eyes  to  the 
odling  in  a  sort  of  wild  adjuration.  Even  the  priest, 
passive  as  he  was,  started. 

Catesby,  this  time,  was  the  least  demonstrative  of 
party;  he  read  on,  '^  ^fortified  all  the   laws  thai 
ogaiHst  them^  and  made  them  stranger  (saving 
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from  blood,  firom  wliich  he  has  a  natural  aTenion)/'' 
— the  priest  and  the  reader  once  more  exchanged  agiim 
smile — ''  ^  and  commanded  that  they  should  be  put  into 
execution  to  the  uttermost.* " 

He  folded  the  paper,  replaced  it  in  his  pocket,  still 
maintaining  the  impassive  manner,  which,  at  the  reproof 
of  the  priest,  he  had  assumed. 

The  lady  clasped  her  hands  in  anguish,  lookingroaod 
the  room  in  a  sort  of  wild  dismay. 

The  priest  said — 

^'  And  I  hope  all  the  Catholic  nobility  and  gentry  of 
this  land  will  find  patience  sufficient  to  bear  ibese  addi- 
tional inflictions;  that  such  may  be  the  case,  shall  be 
the  object  of  my  daily  and  nightly  prayers." 

And  he  bowed  his  head. 

But  it  was  impossible  to  discern  from  the  tone  of  his 
voice  whether  he  spoke  ironically  or  not. 

*^  But  pur  very  existence  is  at  stake,"  cried  the  lady^ 
in  a  deplorable  voice,  "  so  bravely  as  we  have  struggle*- 
against  the  overwhelming  waters !  The  vessel  is  finally^ 
wrecked ! — and  the  cause  irretrievably  ruined !" 

"  So  many  poor  creatures,  too,  on  whom  these  finea 
press  so  heavily — indulgently  as,  we  must  confess,  dief' 
were  in  general  exacted  under  the  old  rule — they  will 
now  be  deprived  of  their  very  bread,"  said  the  priest, 
compassionately. 

But  the  eye  of  Catesby  was  flashing  fire. 

"Let  them  take  the  purse,"  cried  he,  ** mother!  le* 
them  take  the  purse!  who  is  base  enough  to  r^ar* 
such  considerations?    No !  if  to  save  all  that  is  dear  to 
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I  were  asked  once  to  cross  the  threshold  of  one  of 
r  cursed  assemblies,  perish  house— perish  estate — 
sh  all — they  should  go." 
lien  turning  to  the  father. 

As  for  those  miserable  impoverished  creatures  of 
)m  yon  spoke,  means  may  be  found  to  sustain  them, 
t  is,  if  they  show  blood  enough,  and  feel  their  'in- 
es  as  they  ought;  but  I  have  more  news  for  you, 
f  &ther;  will  you  hear  it,  or  have  you  had  enough?' 
*  Nay,  my  son,  I  detest  disguises,"  said  this  prince  of 
dvers,  '*  let  there  be  no  secrets  between  me  and  thee." 
'Kay,  the  matter  is  no  secret,  for  it  relates  to  another 
iJamation  of  our  Scotch  Solomon,  or  Aristldes;  I 
^t  me  which  is  the  term  in  &shion  at  present,  but 
nerits  both  .... 

They  are  at  fisty-cufis,  as  usual,  in  his  own  most 
rmed  church  as  it  seems.  But  thats  not  news  to 
,  or  to  me  either ;  the  establishment  and  the  dissenters 
brawling,  but  our  sapient  monarch  hath  no  fear  but 
lis  wisdom  he  shall  compose  such  immaterial  difie- 
iQS.  '  But* — saith  this  proclamation,"  taking  out  a 
»xid  printed  paper,  and  bending  down  to  see  it  by 
light  of  the  fibre,  so  that  his  face  was  concealed  from 
priest.  "  '  But  a  greater  contagion  to  the  national 
gion  than  could  proceed  firom  those  light  differences, 
imminent  by  persons  common  enemies  to  them 
ix — ^namely,  the  great  number  of  priests,  both  semi- 
ists  and  Jesuists,  abounding  in  the  realm ;  partly  upon 
lin  confidence  of  some  innovation  in  matters  of  reli- 
IX  to  be  done  by  him ;  which  he  never  intended,  nor 
e  any  man  reason  to  expect^* 

!IUg  prodmnation  is  giren  hj  Batier:  it  is  not  in  Winwood. 
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I  am  not  going  to  cone  him  again — tba  xeptikr 
Catesby,  lifting  np  bis  head,  '*  I  ha^e  neady  dna 
*  He  therefore  commands  all  manner  of  eeminaiwte, 
Jesuits,  and  other  priests irhataoereTi  todepart  fiomthe 
realm,  and  never  to  r^om  on  pain  of  being  left  to  die 
penalty  of  the  law  without  hope  of  fiiYOur   or  I^ 


mission. 


'*  I  hope  you  are  satisfied,  madrnm,"  now  tuming  to 
his  mother.  '^  Our  new  most  gracious  majesty  whn 
preserve,  will  not  be  behind  his  predeoe8S(»r  of  glo- 
rious memory,  in  paternal  care  £<x  his  most  godly  Idng" 
dom.  .  •  .  This  will  not  take  one  jot  of  colour  fiofli 
your  cheek,  sir,*^  turning  to  the  Jesuit. 

He  spoke  true  ;  the  priest  preserved  all  the  uanl 
untroubled  gravity  and  dignity  of  his  demeanour.  He 
was  a  man  of  courage,  and  a  gentleman;  so  far  be  did 
no  discredit  to  the  very  high  place  he  held  in  his  order. 

But  the  lady  looked  at  him  anxiously,  cast  a  hunied 
glance  round  the  apartment  as  if  danger  were  alies^ 
approaching,  and  started  and  turned  pale  as  the  wind 
shook  the  window  shutters. 

"  One  thing  more,  and  my  story  is  ended,"  said  hff 
son,  drawing  his  chair  nearer  to  the  fire,  and  extending 
his  feet  towards  it. 

"  Tresham  and  Digby,  and  some  of  our  more  inflow 
ential  people  (I  myself  never  hoped  any  thing  frooi 
measures  of  this  kind),  persuaded  us  at  a  meeting  we 
held  at  Tresham's  house  on  the  Strand,  that  it  vuf^ 
not  be  without  use  to  present  a  petition  to  Bancroft- 
late  nominal  Bishop  of  London,  now  of  Canterboxy* 
Every  man  has  his  own  ideas  upon  such  subjects;  I  •» 
never  for  useless  humiliations,  but  I  was  ovenuled;  9f> 
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e  drew  up  a  most  loyal  and  must  humble  petition,  and 
oitin  a  bodj  to  Lambeth  to  present  it" 

The  ptieBt  now  &r  the  fiist  time  began  to  look  fidgettj 
id  uneasy. 

^  Tresham  and  Digby !"  repeated  he.  *^  Those  young 
en  are  lukewarm  enough  in  the  cause,  yery  fit  instru- 
entB  for  so  ertraordinary  a  proceeding." 

''  Trediam  is  as  cold  as  an  icicle  in  December,  and 
Jculates  every  step  he  makes  in  life  with  the  precision 
r  a  posture-master.  Digby  is  of  too  sensitive  a  coiMctence 
I  lie  calls  it,  and  is  influenced  by  his  wi&,  old  Mulsho's 
inghter,  quite  of  the  bygone  school — ^but  he's  a  fine 
iUow — a  noble,  warm-hearted,  high-spirited  fellow, 
ad  I  love  him  as  my  brother." 

The  priest  took  not  the  slightest  notice  of  this  little 
mhreak  of  afiection,  but  said: 

*'  Tou  went  to  Lambeth,  I  conclude?' 

*^Wedidso,allinabody;  and  I  do  think  the  Catholic 
lody,  take  it  in  the  mass,  is  composed  of  the  very  sim- 
lest  ninnies.  A  man  might  drive  them  or  lead  them 
ike  a  flock  of  sheep." 

The  priest  smiled  inwardly  at  this  remark;  he  knew 
^dl  this  sheep-like  quality  of  his  spiritual  children,  quite 
■  well  as  the  unsuspectrog  bell-wether  of  the  flock  who 
mi  made  the  notable  discovery. 

"  Really,  Mr.  Catesby,  your  digressions  to-night — " 

**  I  crave  pardon,  but  there  was  something  ridi- 
idoos  enough  to  make  your  reverence  yourself  laugh,  to 
dens  all  going  so  good  and  so  humble  to  his  reverence, 
kiB  pretensed  archbishop  of  these  realms.  There  was  his 
ri&'s  coach  waiting  at  the  door,  if  I  recollect  right,  or, 


64  FATHER  DABCT. 

Stay,  was  it  the  children's  waggon?  I  cry  your  mocjr, 
but  I  clean  forgot  I  was  in  a  Iiolj  archbishop's  haam, 
when  I  saw  the  women  servants,  and  the  lady,  and  die 
nurses,  and  the  little  ones." 

"  You  didn't  surely,  Robert,"  said  ihe  lady.  "  His 
is  your  idle  talk." 

"  May  be  so,"  said  he,  carelessly;  *^  for  when  we 
were  at  length  admitted  to  the  right  reverend  prcsenoe^ 
had  he  been  the  holy  father  himself,  instead  of  the  mi- 
serable bastard  bishop  that  he  was^  he  could  not  hive 
demeaned  himself  more  proudly. 

'^  He  looked  at  us,  and  we  well  deserved  it . .. ttiU 
these  Catholic  gentlemen  of  birth  and  blood  drawn  fion 
veins  that  were  knights  in  the  battle  field,  when  Uf 
miserable  ancestors  were  scullions. .  • .  He  looked  upon 
these  gentlemen  as  if  they  were  scarcely  worthy  to  kdS 
the  dust  beneath  his  feet.  And  in  answer  to  our  humbk 
petition,  which  Digby  read  in  a  voice  and  manner-J 
wish  you  had  heard  that,  father,"  turning  to  the  priesH 
he  was  pleased  to  say, 

''  ^  That  the  measures  of  Elizabeth^  which  these  gen- 
tlemen were  pleased  to  deem  severe,  would  be  fouD^ 
mild  in  comparison  with  those  which  were  soon  to  b6 
passed  and  executed  in  earnest  !....*  You  must  be  ifl" 
structed,  sir,' "  turning  again  to  the  priest, "  ^  that  intta 
latter  part  of  tlie  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  it  had  been 
thought  advisable  to  pursue  a  middle  course  in  their 
regard,  inclining  rather  to  mildness  than  severity;  »<>* 
amounting  to  absolute  impunity,  nor  yet  to  punishmeDt 
equal  to  their  merits;  this  conduct  being  adopted  b/ 

*  Butler,  £.  C,  from  Bartoli,  hb.  ir.,  c.  3. 
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iftjesty'fl  ministers,  because  they  could  not  foresee 
would  take  place  at  her  decease;  for  if  the  wrath 
sttven  should  then  have  placed  a  popish  king  upon 
iTone' — you  mark  that  reverend  father — ^" 
le  priest  bent  his  head  significantly. 
He  might  retaliate  upon  the  Protestants.' " 
He  might  retaliate  upon  the  Protestants  that  perse- 
n  which  they  had  inflicted  upon  the  Catholics 
ig  the  reign  of  her  majesty,  in  like  manner  as  they 
revenged  the  sufferings  of  the  Catholics  in  the  reign 
lat  pious  child,  Edward  VI.,  upon  the  Protest- 
subjects  of  Mary.    But  thanks  be  to  God,'  con- 
es the  pious  archbishop,  '  these  apprehensions  are 
lead;  the  king,  his  most  sacred  majesty,  is  firmly 
A  upon  his  throne,  and  is  blessed  with  issue  who 
omr  security  for  the  future.     Thus  the  time  is  come 
a  we  may  act  against  the  Catholics  with  due  seve- 
>'— ergo,  without  mercy — in  other  words,  extermi- 
>lhem.  .  .  • 

I  never  spent  morning  in  which  I  learned  so  much, 
a  that  visit  to  his  grace,  the  married  Archbishop  of 
Abeth,  and,"  he  concluded  as  he  folded  the  paper, 
kd,"  with  a  dark  vengeful  look  that  gave  a  dreadful 
tesaon  to  his  countenance,  *'  /  for  one  am  not  going 
iiget  it. 

le  answer  of  the  priest  to  this  last  speech,  was  to 
iat,  in  a  monotonous  manner,  the  following  passage 
Scripture  from  the  Vulgate:  I  give  it  you  in  the 
jlidi  version: 

'  *  And  the  congregation  of  Israel  came  to  Rchoboam, 
i  laid,  Thy  father  made  our  yoke  grievous,  now» 

^Oh.  II.  E 
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tkeiefixrey  mike  thou  the  giievoiiB  servioe  of  ikj  &dier 
AXhl  hb  hcmvy  yoke  which  he  put  upon  us  li^iter,  nd 
¥r«  will  serre  thee;  and  the  people  came  to  Bdioboai 
the  thiid  day,  as  the  king  had  appointed,  flajingunlo 
thom>  come  to  me  again  the  thiid  day;  and  the  king 
answered  the  pec^  roughly,  after  the  oonnsd  of  the 
yviung  mcn«  saying,  my  fiither  made  your  yoke  heivy, 
I  will  add  to  your  yoke:  my  fiither  chastised  you  iridi 
whip$«  but  I  will  chastiae  you  with  scorpions,'  Kit 
voluntas  doi  T' 

dtef^by  turned  angrily  frcnn  the  priest,  whoseiirof 
txanquiUity  drove  him,  as  it  was  intoided  to  do,  wSr 
niirh  disixacied,  and  said  in  a  cross,  hasty  manner  to 
lus  mother, 

'*  I  an\  rapng  with  hunger,  and  you  willnotgivene 
any  supper." 

'*  I  crave  pardon,  my  son,  your  news  has  oonfoimdad 
my  :»>n^^  I  think:  I  will  see  to  your  providing  diied^-'' 

And  $ho  left  the  room. 

llien  Catesby  turned  to  the  priest,  and  fixed  his  ejcB 
U|x^u  him  with  almost  stem  severity,  saying, 

'*  And  is  it  always  to  be  thus  ? — are  dust  and  adi00 
ibr  ever  to  be  thrown  upon  and  smother  the  fltae- 
Suoh  smouldering  cats  into  the  veiy  heart  of  life** 

The  priest  lifted  up  his  head,  and  eyed  him  witb  * 
keen«  meaning,  half  reproachful  glance,  as  much  is  tt> 
sav, 

''  Even  you  !— <[o  you  not  understand  me?" 

And  then  bending  his  eyes  upon  the  floor,  his  oooB" 
tenance  resimied  its  accustomed  expression  of  serenitf* 

"  Only  satisfy  me  that  it  were  not  wrong  .  .  /  *^ 
the  other,  warmly. 
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"  What  wrong? — ^To  struggle  for  a  sinking  cause,  to 
sril  life  and  estate  for  a  perishing  faith,  as  so  man j  holy 
ttrtyrs  hare  done  before  you.  If  you  mean  that — 
ho  flud  that  was  wrong?' 

"  To  shed  blood  though,"  said  the  other,  roughly, 
ihe  blood  of  one's  fellow-creatures — ^is  that  wrong  ?'^ 

**  JXMtmgwo^*  said  the  priest,  *'*'  undoubtedly,  to  shed 
lood^  save  in  a  just  cause,  is  wrong — nay,  is  a  on  unto 
eath:  but  who  declares  it  wrong  to  shed  blood  in  &jtut 
vase?  Every  child  can  answer  you  that.  The  cause 
ft  which  blood  is  shed,  constitutes  the  action  a  glorious 
leed  of  heroism,  or  a  cruel  murder.  The  man  who 
iseds  blood  in  self-defence,  is  acquitted  ever,  by  the 
nxde  jurisprudence  of  human  institutions — ^how  much 
niore,  in  the  higher  court  of  conscience.  The  man  who 
«eds  blood  in  defence  of  another,  is  not  only  acquitted, 
^  honoured  as  a  hero— the  man  who  sheds  blood  in 
icfeKioe  of  our  holy  religion,  is  considered  as  a  sainted 
uutyr." 

And  having  pronounced  this  decision,  as  if  answering 
Die  indifferent  question  in  metaphysics,  the  father 
1^  back  in  his  chair,  and  resting  his  folded  hands 
^hust  his  bosom,  began  very  composedly  to  turn  his 
^^bs,  as  if  lost  in  meditation. 
Robert  rose  and  paced  the  room  with  quick  and  impa- 
ct steps:  nature  pleaded  against  the  sophistry  of  the 
^^uist  The  abhorrence  of  bloodshed  is  common  to  all 
vqo  are  unaccustomed  to  it :  he  remembered  the  only 
^^^on  on  which  he  had  committed  an  act  of  violence, 
M  he  shuddered  still  at  the  recollection. 
'*  The  casuists,"  continued  the  father,  as  if  speaking 

£2 
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to  himself,  '*  have  been  much  divided  upon  the  subject 
of  assassmation,  or  more  properly  abstraction  of  life 
without  open  battle ;  fojr  that  term  assassination  is  a  meie 
vulgarism,  derived,  I  know  not  from  what  fable  of  some 
old  Eastern  shiek  or  man  of  the  mountain,  as  he  is  calkd. 
Abstraction  of  life  without  open  battle  may,  proboNfi 
for  there  is  a  probable  opinion  on  both  sides,  be  justified 
by  various  reasons,  under  given  circumstances:  thoogk 
questionless  in  ordinary  cases,  it  is  a  crime  of  the 
deepest  dye." 

"  Thou  shalt  not  kill — "  shouted  a  voice  witliitt 
Robert's  heart,  as  if  from  some  supernatural  source. 

He  started  as  if  he  had  really  heard  it« 

**  But  the  commandment,  sir,"  said  he,  approaching 
the  priest. 

**  Oh,  sir !"  said  the  Jesuit,  bending  his  head  in  ironical 
submission,  "I  cry  you  mercy:  when  did  you  seti? 
for  a  doctor  in  Israel,  an  expoimder  of  these  matteis?" 

Catcsby  shrank  back  abashed. 

Nothing  could  appear  to  one  of  his  habits  of  mind 
more  offensively  presumptive  and  absurd,  than  for  hin 
to  set  liimself  up  as  a  judge  or  arbiter  in  things  appe^" 
taining  to  moral  philosophy  or  religious  doctrine,  h* 
continued  his  walk,  and  the  priest  his  soliloquy. 

"The  commandments  taken  in  their  first  apparent  arf 
abstract  and  unmodified  sense  are  evidently  inadequ*^ 
for  our  direction  in  the  various  contradictions  of  life:  we 
must  take  them  with  allowances — with  exceptions— wiw* 
such  allowance  and  with  such  exception  as  men  caU^ 
upon  by  holy  church  for  our  instruction  in  such  matted 
have  decided  upon.    Abstraction  of  life  without  oj^ 


FATHEB  DASCT.  69 

1)att]e— evidently  justifiable,  provided  the  cause  be  just 
— palpably  justifiable  in  cases  where  open  battle  is  a 
thing  altogether  unattainable,  impossible,  or  the  pre- 
GBiBor  of  a  manifest  defeat — ^as  in  contests  between  in- 
dividuals and  wicked  governments  for  instance,  &c.  &c.** 
He  closed  his  eyes  here,  as  if  lost  in  his  own  medi- 
tations upon  the  subject,  leaving  the  sentence  to  sink 
into  the  heart  of  his  auditor. 

No  more  was  said,  for  die  door  opened,  and  the  lady 
Jtnd  Ambrose,  bearing  a  supper  hastily  got  together, 
entered :    but  had  there  been  no  such  interruption, 
moie  would  not  at  this  time  have  been  uttered:  the 
Jesuit  knew  well  where  to  stop — ^he  was  one  who  un- 
derstood the  full  force  of  the  reiterated  maxim  of  the 
wise  king, 
**  There  is  a  time  for  all  things." 
^e  table  was  spread, — a  rude  repast  in  comparison 
w^th  the  one  lately  set  before  the  priest.    It  might  be 
^'^t  time  pressed,  it  might  be  that  the  lady  was  indif- 
*^*^t  in  providing  such  tilings  for  the  lay  wayfarer, 
^en  though  her  own  son. 

^ut  it  mattered  not:  the  appetite  of  Catesby  was 

ff^^e.    Thoughts,  that  it  sickened  him  to  dwell  upon, 

^'^^  rising  and  combating  in  his  heart:   the  voice  of 

^^^9  good,  simple  nature  was  crying  within  against 

^  Sophistications  of  fanaticism  and  passion. 

fiis  cheek  paler  and  paler — his  eye  beaming  with  a 
^■^^per  and  more  restless  fire — there  he  sat— endeavour- 
^  to  touch  the  ungrateful  food;  while  the  priest,  his 
9^d8  so  far  dropping  that  it  was  difficult  to  say 
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whether  his  eyes  were  closed  or  not,  watched  him  with 
his  wily  glance. 

At  length  Robert  pushed  ihe  Yiands  away,  andfilliiig 
a  large  beaker  with  wine,  drank  it  off;  then  resaming 
his  place  by  the  fire,  and  lost  in  a  sort  of  sullen  contem- 
plation, he  looked  upon  the  decaying  embers  of  the 
cedar  wood  which  were  now  dying  into  blackness. 

The  storm  had  ceased;  an  awful  stillness  pervaded  the 
house  ;  the  low  breathings  of  the  priest,  who,  weuied 
with  his  toil,  had  sunk  to  sleep  in  his  chair,  mn 
all  that  was  heard.  While  Catesby  sat  in  daik  nd 
gloomy  rumination,  pondering  upon  things  which  hni 
never  before  presented  themselves  to  his  imiigiTi>ii«n. 

Atlast  he  rose,  asked  his  mother  to  give  him  a  hsoft 
stole  up  the  dark  and  narrow  staircase  which  led  to  ha 
room,  as  if  accompanied  by  some  fearful  apparition:  Us 
face  pale,  his  eye  filled  with  horror:  and  rushing  to  Us 
apartment,  flung  himself  weary  and  exhausted  i^ 
his  bed. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

*  Mft  Toi  pvendete  Veacti,  ai  che  ramo 
Bel  antioo  arrenario  a  8§  ▼!  tira; 
E  pero  pooo  ral  fireno,  o  richiamo." 

Dante, 

priest  had  sunk  to  rest  the  moment  his  head 
I  his  pillow  of  down. 

.  satisfied  with  what  had  passed,  the  measures 
lad  thrown  his  scholar  and  j&iend  into  such  an 
f  disappointment  and  passion  were  rather  agree- 
ui  otherwise  to  this  cold-hearted,  calculating, 
bitious  man.     The  termination  he  most  deprc- 

0  the  dark  story  of  a  century  of  religious 
oms  so  lately  closed,  was  that  of  an  equitable  and 

1  arrangement  between  the  parties  ;  nothing 
uld  satisfy  him,  or  the  party  with  which  he 
>ut  a  return  to  the  old  spiritual  despotism  of 
isthood  and  of  Rome,  as  the  head  and  keystone 

priestly  domination^  which  mankind  had  ex- 
such  oceans  of  blood  and  tears  in  the  vast 
0  overthrow.  Any  thing  like  an  equitable  ar- 
ent  of  the  contending  claims  was  abhorrent  to 
ights:  and  if  he  insisted  upon  the  demand  being 
at  present,  to  that  of  toleration,  he  knew  well — 
ght  he  knew — under  the  at  present  unsettled 
men's  minds,  what  use  the  crafty  and  able  body 
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to  which  he  belonged,  would  soon  be  able  to  make  of 
the  opportunities  that  would  be  thus  affinded  them. 

It  is  certain  he  had,  like  others  less  penetrating  Aan 
himself,  been  disappointed  in  the  king;  he  had  be- 
lieved, and  perhaps  with  very  great  reason,  that  Ub 
secret  inclinations  went  with  Rome,  but  he  felt  tbat 
this  imprudent  and  insulting  defiance  of  the  whde 
Catliolic  body,  was  the  next  best  thing  to  an  open  and 
determined  support  of  them.  The  impending  peace  with 
Spain  too,  had  occasioned  him  very  great  annoyance; 
he  dreaded  tbat  some  connivance  at  the  private  celelxt> 
tion  of  their  religious  rites  by  the  Catholics,  might  have 
been  made  a  condition  of  it;  a  connivance,  which  by 
satisfying  every  conscientious  wish  on  the  part  of  the 
conscientious  members  of  that  body — imquestionabfy 
the  large  majority — might  have  reconciled  them  to  the 
existing  order  of  things,  and  restored  the  peace  and 
tranquillity  of  the  first  years  of  Elizabeth. 

His  business  and  that  of  his  followers  was  to  profit 
by  the  contentions  of  mankind. 

The    downfall   of  their  influence    in   England  he 
regained  as  the  inevitable  consequence  of  a  good  un- 
derstanding   between    the    well-intentioned    and  the 
government,  from  the  provisions  of  which  his  turbu- 
lent, ambitious,  and  dangerous  order  should  alone  be 
excepted. 

The  news  brought  by  Mr.  Catesby  entirely  dissipatfitt 
all  such  apprehensions;  it  was  plain  the  govemmci** 
had  resolved  upon  driving  the  CathoUcs  to  extremity? 
it  was  equally  plain,  for  he  knew  them  well,  that  there 
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me  abandanoe  of  fiery  and  high-spirited  men  Trho 
oald  not  sabmit  passively  to  this  new  indignity. 

There  would  be  no  necessity  for  him,  or  his  fellow- 
Ixmxers  in  the  work  of  mischief,  to  take  any  promi- 
BOit  part  in  the  threatened  movement.  The  lever  was 
i  work;  they  had  only  to  stand  by  and  remove  any 
bstacles  which  might  interfere  to  diminish  its  full 
peration. 

To  preach  peace  as  a  matter  of  expediency,  was  the 
ray,  he  well  knew,  to  exasperate  to  the  highest  de- 
lee  these  impatient  spirits. 

To  preach  peace  as  a  matter  of  principle;  to  allay 
ke  heat  and  violence  of  his  party  by  the  divine  doc- 
rine  of  finally  overcoming  evil  with  good;  that  was, 
odeed,  as  fiir  from  his  design,  as  was  every  feeling  of 
us  heart  and  principles  of  his  mind  from  those  of  the 
livine  and  lowly  prince  of  peace. 

He  was  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  eflect  at  present 
produced  upon  the  fistful  and  seething  mind  of  Catesby. 
Be  sat  by  as  a  cold  and  heartless  spectator,  watching  the 
^Higgle  between  a  naturally  honourable  and  generous 
^tore  and  the  dark  efiects  of  his  deceitful  and  wicked 
^trines.  He  measured  the  agonies  of  disappointed 
^pe;  the  passionate  cry  for  vengeance;  the  restless 
brings  of  that  wild  and  agitated  spirit;  with  the 
ilin  calculation  of  one  intent  upon  his  object — and 
^i^ectly  indifierent  as  to  the  means  by  which  it  should 
^  uttained.  He  had  gauged  the  depth  of  passion :  he 
^  calculated  the  strength  of  the  character  as  coolly 
'  an  officer  of  excise,  to  use  a  base  simile,  might  a 
^^  of  spirits:  he  foimd  it  proofs  and  was  satisfied. 


74  FATHER  DAECr. 

The  part  that  lemained  fi)r  him  to  jimj  was  euj; 
to  stand  aside,  and,  unseen,  to  watch  the  wild  efibctoof 
these  agitated  feais;  gently  directing,  stimukting,  or 
restraining^  as  occasion  might  require. 

It  was  a  long  time  since  Mr.  Jhicj  had  tasted  rack 
sweet  repose  as  he.  enjoyed  that  night;  but  before  day> 
break  he  had  departed,  and  threading  the  devest  sad 
most  retired  lanes,  in  the  most  secluded  part  of  tiie 
country,  made  his  way » first  towards  Henlip,  the  seat  of 
the  Abingtons,  where  he  administered  the  rites  of  Ui 
religion  in  the  same  secret  and  mysterious  manner  as  lie 
had  done  at  Ashby  St.  L^ers:  thence,  in  the  aune 
wearisome  manner,  he  proceeded  to  Coughton,  the  8eit 
of  the  Throckmortons,  at  both  places  carrying  dismay 
into  the  hearts  of  all  his  Mends,  by  the  disastrous  int^ 
ligence  he  had  to  convey. 

He  traveUed,  disguised  as  a  pedlar,  with  a  light  pack 
upon  his  shoulder,  filled  with  such  wares  as  Autcdjcos 
carried;  he  travelled  on  foot,  now  through  the  deep 
lanes  of  the  coimtry,  now  winding  over   the  heatby 
moorlands;  now  obtaining  a  lift  on  a  pack-horse,  no^ 
in  a  countryman's  wain;  musing  with  great  satisiacbOBB^ 
on  what  had  passed,  and  anticipating  with  a  pleasi^ 
sort  of  curiosity  what  form  the  e&rvescence  woiil^ 
next  take. 

But  alas !  for  Robert. 

Thrown  upon  his  restless  bed,  a  prey  to  every  agit^ 
ing  passion  that  can  distract  human  nature,  his  he^^ 
writhing  with  hatred,  his  soul  burning  for  vengeanccr'^ 
pity,  but  such  a  strange  pity !  not  melting,  but 
within  him,  for  the  unhappy  sufferers,  the  first  victl: 
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new  exacdons.    And  picluies  of  blood  and 
or  alternating  with  his  other  vinona,  he  toesed 
reied  agitation  fiom  aide  to  side. 
aa!  was  there  no  one  to  minister  peace  to  this 
SB,  and  too  ardent,  and  too  enthusiastic  spirit;  to 
be  wayea  of  pasdon  be  still,  to  tell  him  of  one  the 
Bed  and  rejected  of  men,  who  came  as  a  sheep  to  the 
hter  to  promote  and  proclaim  the  reign  of  peace, 
here  were  the  divine  words,  the  ine£&ble  teach«- 
which  should  have  guided  one  whom  nature  had 
I  80  gloriously  ?    Hath  the  great  master  died  in 
^    Are  all  his  divine  lessons  becoming  no  avail? 
MB  I — alas ! — ^he  had  never  even  heard  of  them. 
3  knew  nothing  of  religion  but  the  cloudy  idol- 
which  his  priests  had  taught  him,  and  nothing 
hristian  morals,  but  a  casuistry  which  found  ex- 

and  palliations  for  the  iadulgence  of  every  pas- 
x>  which  his  vehement  nature  was  but  too  apt  to 
pt  him. 
id  oh !  the  weeping  and  gnashing  of  teeth  in  this 

darkness  of  the  soul — this  wild  contention  of 

elements — ^this  storm  of  thunder,  and  lightning, 
lail,  and  fire  running  along  upon  the  ground. 

last  nature  yielded,  and  he  sank  iato  an  uneasy 
>er. 


*.  Catesby    might  have   dosed  and  slept  about 
hours,  when  he  was  suddenly  roused  by  a  loud 
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The  bells  in  the  little  church,  close  by  the  garden, 
were  ringing  for  morning  prayers  as  he  started  firam 
his  bed,  and  gnashed  his  teeth  at  a  sound,  which  he 
never  could  hear  without  the  most  violent  feelings  of 
irritation. 

It  was  his  own  church,  the  church  belonging  to  his 
family,  where  his  ancestors  slept  entombed  close  to  his 
garden  wall^  a  part  as  it  were  of  his  house—thus 
desecrated  by  the  worship  of  these  detested  heretics: 
but  that  was  not  the  sound  which  had  aroused  him— • 
the  loud  confused  noise  of  an  approaching  multitude 
was  heard  rolling  and  raging  through  the  air ;  a  dread- 
ful surging  sound,  to  which  that  of  the  roar  of  many 
waters  is  as  nothing. 

He  started  up,  he  had  thrown  himself  down  in  his 
clothes,  and  hastily  going  to  the  window  looked  out 

The  intelligence  of  the  late  proceedings  in  London, 
had  already,  it  would  seem,  reached  the  coimtry  ;  and 
the  rage  for  searching  out  concealed  priests  was  aga*^ 
excited,  in  all  the  fury  with  which  such  a  species  ^* 
chase  was  sure  to  inspire  the  ignorant  vulgar. 

The  court-yard  and  garden  in  front  of  the  ho^** 
were  fiUing  with  a  crowd    of   rude   people,  an^e^ 
with  pitchforks,  rakes,  spades,  scythes,  or  any  thi^^ 
they  could  first    lay   hand    upon,    and    the    pur^*^' 
vants  and   men-at-arms   were  already  thundering     ^ 
the  door. 

The  first  thought  was  for  the  safety  of  Mr.  ThX^J' 
Relying  upon  the  storm  of  the  night  for  protection,  ^ ^ 
knew   that  he  had  ventured  to  sleep  in  the  gU< 
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chamber^  where  was  he  now?  Had  he  concealed  him- 
self ? — Had  he  departed?  or  was  he  still  slumbering. 
Ignorant  of  this  approaching  danger? 

Mr.  Catcsbj  hurried  down  stairs — as  he  passed,  he 
heard  the  screams  and  cries  of  his  little  excited  and 
irritable  children,  in  agonies  of  terror,  which  neither 
words  nor  blows  could  suppress. 

No  tender  father,  but  irritated  to  madness  by  these 
sounds,  he  hurried  down  stairs,  and  to  the  room  the 
priest  had  occupied;  he  was  gone,  but  his  mother,  her 
hands  shaking  with  haste  and  agitation,  was  tearing 
off  the  sheets,  with  the  assistance  of  her  own  woman; 
hastily  folding  them,  to  be  deposited  in  a  chest  in  the 
room ;  and  endeavouring  to  efface  every  trace  of  recent 
occupation. 

All  this  time  the  pursuivants  were  shouting  at, 
and  shaking  both  doors;  cursing  and  swearing  in  the 
most  blasphemous  manner  at  the  popish  curs;  and 
calling  to  them  to  unbar  the  door,  or  they  would  batter 
it  about  their  ears. 

"  Is  he  safe,  mother?"  cried  Catesby,  "  tell  me  is  he 
Sife,  or  I  will  hold  the  door  at  the  peril  of  my  life." 

**  Alas!  alas!  how  should  I  know?  Ask  Ambrose, 
where  is  Ambrose?  The  bed  was  empty,  and  the  bed 
iras  cold.  Oh!  holy  virgin  mother!  let  him  but  be 
mfe." 

The  battering  at  the  house  door,  the  shouts,  the 
cries,  became  more  desperate  and  impatient. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  you  dogs,  by  keeping  the 
door?"  cried  the  pursuivants.  "  The  black  vermin  are 
escaping  into  their  holes — unbar  the  door — unbar  the 
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door— or  we  will  break  it  to  pieces,  which  biaj  do  to 
light  your  Smithfield  fires.    There  goes,  my  lads.*^ 

The  door  burst  open,  and  the  pnxBuivsntB,  £bllowed 
by  the  crowd,  rudied  madly  in. 

"  Scent  about,  my  lads. — ^This  way,  Tom — thatirif, 
Hugh.  Scent  the  rats  out — ^let  us  hunt  these  D01117 
rats  out  of  their  holes.  This  way,  that  way,  keep  Ae 
doors !  Ay,  ay !  keep  the  holes  I — ^Look  to  the  gaiden 
door !" 

On  they  rushed,  streaming  through  the  house;  up  the 
stairs,  into  the  bed  chambers;  down  stairs  into  tiie 
cellars;  pulling  open  cupboards,  running  their  swozds 
into  beds,  tearing  down  shelves  and  wardrobes,  dog- 
ging out  curtains,  and  bed  stuff  of  every  sort,  and 
casting  them  on  the  floor;  and  committing  every 
species  of  violence  and  devastation. 

They  rushed  up  into  the  chamber,  where  the  temfiel 
children,  almost  in  convulsions  of  fear,  were  roanog 
and  clinging  to  their  pale  and  screeching  nurserymaids^ 
they  rushed  into  the  guest  chamber,  where  the  lad^" 
and  her  serving-woman  were  still  standing:  but  her^ss 
they  were  confronted  by  Catesby. 

He  had  drawn  his  dagger,  and  stood  resolntelj  a  "^ 
the  entrance  of  the  room,  demanding  of  the  pursoivao— ^ 
what  he  meant  by  disturbing  a  peaceable  &mily  in 
manner.     And  how  he  dared  to  admit  a  herd  of 
thorised  plunderers  into  his  house? 

**  Do  you  know,  you  rascaille,  that  you  have  brote^*' 
my  door — ^and  that  your  vile  carcase  may  hang  forit^  ^ 
Get  out  of  my  house  this  instant,  with  all  your  lap- 
scallions.    If  you  choose  to  make  the  search  tbe  la^ 
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KWB-Hsiake  it  as  the  law  allows — or  by  all  the  holy 
itB  of  heaven  FU  make  a  law  for  myself,  and  driye 
I  dagger  to  the  hilt  in  your  heart." 
rhe  pursuivant  retreated  a  few  paces,  and  turning  to 
men  said:  *^  The  black  ox  lies  stabled  there,  take 
'  word  for  it;  or  we  should  not  have  Master  Catesby 
king  such  a  coil." 
^  Place  sentinels  round  the  house  and  upon  the  stair> 
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'*  Very  well,  sir:  keep  the  chamber  door  as  long  as 
a  Hke,  but  unless  your  holy  father  can  fly  out  in  a 
ff  at  the  window,  as  witches  have  aforetime  been 
own  to  do— well  catch  him,  make  you  sure  of  that." 
"My  son,"  said  Lady  Catesby,  who  was  trembling 
ce  an  aspen  leaf,  in  spite  of  all  her  courage;  not,  how- 
«r,  altogether  from  terror,  but  partly  from  excessive 
dignation :  *'  let  the  gentleman  search  the  chamber 
he  please.  No  priest  harbours  here,  he  will  find." 
Catesby  felt  the  utter  uselessness  of  opposing  his  single 
«ngth  to  the  torrent  that  was  sweeping  like  surging 
Iters  through  his  house; — ^with  his  usual  exaggeration 
fiseling,  he  at  once  exchanged  the  attitude  of  resist- 
Oe  for  one  of  sullen  indifference,  and  sheathing  his 
gger,  retired  into  the  embrasure  of  an  oriel  window, 
1  sitting  down  upon  the  window  seat,  folded  his  arms 
COSB  his  breast,  let  his  head  sink  down  upon  it,  and 
Hi  his  limbs  extended  kept  drumming  with  his  feet 
iinst  the  floor,  disdaining  to  look  up,  or  make  the 
glitest  efibrt  to  save  his  house  or  property. 
The  lady  stood  erect  as  a  statue — a  statue  she  might 
represented  of  haughty  and  proud  indignation — 
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lecovered  from  her  fiist  alamiy  by  the  convictioii  dut 
the  priest  must  have  escaped — she,  too,  stood  perfectly 
passive,  now  scornfully  r^aiding  the  outrages  that  wm 
committed  upon  all  sides  of  her. 

The  bedding  was  torn  down;  the  bed  rif^ped  up  and 
scattered  upon  ihe  floor;  the  hanging  at  the  back  of 
the  bed  rudely  rent  asunder,  in  case  a  priest  should 
have  harboured  behind;  the  chests  and  wardrobei 
pulled  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  were  ransacked 
from  top  to  bottom  and  all  their  rich  contents  littered 
upon  the  ground;  the  men  passed  their  swords  in 
various  places  through  ihe  tapestry  which  covered  the 
walls;  sounded  them  with  mallets,  to  discover  whether 
they  were  hollow,  and  whether  some  secret  door  miglit 
not  be  detected — but  all  in  vain.  There  was  a  secret 
door  leading  by  a  narrow  staircase  to  a  small  vaulted 
passage,  which  communicated  with  the  summer-house 
at  the  corner  of  the  garden,  but  it  was  so  beautiTuIlj 
contrived  and  fitted  that  it  escaped  discovery. 

They  were  disappointed  in  their  search,  but  far  from 
satisfied;  for  a  pair  of  sheets  which  had  been  found 
among  a  quantity  of  rich  silks  in  the  chest;  and  the 
presence  of  the  master  and  mistress  of  the  house  in  this 
particular  chamber,  had  convinced  them  that  a  priest, 
as  had  been  reported,  had  slept  there  that  very  night 
A  pursuivant  now  went  rudely  up  to  Catesby,  saying: 

**  111  trouble  you,  master,  not  to  sit  kicking  your 
heels  in  that  fashion — ^and  just  covering,  mayhe,  the 
very  hide  we  are  in  search  of.  Gret  up,  if  you  please, 
and  let's  have  a  look  at  what's  under  you." 

•*  Aye !"  said  the  other—"  have  at  it,  Tom.    Sure  a» 
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jou  are  alive — that's  the  hide,  and  he's  gone  down 
there:  up,  up,  with  you,  mj  master^  and  it  please  you. 
We  aie  not  yery  much  upon  our  ceremonials  with  your' 
CSatholic  cattle.    We  know  you  to  be  a  pack  of  liars  of 
old — up,  up,  with  you,  sir." 

Gatesby  had  lifted  up  his  head,  and  he  now  stared  at 
tlie  men  without  moving.  There  was  something  in 
this  brutal  insolence  which  confoimded  even  him. 

He  I  commanded  by  a  base  clown !  ordered  about  by 
a  reptile  such  as  this ! 

•*  Do  you  know  who  you  are  speaking  to  sirrah?' — ^he 
■dd,  at  last. 

**  Ay,  ay — we  know  well  enough — one  master  Catesby 
of  Ashby  St.  Legers,  and  as  black  a  papist  as  ever  lent 
a  faggot  to  bum  a  true  man.  Will  it  please  you  to  get 
up,  or  must  we  make  you?" 

A  struggle  so  degrading  was  not  to  be  endured. 
He  rose  like  a  scowling  mastiff  from  his  lair. 
The  men  laughed  and  sneered. 
"  We  thought  we'd  rout  you  out   easy    enough, 
master — ay,  ay,  now  for  it." 

And  falling  to  work  with  vehemence,  they  soon 
menched  down  the  window-scat;  nothing  was  seen 
below,  however,  nothing  but  the  bare  brick  walls.  No 
Udden  outlet  was  to  be  discovered  there. 

The  men  went  maundering  and  grumbling  out  of  the 
loom,  to  commit  fresh  outrages  in  another  place. 
Catesby  remained  standing  where  they  had  left  him. 
His  countenance  had  by  this  time  assumed  a  fearful 
expression,  but  he  spoke  not  a  word. 

While  the  lady  almost  sobbing  with  rage,  reiterated, 
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*'  Saints  above!  aamts  above  I — ^is  it  a  OiieBbyI--ft 
Catesbj  thus  insulted  under  his  own  loof  r 

But  presently  mastering  her  passion,  she  came  vf  to 
him  and  whispered: 

'*  He  must  have  escaped — ^he  must  be,  by  this  time, 
far  from  hence." 

But  he  seemed  not  to  heed  her,  he  stood  like  one  pe- 
tiified  with  astonishment  and  indignation. 

At  last  these  few  ominous  words  dropped  £rom  bis 
lips. 

''  If  I  could  blow  up  these  walls,  and  allthatis  witkm 
tliem,  and  bury  these  rascals,  and  the  evidences  of  Df 
disgrace  in  one  common  ruin !" 

He  looked  pale,  he  looked  livid  as  he  said  this. 
*'  Shiver  all  to  atoms  with  this  desecrated  house  of 
my  fathers !" 

"  How  the  children  are  screaming,"  said  the  lady. 
*^  Ah,  poor  little  fools — and  they  too — ay,  ay— all  of 
us — poor  little  wretches  how  they  scream  I  they  will  go 
mad  with  terror." 

**  Heigh,  my  boys !  heigh,  children !"  running  hastily 
up  the  nursery  stairs,  and  flinging  open  the  door  witn 
his  usual  impetuosity,  "  What's  the  matter  now?  wW 
are  ye  afraid  of  ?" 

The  screaming  children  ran  to  him,  and  clung  tote 
garments;  they  were  usually  very  much  afraid  of  their 
father,  but  in  the  present  agony,  such  fears  were  for- 
gotten. 

"  Poor  little  wretches,  I  was  wishing  to  have  blown 
you  up  too,  was  I  ?"  said  he,  touched  by  the  coiifi(liB? 
manner  in  which  their  poor  little  hands  clasped  ^ 
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and  ihdr  Uttle  beseeching,  agonised  coimtenancea 
ivere  lifted  up  to  his. 

*'  Come,  come,  don't  be  a&aid,  Tom,  don't  ciy,  Jack ; 
irait  till  thou'rt  a  big  man,  and  thou  shalt  run  a  dagger 
lihrougli  such  curs,  or  thrust  'em  out  of  the  house,  that 
PTOnld  be  better  still." 

'*  Or  poke  'em  into  the  great  fire,'^  said  the  little  one. 

'^  Ha  I  ha !  ha !  the  great  fire ! — the  great  blast  I — 
llie  great  explodon  I — ^why,  lad,  your  wits  jump  with 
mine.  Yes,  blow  up  Ashby  St.  Legers  to  the  heavens, 
and  let  the  last  of  the  miserable  and  insulted  house  of 
Gsfcesby  perish  in  its  ashes !" 


72 


84  F  ATH£B  DABCT. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

**  I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man. 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none.** 

After  committing  eyery  possible  outrage  upon  the 
house  and  furniture  tliat  could  be  perpetrated  in 
space  of  a  few  hours,  the  pursuivants,  mortified  and 
appointed  at  their  defeat,  retired,   followed  by  the 
whooping,  insulting  crowd,  who  consoled  their  vexa- 
tion by  reiterating  their  promises  to  the  master 
mistress  of  the  house  that  ere  long  they  should  sec  thei 
again. 

The  rude  laughter,  the  insolent  jest,  the  blasphemoi 
curses  were  gradually  sunk  in  silence  as  the  crowd  diJ 
persed  among  the  difierent  taverns  in  the  village 
by,  to  drink  and  guzzle,  in  imitation  of  their  good  kin< 
and  of  those  captains  from  Flanders,  who  had  unhappil] 
imported  this  vice  into  a  once  sober  country.     Yes, 
me  observe  by  the  way,  the  men  who  fought  at  Crec] 
and  Agincourt,  the  men  who  withstood  the  Spai 
and  blasted  the  Armada,  belonged  to  a  nation  remarl 
able  for  its  sobriety;  and  if  any  one  doubts  it,  let 
look  into  his  Camden. 

The  day  was  soft  and  calm,  a  still,  sweet  morning, 
the  latter  end  of  February.    There  was  that  delicioi^     ^ 
mildness  in  the  air,  that  promise  of  ihe  coming  sprin^^^ 
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'which  renders  some  days  in  February  so  inexpressibly 
delightful:  the  tall  pines  were  giving  out  their  liveries, 
the  woodbine  opening  its  soft  green  buds,  the  robin 
Iiopping  along  the  walks,  turning  his  head  and  his 
bright,  merry,  impatient  eye  upon  the  passenger:  aU  in 
that  shrouded  and  quiet  garden,  was  still  and  pleasant. 

Gatesby,  little  soothed  by  the  soft  influences  of  na- 
ture, was  pacing  up  and  down  the  green  terrace  which 
still  subsists,  immersed  in  troubled  and  stormy  thoughts. 
His  mind,  indeed,  seemed  almost  overthrown  with  the 
violence  of  his  rage  and  despair.  After  the  pause  that 
had  been  permitted,  after  the  relief  from  these  revolting 
and  most  unwise  persecutions — to  be  exposed  to  them 
again,  and  with  a  degree  of  insolence  far  exceeding  any 
he,  at  least,  had  ever  experienced  before  ;  and  all 
through  what  ?  through  the  heartless  treachery  of  that 
&ithless  king,  and  his  deceitful  ministers,  and  the  cruel 
indifierence  of  a  nobility  and  gentry,  whose  abject 
flattery,  and  base  subserviency  to  their  new  idol,  filled 
his  heart  at  once  vnth  the  bitterest  contempt  and  disdain. 

*•  What  a  generation  of  vipers !"  thought  he,  **  what 
a  hydra  brood  of  oppressors !  What  matters  it  to  cut  off* 
one, — ^two, — three — even;  fresh  and  fresh,  and  worse 
and  worse  would  succeed.  *  He  hath  chastised  you  with 
whips,  but  I  will  chastise  you  with  scorpions,' — ^had  it 
not  proved  so  with  them  as  regarded  that  old  queen, 
once  80  hated,  and  now  so  regretted?  But  with  such  a 
nobility,  such  a  gentry,  ready  to  pander  to  every  wish 
of  the  faithless  pedant  whom  they  delighted  to  honour 
— -w^fat  was  to  be  expected?    Must  then  the  old  time- 
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honoured  Catholic  race  of  England  be  giadually  eztir> 
pated,  trampled  into  dost,  by  a  base,  lascaUy  crew  lib 
this?' 

He  paced  up  and  down  like  a  tiger  in  his  o^: 
no  hope  of  emancipation,  no  room  for  his  fatal  spmgt 
fettered,  imprisoned,  barred  in !  A  miserable  UBUSf 
nation  or  so— what  a  base  and  dastardly  levengel  £ff 
let  Mr.  Darcy  say  what  he  would,  assassination  wu  t 
miserable  and  despicable  revenge  after  all;  dastardlj 
and  unmanly ;  might  suit  the  Storiesand  such  yagabondfl^ 
but  imworthy  of  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman. 

He  paced  up  and  down  Uke  a  lion  behind  his  hus; 
he  looked  this  way,  he  looked  that;  he  looked  at  Uf 
house,  his  insulted,  outraged,  de&ced,  and  ruined  home; 
he  recollected  his  wish  to  have  blown  it  into  atomSy 
and  to  have  perished  with  his  enemies  in  its  ruiii& 

Aye,  he  and  his,  and  that  swarm  of  filthy  venniBt 
which,  like  the  obscene  firogs  of  Egypt,  had  entered  into 
his  chambers,  and  upon  his  beds,  and  upon  the  hoosel 
of  his  servants  . . .  Aye,  all  of  them,  every  one  of  thc^n 
at  once,  and  himself,  and  his  children,  and  his  motkeff 
and  all  he  loved,  perishing  in  one  loud  explosion. 


Suddenly  a  new  and  strange  expression  was  seen  2* 
his  face;  his  eye  burned — his  eyes  looked  like  Ktiflg 
coals;  his  livid  cheek  became  of  adeep  crimson,  his broW 
dark  as  a  thunder-cloud;  his  breath  came  thick  flO^ 
hard,  he  clutched  with  his  hand  that  held  his  cloak,  b^ 
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it  sharply  rcnmd  him — ^he  strode  like  a  maniac  up 
lown  that  tenace. 

len  lie  pltmged  into  the  deep  shade  of  a  thicket  of 
jew  and  fir  trees,  through  which  a  narrow  walk 
raiding,  and  where  no  eye  could  follow  him. 
od  where  no  eye  but  one  did  follow  him:  but  that 
Mdeeping  and  allHseeing  eye  penetrated  the  black 
BoDen  shade,  and  watched  that  wretched  and  that 
iiate  man — ^his  agonies  and  his  resolves. 


lien  Catesby  returned  to  the  house,  he  found  it 
ing  an  appearance  of  desolation,  which  well  suited 
3  gloom  and  sullenness  of  his  mind. 
IS  mother,  proud  and  resentful  as  himself,  had  felt 
Bsults  ofiered  to  her  family  with  equal  bitterness, 
^  she  manifested  her  feelings  in  a  less  wild  and 
srate  manner. 

hen  their  persecutors  had  disappeared,  and  her 
ad  left  her  to  take  his  solitary  walk  in  the  garden, 
ervant  had  begun  the  task  of  endeavouring  to  re- 
order to  the  confusion  in  which  the  whole  house 
iirown. 

le  destruction  was  shameful ;  chests'  lids  torn  off, 
I  of  wardrobes  and  cupboards  rent  from  their 
s;  chairs  and  tables  broken  and  thrown  in  heaps; 
ak  panelling  of  the  walls  stripped  off  and  scattered 
lions  places,  and  the  rich  tapestry  and  arras  hang- 
1  direds  from  the  walls. 
le  lady,  seeing  the  servants  sorrovrfully  preparing 
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to  remedj  in  some  degree  these  diaasterB — ^to  nail  4^p 
the  pieces  of  ragged  tapestry — ^to  restore  the  panek  Ip 
their  places — and  to  mend  the  £ractuxes  in  the  fuinitiUB 
— sternly  forbid  any  attempt  of  the  kind  to  be  made. 

''  Range  the  rooms,  if  you  wiU,  in  iheir  accustomed 
order,"  she  said,  *^  but  no  servant  of  mine  shall  qpesd 
his  pains  to  conceal  the  scandalous  and  disgraoefiil 
ravages  that  have  been  made:  there  let  them  remain, 
a  testimony  of  the  tender  mercies  shown  by  a  heretic 
government  to  its  unoffending  subjects.  Nay,  good 
Ambrose,  let  be,'*  as  the  old  man  was  endeavouriog  to 
replace  the  fractured  back  of  a  rich  velvet  chair,  befoie 
be  restored  it  to  its  place:  ''  let  us  remain  sunounded 
with  ruins,  a  type  of  the  forlorn  and  broken  conditioD 
of  our  violated  church." 

She  sat  down  sullenly  in  the  forlorn-looking  aptf^' 
ment,  which  but  the  evening  before  had  been  so  ricb» 
so  well  ordered,  though  so  gloomy;  and  watched  tb^ 
tall,  dark  figure  of  her  son  as  he  paced  the  terrace^  ^ 
which  she  commanded  a  view. 


When  he  returned  to  the  house,  there  was  a 
thing  in  his  expression  which  she  could  not  exacti*^ 
comprehend.  She  looked  at  him  with  a  mixture  '^^ 
interest  and  awe.  The  whole  man  seemed  absorb^^ 
in  some  fixed  idea.  His  gestures  were  no  longer  fre-"^ 
his  voice  no  longer  clear  and  energetic;  nor  his  speec^^ 
animated  and  eloquent.  He  seemed  lost  in  though^^ 
gave  few  and  short  answers  to  the  questions  she 
time  to  time  put  to  him;  and  paced  the  room,  or 
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Dnuing  in  sikiice,  with  an  ezpreflaion  of  fiexoe  but 
gloomy  exaltation  upon  his  &oe. 

Sveiy  now  and  then  he  glanced  upon  the  tattered 
xemnants  of  the  walls,  and  upon  the  broken  furniture, 
With  a  certain  air  of  sullen  satisfaction. 

**  I  bade  them  leave  them  as  they  were,"  said  the 
lidy. 

**  Aye,  aye,  where  are  my  boys?" 

The  two  children  were  brought  to  him. 

He  took  up  the  eldest,  placed  him  upon  a  table,  and 
Ranned  his  features  with  his  deep  and  searching  eye: 

"  You  were  frightened,  John,"  he  said,  sternly  and 
gnrrely;  "you  were  a  fool  to  be  frightened  ;  boys 
must  learn  to  fear  nathinff — don't  you  know  that?" 

"  Fear  Grod  and  holy  church,"  muttered  the  younger 
Ane. 

"  Fear  nothing.    Do  you  hear,  John?" 

The  boy  fixed  his  eyes  in   grave  attention  upon 
Catesby's  face;  he  seemed  to  comprehend  that  something 
of  weight,  something  far  beyond  what  was  conunon,  < 
was  in  his  father's  meaning. 

The  father's  eye  softened  at  the  brave  child's  steady 
ind  earnest  look. 

**  You'll  remember  this,  John,  when  your  father  has 
been  cut  into  pieces  by  these  bloody  heretics.  You'll 
Ipmember  that  you  are  to  revenge  him." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  boy,  gravely;  "  strike  again.  When 
tiny've  cut  you  in  pieces,  cut  them  in  pieces;  and  so 
I  will  when  I'm  big  enough  to  have  a  sword." 

He  did  not  embrace  him — ^he  did  not  kiss  him-^he 
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did  not  place  hiB  hand  upon  the  little  head  to  bias 
him  I  Bleedngs  would,  indeed,  ha^e  stock  in  hu  thmt 

He  set  him  down  gtavely  on  the  floor,  and  add: 

**  That's  light." 

Then  he  ordered  the  children  to  be  taken  away,  oi 
resomed  his  walk. 


The  door  was  again  opened,  and  by  a  shrewd,  nther 
rustical-looking  yooth^  who  attended  upon  Gateabjas 
his  servant. 

His  features  were  Tulgar,  his  lips  thick  and  coarse,  as 
iuiTnense  shock  of  hair  covered  his  head — but  Ik  qt 
was  quick  and  shrewd,  and  his  expression  of  coantemDoe 
honest  and  good-tempered.  He  was  the  son  of  the  old 
butler,  who  had  liyed  from  childhood  in  the  fiunily,  woi 
was  treated  with  the  most  unreserved  confidence;  and 
Thomas,  who  had  ever  proved  himself  faithiul,  and  mfl 
of  a  quick  wit  and  penetration,  was  a  fiivourite  witki 
and  enjoyed  much  of  the  confidence  of  his  master. 

He  now  opened  the  door  looked  round  the  room,  and 
seeing  no  one  but  Catesby,  and  the  lady,  said — 

''  Here's  a  cousin  of  mine,  sir,  just  come  in — soil)! 
believe,  to  my  aunt  Margery — ^if  as  how  you  ever  heafi 
of  her.  May  I  ask  him  to  take  dinner  anda  bed  here,fi' 
he's  come  far,  the  ways  are  foul,  and  he  is  very  wesij?" 

'^  Do  as  you  please,"  said  his  master,  carelessly. 

''  My  aimt  Margery's  son,  I  said,  sir,**  repetted 
Thomas,  coming  up  to  him  and  speaking  in  a  sort  of 
managed  voice  which  coold  be  heard  by  the  person  ad- 
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but  ifith  difficulty  followed  by  any  one. 
Sj  aunt  Margery,  and  please  you,  sir,  who's  very  like 
ah's  fourth  soil — ^may  I  venture  to  bring  him  up — 
er  all  this  galUmau&y,  or  had  he  better  be  put  in  still 
onoe?" 

Gatesby  started. 
"You  don't  say  so— what?" 
"  The  tall  dark  bony  one." 

**  Let  him  be  your  cousin  still — ^we  have  spies  in  the 
nae — (louder)-— yes,  I  have  some  business  with  him; 
hne  him  something  to  eat  in  the  pantry,  and  when  I 
iD  send  him  up  to  me." 
domas  disappeared. 

^It  is — ^itmust  beXesmond,"  said  Gitesby,  going  up 
his  mother,  and  speaking  in  a  very  low  voice:  'Hhe 
ty  man  of  all  men  upon  earth  that  I  wished  to  see." 
He  pursued  his  walk,  however,  and  waited  full  three 
alters  of  an  hour  before  he  again  summoned  Thomas, 
d  then  he  called  out  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
toughout  the  house — '^  Is  that  your  cousin  come  up 
«&  Grravesend,  with  news  of  our  last  venture?  Is  he 
low?    Send  him  up  to  me." 

A  tall  dark  man,  so  thin  that  every  muscle  of  his 
)e  stood  out  in  bold  and  knotty  relief  under  his  olive 
tn — ^with  eyes  large,  dark,  and  eager — ^hair  jet — and 
nbs  bony — ^now  entered  the  hall;  and  taking  off  his 
p,  stroked  down  the  long  lank  hair  over  his  forehead, 
%'Countryman  might,  and  '^  hoped  he  saw  his  honour 
OL" 
'^Tou  come  from  Gravesend,  Thomas  tells  me;  my 
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good  friend,  you  aie  welcome.    Have  you  tasted  of  At 
Lady  Catesby's  beef  and  ale?' 

"  I  thank  your  honour— freely,  freely." 

"  How  are  the  ways?' 

**  Deep  and  difficult  enough,  please  your  honour,  iri 
I  have  been  delayed  a  couple  of  days,  for  the  flooi 
below  are  out." 

"  Have  you  letters  for  me?' 

*'  Tes,  please  your  honour,  and  a  letter  of  ciedit,too^ 
if  your  honour  will  be  pleased  to  read  it.  ThtreM 
particulars  about  the  carach,  which  is  safely  amTedift 
last,  too  tedious  to  write:  my  letter  of  credence  fl 
inform  you  that  I  am  competent  to  give  your  bonotf 
every  information,  might  it  please  you  to  grant  ifiet 
short  audience/* 

"  Come  in  here,"  opening  the  door  of  the  aparhncB^ 
where  the  lady  was  sitting;  "  you  may  come  in,  tlicrt 
is  no  one  but  my  mother  here." 

The  door  was  opened.  As  he  ushered  the  stiang*' 
in,  the  lady  cast  a  hasty  glance  through  the  window; 
old  Ambrose  was  in  the  walk  before  it,  which  wii 
shaded  from  the  rest  of  the  garden  by  a  thick  pW^ 
tion  of  trees,  employing  himself  with  a  pruning  boob 
through  the  other  window,  Thomas  might  be  «* 
raking  a  border. 

Having  satisfied  herself  by  this  hasty  glance,  tW 
there  was  sufficient  protection  against  a  sudden  suipn^i 
she  rose  hastily,  and  approaching  the  stranger  wi» 
eagerness,  exclaimed— 

**  You ! — have  you  ventured  to  our  unhappy  haosxT 
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Madam,"  said  the  dark  stranger,  looking  round, 
was  because  the  news  of  this  morning's  outrage  had 
ihed  me  where  I  was  journeying,  that  I  came  to 
ftt  you  are  pleased  to  call  your  imhappy  house — ^but 
ich  I  designate  as  your  glorious  1  your  honoured 
ne !  for  blessed  is  he  who  is  thought  worthy  to  sufTer 
this  cause.' 

*  Tou  see  how  it  has  been  with  us  to-day," — said  she 
ncing  roimd — '*'  but  the  seed  was  not  in  it.'  In 
Q  did  their  malice  rage  against  him,  the  holy  friend 
the  Church;  her  brightest  candle  in  this  benighted 
d  was  bestowed  elsewhere.^' 

'  He  had  been  here  then  ?" 

*  He  departed  this  morning." 

*'  Tou  take  this  patiently,  sir,"  said  Father  Tesmond, 
he  was  no  other,  turning  round  to  Catesby,  after  he 
I  himself  taken  a  chair  by  the  lady,  who  had  resumed 

B. 

*  I  am  commanded  so  to  do,"  was  the  reply. 

• 

^  There  are  commands  unto  which  nature  finds  it 
lost  impossible  to  yield  obedience.  The  breach  of 
h  is  a  venial  sin — ^for  who  can  resist  the  force  of 
me?  I  am  glad,  very  glad  however,  to  find  you 
aatient." 

*Ay,"  said  the  lady,  looking  reproachfully  at  her 
L,  '*  we  ought  to  be  glad  to  find  a  Job,  where  we  had 
led,  as  we  thought,  a  Judas  Macpabeus." 
•It  is  the  better  part — the  better  part — no  doubt, 
y,"  said  the  father:  *'  but  there  are  women  in  this 
d— women  in  this  church — ^who  would  find  it  easier 
play  the  part  of  a  Jael  or  of  a  Judith,  than  to  imitate 
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that  patient  and  much  endming  man.  Either  part  is  to 
choose;  probabilities  lie  on  both  mdes;  and  it  is  alkm- 
able  to  speculate  where  it  may  be  doubtful  how  toact; 
jou,  madam,  I  see  for  one  would  incline  to  the  ka 
patient  scale." 

'*  I  own  it,  I  have  no  patience,"  said  she,  bittei^t 
*^  a  man !  and  submit  to  such  affix>nt8  as  these! — a so&l 
and  see  the  gray  hairs  of  his  mother  insulted  before  lii 
eyes.  A  father !  and  see  his  little  ones  distracted  lAk 
terror ....  And  his  revenge — ^his  noble  revenge —  abll 
be — ^to  take  a  few  turns,  sullenly,  on  the  shady  tenaee 
in  his  garden — and  to  tell  his  little  one — to  Sf^ 
some  time." 

The  cheek  of  Catesby  did  not  kindle  at  this  taunt; 
not  one  drop  of  blood  hurried  faster  in  his  veins;  lie 
looked  unmoved  as  he  had  done  before;  he  fixed  his 
eyes  upon  the  priest  as  if  waiting  his  reply. 

*'  Time,"  said  the  Father,  "  some  time — ^yea — ^whcn 
the  work  is  finally  consummated,  and  the  sanctuary  in 
ruins.  I  fear  me,  it  will  then  be  too  late:  this  land 
will  be  like  the  howling  wilderness,  abandoned  to  the 
obscene  creatures  of  the  desert — *  and  the  great  owl 
shall  lodge  there,  and  satyrs  shall  dance  there.'  But 
we  have  had  martyrs  enough :  the  land  is  reeking  with 
their  blood,  and  sick  with  cruelty :  let  us  lie  down  and 
humble  our  heads  and  die." 

"  And  is  it  you  I  hear  speak  thus?"  said  the  hijf 
with  a  scornful  accent.  "  Is  this  your  teaching?* 

"  I  am  a  man  of  peace,"  said  the  Jesuit,  bowing  hii 
dark  head  with  a  strange,  unnatural  afifectation  of  ha* 
mility,  "  but  were  I  not ! — " 
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And  his  krge  eye  Idndled. 

GatCBbj  still  ooxxtinued  as  calmasif  itwereimpooBible 
I  excite  him  to  feeling  or  to  action. 

^  Were  you  not — ^what  then? — " 

Very  slowly  and  quietly. 

*^  I  would  shew  myself  a  man"  said  he  sternly. 

"  I  would  be  bound  you  would,"  cried  the  lady. 

^What  man  dare,  I  dare,"  said  Catesby,  in  the 
roids  of  Macbeth,  ^*  but  this  is  forbidden  to  us  . . ." 

And  he  turned  away  and  walked  again  up  and  down 
leroom. 

The  ^lady  watched  him  with  angry,  contemptuous 
iaiices.  The  priest  looked  vexed  and  perplexed:  so 
ady  a  submission  to  these  peacable  injunctions,  was 
fhat  he  least  expected  or  wished  to  find* 

*^  Have  you  heard,  then,  Master  Catesby,"  at  last  he 
dd,  ^^  what  has  been  doing  in  London — ^that  mother 
f  iniquities— niuring  the  last  few  weeks?  News  travels 
owly  at  this  time  of  the  year:  have  you  heard?" 

**Tou  have  nothing  to  tell  me,"  said  Catesby;  '^I 
ime  down  here  last  night" 

The  dark  countenance  of  the  priest  grew  darker,  he 
fanost  scowled  upon  him,  and  he  said, 

*'  And  it  is  your  resolution,  for  your  part,  to  submit 
rithout  opposition  to  all  this?'' 

*'  So  I  am  commanded,'^  was  the  reply. 

The  priest  again  bowed  his  head,  and  then  he  dghed, 
Dd  turning  to  the  lady,  said, 

"  Then  prepare — for  persecutions  and  ruin  are  threat- 
Hing  our  unhappy  party:  our  watchers  are  sleeping, 
nd  our  strong  men  have  delivered  themselves  to 
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the  power  of  the  enemy.  Mr.  Catesby  has  no  doak 
his  own  good  reasons  for  keeping  terma  with  tbii 
execrable  goremment — ^let  Ashby  be  bestowed,  as  n 
many  other  estates  have  been,  and  will  be,  on  tk 
infidel  and  base  Scot,  to  levy  the  fines  now  heafi^ 
due.  We  must  tolerate  much,  madam,  and  be  confient 
to  sleep  in  a  whole  skin.** 

Catesby  gave  a  slight  start,  and  the  colour  loe 
to  his  cheek  at  this  reproach,  but  he  spoke  not 

The  lady  continued  her  taunts,  the  priest  his  innen- 
does,  but  he  bore  it  all  with  astonishing  patience.  The 
evening  had  long  closed  in,  the  shutters  were  agiin 
fastened,  the  lamps  upon  the  table  lighted,  and  the  aime 
dark  and  misty  gloom  hung  over  the  chamber,  the 
same  Rembrandt  character  of  deep  shadow,  all  salt 
where  the  light  fell  bright  upon  the  place  where  tk 
lady  and  the  priest  were  sitting. 

The  priest  seemed  to  grow  more  and  more  heated 
and  impatient;  indeed,  he  appeared  scarcely  master  of 
his  vexation  and  disappointment  at  this  unejq)ectei 
e£^t  of  Father  Darcy*s  teaching,  so  exactly  the  reveoe 
of  what  had  been  calculated  upon. 

The  lady  looked  coldly  and  haughtily  displeased, 
but  Catesby  still  preserved  his  impassibility,  thoogHit 
was  evidently  with  increasing  difficulty. 

At  last  she  rose  to  take  her  lamp  and  to  retiR) 
saying,  *'  The  pricst*s  chamber  is  prepared  for  joBi 
dear  sir,  it  grieves  me  that  I  dare  offer  you  no  better 
accommodation." 

*'  Madam,"  replied  he,  ''  with  such  an  examjJe  » 
unparalleled  submission  to  injuries  before  his  eje^  ^ 
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•vonld  not  leam  to  be  patient?  The  holy  virgin  have 
jwi  in  her  keeping,  good  night." 

He  opened  the  door  to  let  her  pass,  and  then  with  a 
nungled  expression  of  vexation,  perplexity,  and  ill- 
sepressed  rage  upon  his  countenance,  resumed  his 
chair* 

Catesby  came  up  to  him,  planted  himself  directly 
before  him,  fixed  his  eyes  sternly  upon  his  face,  and 
■ud:  '*  I  understand  your  dark  speeches  full  well,  do  I 
not?  And  now  I  put  this  one  question :  If  by  the  per- 
petration of  a  tremendous  crime  the  Church  could  be 
emancipated,  say,  ought  it  to  be  done? — Say  it  ought 
to  be  done;  and  it  shall  be  done." 

**  I  know  you  again  now,"  said  the  priest,  "  you  speak 
like  Catesby  now  ;  but  why  say  crime? — Can  that  be 
caDed  a  crime  of  which  the  results  would  be  so  glorious? 
Gan  there  be  crime  when  the  holy  Church  planted  in 
lliifl  land  shall  be  rescued  from  destruction?" 

*'  I  speak  of  a  dreadful,  a  tremendous  crime,"  said 
lie,  fiercely;  "  but  say, and  it  shallha  done." 

**  But  will  the  result  of  what  you  call  a  crime  be  the 
deliverance  of  the  Church?"  said  the  priest.  "Assure  me 
of  that,  and  I  repeat  it,"  his  eyes  sparkling,  "  it  would 
be  a  great  and  glorious  deed  of  heroism,  and  most  as- 
airedly,  be  the  action  what  it  might,  no  crime." 

"  Deliverance !  Aye,  aye !  deliverance  sure  enough," 
add  the  other;  **but  I  repeat  it,  it  would  be  a  dreadful, 
a  tremendous  crime." 

"  You  speak  in  riddles,"  said  the  priest,  "  I  do  not 
understand  you,  but  this  I  say — to  dare  bravely  for  the 
(Smrch,  to  peril  life  and  fame  and  estate  in  her  cause, 
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is  great,  is  glorious :  but  to  peril  the  soul,"  his  eyes 
ing  with  enthusiasm,  ^^  oh,  that  is  the  part  of  an 
angel." 

**  Tou  think  so?'  cried  Catesby,  eagerly,  his  eye 
flashing  bright,  as  we  imagine  that  of  the  angel 
darkness  when  he  first  defied  the  omnipotent  to 

**  You  think  so  I   To  peril  the  soul ! — ^Aye,  aye, 
house  and  estate,  and  life  and  fame,  gladly !  wiUin^^ 
Tea,"  with  wild  enthusiasm,  ^^  and  the  immortal 
to  boot,  if  so  it  must  be !" 

The  priest  regarded  him  with  almost  equal  eDth.iir 
siasm. 

'*  There  spoke  my  heart,"  he  cried,  with  emergj' 
^*  Yea,"  his  dark  eje  lighted  with  a  sudden  fixe,  *^  T^^ 
in  that  cause  I  have  suffered,  laboured,  anguished,  Ube^ 
In  that  cause  I  am  ready  to  die,  to  be  imprisoned,  ^^ 
graded,  hanged,  butchered.  In  that  cause,  weia  ^ 
needful,  I,  too,  am  ready  to  peril  my  inunortal  ta^^ 
tLje,  and  go  down  into  the  pit,  if  so  it  must  be." 

This  man  was  asincere  man;  he  wasa  sincere thoi^^-^ 
a  desperate  fanatic;  he  mistook  the  promptings  of  ^mJ^ 
bition  and  revenge  for  those  of  generous  self-dcvoti^^** 
but  he  was  not  urging  others  to  a  course  in  which  "^ 
never  intended  to  venture  himself;  he  had  not  the  "v^*^^ 
prudence  of  his  superior;  he  was  a  desperate,  dari^^'Kt 
and  determined  man,  and  mistaken  religious  zeal  b:^*^ 
set  his  whole  inflammable  nature  on  fire. 

"  Do  you  speak  as  you  feel?'  said  Catesby,  w^^^ 
emotion.    *'  Then  hell  is  yawning,  and  I  have  ente^^^ 
upon  the  way:  but  before  we  descend  into  the  pit    '^ 
gether,  we  will  kindle  a  fire  which  shall  Uow  thewlp^^ 
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euxsed  generation,  among  Trhich  it  is  our  miserable  fate 
to  liye,  into  ten  thousand  thousands  of  atoms." 

^'  Tour  words  are  wild,  your  threatenings  tremen- 
dous, my  son,  but  of  great  words  great  deeds  arc  seldom 
bom  ....  these  promises  are  vast  indeed." 

^^  Trust  me,  they  shall  be  redeemed,"  cried  he,  with 
a  sort  of  wild  defiance,  **•  oh,  trust  mc,  they  shall,  every 
jot  of  them  be  redeemed !  You  keep  but  your  promise 
to  accompany  me  to  the  bottomless  pit,  of  which  I  shall 
well  deserve  to  be  the  tenant,  and  I'll  pledge  myself  to 
the  event." 

^^  Tour  words  are  still  wild  and  wide,"  said  the  Jestdt, 
now  resuming  that  more  cahn  and  insidious  manner 
which  he  had  endeavoured  to  attain  as  a  second  nature, 
and  which  yielded  rarely,  though  it  did  at  times,  to  the 
vehemence  of  his  natural  temper,  ''  you  speak  reck- 
leriy  of  crime  and  of  my  participating  in  crime,  but 
let  us  consider  the  matter  coolly;  if  it  were  a  crime,  the 
Holy  Virgin  forbid  that  I  should  be  a  sharer  in  it;  but 
I  repeat,  nothing  can  be  called  a  crime  that  leads  by  its 
consequences  to  the  deliverance  of  the  mourning  and 
sorrowing  church  of  Christ — ^nothing  a  crime  which 
saves  the  thousands  of  perishing  souls,  now  hastening 
lo  destruction  in  this  land  forsaken  of  God.  We  are 
taught  to  purge  the  sin  of  heresy  by  fire  as  gold  is  se- 
parated from  the  dross,  and  save  the  soul  by  suffering, 
which  otherwise  would  perish  everlastingly " 

"  You  speak  of  the  Inquisition,"  interrupted  Catesby, 
^  but  her  fires  consume  the  guilty  only;  the  miserable 
Wetics  to  whom  such  discipline  is  a  mercy.  I  did  not 
mean  to  call  that  a  crime.     But  where  the  righteous 
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and  the  wicked,  the  innocent  and  the  guilty,  the  babe 
of  yesterday  and  the  hoary  sinner  of  dzty  years,  where 
they  shall  all,  all  perish  at  one  blow,  I  call  that  an 
enormous  crime.  Nay,  nay,  fitther,  it  t<  a  crime,  bat 
only  say  it,  only  say  an  enormous  crime  may  be  lawfril, 
only  speak,  and  it  shall  be  done." 

'^  I  dare  not  speak,"  said  the  father,  shuddering  iO' 
spite  of  himself,  ^'  I  only  can  give  you  assurance  that 
in  this  noble  cause  of  Christ's  own  chiirch — all  things 
are  lawful,  if  all  things  are  not  expedient." 

"  I  am  answered — all  things  are  lawfuL" 

^'  Unquestionably :  the  end  justifies  the  means:  it  ifl 
the  foundation  stone  of  all  our  doctrines." 

"  The  end  I"  with  his  wild  eyes  sparkling  terribly; 
**  the  end!  Oh,  it  is  indeed  a  noble,  glorious  end! 
Deliverance !  —  final,  absolute  deliverance !  — Triumph 
unimaginable,  imassailable  triumph.  A  wild  but  cer- 
tain justice,  a  fierce  but  righteous  revenge ! — ^wickcd- 
ncss,  and  tyranny,  and  blasphemy,  and  lies,  swq)t 
away  from  their  habitation — '  for  a  desolation  of  deso- 
lations is  determined.'  '  Then  shall  he  build  again  the 
sanctuary  in  Zion — and  thy  God  shall  return  to  thee, 
oh  Jacob !' " 

And  tears  —  believe  it  or  not  as  you  will,  tears 
blinded  those  dark  and  beautiful  eyes — tears  of  enthu- 
siastic joy  and  thankfulness. 

Tlie  priest  was  a  determined  and  ardent  character, 
but  he  was  quite  incapable  of  mounting  to  a  pitch  of 
enthusiastic  fanaticism  like  this;  he  gazed  at  the 
excited,  the  almost  inspired  countenance,  with  adoia- 
tion;  as  tears  large  and  slow  clouded  over  the  l^ 
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« 

Hant  eyes,  and  fell  drop  by  drop  upon  the  glowii^ 
dieek  and  rugged  beard. 

Softened  for  a  moment — ^the  woman  melted  within 
him;  a  vision  as  in  a  dream  came  over  him;  he  saw 
the  wild  destruction  he  was  meditating,  effected;  he 
heard  the  loud  burst  of  that  unearthly  thimder  as 
if  rending  in  one  tremendous  crash  the  heavens — 
he  saw  the  multitudes  blown  up  to  shattering  destruc- 
tion— houses  nodding  around  him,  and  the  screams 
of  terror,  and  the  wail  of  unappeasable  and  inefiectual 
lamentation,  seemed  ringing  in  his  ears  from  every 
nde. 

Oh,  had  but  his  better  angel ! — had  but  some  monitor 
whispered  him,  is  this  well? — Oh,  had  the  divine 
voice  of  the  heavenly  master  been  but  once  allowed 
to  echo  in  his  heart ! 

But  it  was  written — ^there  he  stood,  the  accursed,  the 
awful  warning  to  an  execrating  world :  an  example  of 
religious  fanaticism,  and  perverted  morality:  wretched, 
miserable  man — let  not  the  lesson  of  this  dreadful  but 
over  true  tale  be  lost. 

Tears — tears  of  pity  filled  his  eyes  for  a  moment 
— ^he  dashed  them  desperately  away.  He  rejected  the 
pleadings  of  pity — the  whispers  of  conscience :  his 
lesolution  was  taken.  That  which  he  had  to  do — ^his 
church  — the  voice,  at  least  that  represented  the  church 
to  his  mind — ^had  declared  was  lawful. 

The  priest,  still  in  the  dark  as  to  the  exact  natiure  of 
the  design,  regarded  with  much  satisfaction  the  ex- 
premon  of  stem  resolution  which  soon  succeeded  upon 
tibat  varying  countenance  to  tenderness  and  pity.  That 


lOS 


FATH£B  BABCT. 


some  great  enterprise  was  in  contemplation,  lie  feh 
sure;  and  such  was  his  confidence  in  the  skill  and 
courage  of  Mr.  Catesb j,  that  he  doubted  nothing  of  a 
successftd  result. 

In  this  persuasion  he  retired  to  the  piiest*8  chamber; 
and  little  accustomed  to  enjoy,  and  as  little  desirous  of 
enjoying,  any  of  the  indulgences  of  daily  life,  slept 
upon  his  hard  pallet  in  this  horrid  cell,  as  the  wearj 
labourer  in  the  mine  slumbers  upon  his  rocky  pillow. 

Neither  was  Catesby's  couch  restless  as  the  night 
before ;  wearied  with  excitement,  he  fell  into  a  deep 
death-like  slumber,  which  lasted  till  daybreak. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Tretent  fean 
*Aie  less  than  horrible  imaginings.** 

It  was  a  moniing  in  the  latter  end  of  March,  when  Mr. 
Catesby,  taking  leave  of  his  mother  and  children, 
and  followed  by  his  rustic  servant,  Thomas  Bates, 
set  forward,  riding  with  his  accustomed  speed  to 
London. 

The  ways  were  foul,  and  the  deep  lanes  excessively 
heavy,  so  that  it  was  with  great  difficulty  that  the 
powerful  black  horse  he  bestrode  could  plough  through 
the  mire  and  clay  at  the  rate  to  which  he  was  urged  by 
his  impatient  master.  The  dark  and  lowring  sky,  the 
dose  gloomy  lanes  they  travelled  through,  the  cold  and 
searching  wind  which  penetrated  his  breast,  were  in 
unison  with  his  thoughts:  all,  as  it  were,  in  a  sort  of 
stormy  chaos. 

His  Mower  meanwhile  spurred  his  liaclmey  forwanl, 
and  breasted  the  bitter  wind,  thinking  within  himself 
that  he  had  seen  his  master  in  many  a  rage,  and  many 
a  quandary,  but  never  in  such  a  strange  pass  as  this. 
That  firesh  cause  for  agitation  among  the  Catholics  had 
vuen,  he  would  not  have  been  slow  to  observe,  even  if 
the  outrage  of  the  fatal  morning  had  not  been  suf- 
ficiently significative.    And  that  his  master  had  some 
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notable  enterprise  in  liand  he  felt  aamred;  and  beiog 
a  prying  and  shrewd  fellow  enough,  he  leeolved  not  to 
lest  till  he  had  made  himself  acquainted  with  it  Not^ 
however,  through  the  slightest  evil  intentaonj  bat 
merely  through  that  desire  to  share  in  the  coaDdOi^ 
enterprises,  and  dangers  of  their  superiors,  which  in» 
common  to  the  dependants  of  those  days;^  who  seem 
to  have  been  habituated  from  their  infkncy  to  lire 
rather  in  others  than  for  themselves;  and  who,  with  s 
generous  and  simple  loyalty  which  it  is  impossible  to 
help  loving,  flung  away  their  lives  almost  without  ooor 
cem,  to  rescue  or  shield  those  esteemed  by  them  as  of 
far  more  account  than  themselves. 

They  reached  London  in  three  days. 

London  was  all  bustling  and  riotous  with  the  new 
court,  from  which  the  magnificent  decorum  of  the  stately 
old  queen  had  altogether  vanished.  Her  grave  mag- 
nificence had  been  succeeded  by  scenes  of  drunkenness 
riot,  and  low  debauchery,  disgraceful  to  the  times  and 
to  the  nation.  The  infection  rapidly  spread  dowih 
wards;  drunkards  and  roisterers  filled  the  taverns;  and 
numbers  of  swashing  blades,  to  use  the  language  of  the 
times,  infested  the  streets — among  whom  the  insolent 
Scotch  favourites  played  an  obvious  part :  puffid 
up  as  they  were  by  the  wealth  they  had  already  ic- 
quired,  and  looking  back  with  equal  contempt  upoa 
their  own  countrymen  still  starving  on  the  mountains^ 
and  upon  tlie  fat  and  somewhat  stolid  aspect  of  a  na- 
tion whom  they  seemed  called  upon  to  over-reach  and 
pillage  at  discretion.  Catesby  riding  up  to  the  Strand, 
dismounted  at  a  moderately  sized  house,  and  inquiring 
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fbether  Mr.  Winter  was  at  home,  was  immediatelj 
admitted;  leaving  Bates  to  conduct  his  horses  to  the 
leacrest  hostel 

Mr.  Winter,  a  man  of  family,  and  many  accomplish- 
nents,  was  fair  and  handsome,  with  blue  eyes,  a  hooked 
loee,  and  something  peculiarly  sweet  and  engaging  in 
118  countenance;  not  in  the  least  intended  by  nature, 
IB  it  would  seem,  to  play  the  part  of  a  dark  conspirator; 
16  had  proved  himself  a  most  active  and  able  man  of 
tmsiness,  and  had,  with  the  assistance  of  Father  Cres- 
irell,  been  the  chief  medium  through  which  the  Ca- 
lihoHc  negotiations  with  the  court  of  Spain,  with  re- 
ference to  the  succession  of  the  infanta,  had  been  ear- 
ned on. 

It  is  needless  to  say,  that  all  hope  of  establishing  a 
Caihotic  successor  upon  the  throne  of  Elizabeth,  had 
been  latterly  abandoned;  and  that  the  implied  pro- 
mises by  James  had  been  effectual  in  defeating  every 
scheme  in  agitation  for  resistance  to  his  succession. 
Bie  triumph  of  his  kingcraft  was  so  far  complete;  he 
Wi  settled  himself  quietly  upon  the  throne  of  England ; 
ttd  all  the  diflScult  negotiations  in  which  Mr.  Winter 
"•d  been  engaged  had  fallen  to  the  ground;  but  he  was 
**ot  a  man  to  resent  such  a  result  of  his  efforts.  So  long 
••  things  went  well  with  his  religion  and  party,  he  was 
Prtfectly  indifierent  with  respect  to  his  own  place  and 
**>iiportance. 

He  was  now  sitting  with  his  window  open,  which 
^^Hked  upon  a  small  but  green  and  pleasant  garden, 
^  conm[ianded  the  usual  view  of  the  Thames,  with 
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their  oppodte  banks  now  bursting  into  green,  and  die 
Surrey  hills  swelling  behind  them.  He  was  wiitbigat 
a  small  table^  and  from  time  to  time  laying  down  Ui 
pen,  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow,  with  an  i^ipeu^ 
anoe  of  trouble  and  perplexity;  then  he  took  a  fat 
turns  in  his  chamber,  and  then  returning  to  his  ttih, 
resumed  his  task. 

The  door  opened,  and  Catesby  entered.  The  two 
firiends  were  in  each  other's  arms — there  was  thefemut 
embrace  of  brothers;  and  then  Catesby,  taking  adbiir 
opposite  to  that  on  which  Mr.  Winter  had  be^  settedr 
sat  down. 

Not  a  word  had  as  yet  passed  between  them,  haiik 
eye  of  Catesby  was  fixed  upon  the  pleasant  and  ebfiQcfiil 
countenance  of  his  fiiend. 

With  an  expression  almost  of  reproach,  it  migbt  be 
said^  he  looked  upon  him,  it  might  be,  with  somethiag 
of  that  feeling,  with  which  men  gnawing  their  toogntf 
for  pain,  in  the  agony  of  some  deep  internal  niseiyt 
have  been  known  to  curse  the  light  of  the  cheeifil 
day. 

Winter  answered  the  look  with  one  of  affecdoDi^ 
and  anxious  interest,  and  breaking  silence,  said, 

'*  Tou  have  sent  me  a  very  urgent  message,  Bobeiti 
requiring  me  to  meet  you  without  delay  in  town— hflf* 
I  am — wherefore  come,  I  have  to  learn;  but  your  flUB* 
mons  would  lead  me  to  fear  something  in  yourovi 
peculiar  had  befallen  you,  still  more  poignant  than  tk 
general  wound.'' 

'^  My  mother  and  children  are  well,''  said  Gatesbft 
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Bvemid  and  his  wife  are  well;  beyond  them,  and  Tom 
d  thee,  the  world  holds  nothing  whose  weal  or  woe 
aches  me  personallj." 

^  I  tai  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Winter,  '^  I  am  glad  idl 
d  wounds  are  healed,  Robert,  and  that  you  have 
■gotten  what  had  best  be  forgotten,  and  are  your  own 
m  again." 

^  She  is  dedicated  to  her  Grod,"  said  Catesby,  with  a 
Bj^t  tremble  in  his  voice,  for  not  yet  could  he  allude 
x>  ihat  subject  without  emotion, ''  and  I  have  dedicated 
■jBdf  also.  Winter,  but  it  is  to  another  deity/' 

'*  How,  another  ?'  asked  Winter,  eyeing  him  with 
nviderable  interest  and  curiosity,  for  there  was  so 
pnot  a  change  in  the  expression  of  his  face  since  they 
uidlast  met,  that  it  seemed  scarcely  the  countenance  of 
he  man  with  whom  he  had  spoken  but  some  few  weeks 
Wxre. 

••  Dedicated  to  another  I — ^how  so?  you  speak  riddles 
Robert,  you  cannot  mean  .  .  .  and  yet  I  wish  it  were 
'>-*4hat  Eleanor  .  .  /* 

**  Pshaw !"  contemptuously  and  impatiently. "  I  hate 
^  thoughts  of  such  things.  Is  this  a  time  to  be 
'^tnying  and  giving  in  marliage,  when  the  flood  is 
^fing  which  is  to  overwhelm  us  all?" 

** Dedicated!  you  said." 

**  Ay,  ay;  I  said  Grace  Vaux  was  dedicated  to  the 
ofy  service  of  Grod,  did  I  not  ?  a  God  of  mercy  and 
(«ce — and  I  have  dedicated  myself  to  another  god — 
^god  of  wraths  and  vengeance,  that's  all :  it  may  be  the 
^Qwdivinity,  what  do  I  know?  That  is  my  dedication, 
Winter;  and  as  that  saintly  virgin  made  a  holocaust  of 
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my  liappness  at  the  altar  of  her  devotiony  I  have  pie- 
pared  a  holocaust  of  another  sort  to  celebrate  mat. 
Nay,  start  not,  nor  look  so  strangely  at  me,  the  Towii 
registered  in  heaven,  and  the  holy  sacrament  has  beet 
taken  upon  it — ^you  look  upon  one  professed,  as  well  m 
the — ha !  ha !  you  arc  thinking  I  have  neither  the  air 
of  a  begging  friar  nor  a  learned  monk,  nor  a  subtle  fol- 
lower of  St.  Ignatius — ^may  be  not,  but  I  have  mj 
calling  and  vocation,  nevertheless,"  and  he  laughed  in  t 
strange,  unnatural  manner. 

'*  I  hardly  know  thee,  Robert,  this  morning;  I  aa 
used  to  sec  thee  in  strange  veins,  man,  but  this  tops  iD: 
what  ails  thee,  Catesby?"  he  added,  more  serioodyt 
'^  something  more  than  common  is  amiss  with  yon;  I 
never  saw  you  thus  before." 

"  I  should  think  not,"  said  his  friend,  "  but  to  we 
you  so  much  the  same.  Winter,  in  spite  of  all,  is  peA«{* 
a  greater  marvel  than  to  see  me  changed." 

"  I  don't  know  what  should  change  me,"  said  Winter, 
quietly,  "  you  know  I  never  expected  much  from  this 
base  king  of  clubs,  and  his  scoundrel  bare-legged  Scots' 
men,  spawn  of  John  Knox  and  his  wretched,  beggailj 
creed :  my  views  led  me  to  a  lofdcr  banner,  and  the  lae^ 
from  which  emperors  and  conquerors  have  sprung;  tot 
it  was  not  so  to  be — all  has  come  to  pass  as  I  expected, 
and  fiat  voluntas  must  be  my  motto,  perforce." 

*'  Why  perforce?"  said  Catesby,  bending  forward  ovtf 
the  table,  and  fixing  his  darkly,  deeply  meaning  ej« 
upon  his  friend.  "  Why  perforce  ?  with  cowards  ana 
with  sluggards  it  is  always  perforce,  with  men  never^ 

"  Why,  what  is  to  be  done?  The  old  childish  plan  of 
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UBixiation  is  at  an  end.  It  was  always  a  means 
kerly  abhorrent  to  me,  and  now  it  would  be  ridiculous 
'wHat  more  so,  than  to  strike  the  old  serpent,  when  a 
ung  cockatrice,  with  ten  times  his  virulence,  is  ready 
goring  from  his  blood:  you  cannot  kill  them  alL" 
"  Why  not?'  said  Catesby. 

^'Poohl  pooh!  man,  we  never  could  succeed  even 
nth  the  old  woman,  *  there's  such  divinity  doth  hedge 
•kmg,'  saith  the  poet— and  besides,  granted — ^what  it  is 
mposmble  to  grant — that  you  destroyed  the  whole  brood, 
rittt  would  it  help  us?  No,  no,  this  cursed  Protestant 
lovermnent  is  too  firmly  established;  its  basis  is  too 
load.  Are  there  not  the  two  houses  and  cousins  of 
371!  blood,  enough  to  furnish  an  interminable  Pro- 
istant  succession:  this  makes  them  so  secure,  man — 
^msLj  trample  upon  us  at  their  pleasure:  it's  idle 

>  attempt  to  overturn  a  pyramid." 

A  strange  expression  again  crossed  his  companion's 

**  There  have  been  ways  found  to  shatter  even  pyra- 
mids," he  said. .  •  '*  What  if  the  pyramid  thou  speakest 
If  were  torn  up  from  its  foimdations,  and  scattered  to 
ie winds;  what  then?" 

••  Tis  idle  to  talk  of  it,"  said  Winter,  with  the  tone 

>  a  man  not  to  be  imposed  upon  by  impossibilities. 
**But  whizt  then?'  said  Catesby,  more  earnestly,  his 

timing  eyes  still  fixed  upon  Winter's  face,  ''  answer 
^  at  once.  Suppose  this  pyramid  of  theirs  shattered 
^  its  very  foundations;  suppose  kings,  princes,  lords, 
ixliament,  annihilated  at  one  blow.    Imagine  such  a 
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catastrophe,  and  tell  me  what  then?  Might  not  sametluiig 
be  builded  up  thenf^ 

^^  My  dear  Catesbj,  when  the  Spanish  Annada  fidkd 
before  this  kingdom  in  arms,  that  businesB  was  decided 
— there  will  never  be  flood  powerful  enough,  nor  bat 
strong  enough  to  sweep  awaj  this  govemmeni   To 
speak  plainly — I  tell  you  it  is  based  upon  too  wide  « 
foundation.   It  is  idle  to  talk  of  upsetting  the  houses  cf 
parliament,  even  if  you  could  command  the  means  fir 
a  work  bloody  enough  to  call  down  the  ezeciitioDof 
mankind  upon  our  heads.    I  wonder,  Catesby,  to  lieir 
you,  a  man  of  sense  and  action,  talk  in  this  wild  lad 
romance-like  manner." 

''  We  will  have  no  blood,"  said  Catesby,  in  tbeaoK 
strangely  quiet  manner.  '*  What  happens  when  it  thun- 
ders and  lightens — ^men  are  scorched  and  blackeoei 
but  there  is  no  blood." 

Winter  looked  impatient,  as  one  who  bean  hod* 
sense. 

Catesby  stretched  out  his  hand  across  the  table;  took 
hold  of  that  of  his  friend,  and  held  it  with  a  grasp  u  d 
an  iron  vice;  his  own  was  cold  as  death. 

**  There  was  an  accident,  on  the  13th  of  April  ta^i* 
think  it  was:  some  gunpowder  exploded,  and  thiite0^ 
men  were  killed — do  you  remember  it?" 

**  Well  enough,"  said  Winter,  "  it  was  a  ahockiiig 
business." 

**  Suppose  these  thirteen  had  been  the  sovereign  H» 
the  estates  and  nobility  of  England,  what  then?'' 

And  loosing  the  hand  he  held,  he  rose  from  his  ^ 
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d  took  two  or  three  turns  up  and  down  the  apart- 
Bnt,  while  the  eyes  of  Winter  followed  him. 
At  last  he  came  back,  and  throwing  himself  into  a 
Mir  doae  by  Winter,  said,  in  a  hoarse,  low  voice, 
^^  I  am  going  to  put  my  life  into  your  hands;  and  if 
DU  like  sacrifices  as  well  as  some  do^  send  up  your 
Id  fidend  Robert  Catesby  to  propitiate  the  tyrant." 
.  '*  Speak  out,"  said  Winter,  ''  distrust  of  me !  that  is 
nnrorthy  of  you,  Robert." 

'*  I  have  no  distrust  of  thee,"  throwing  his  arm  roimd 
m  shoulder  affectionately,  and  speaking  close  to  his 
Mr;  "we  will  blow  up  this  rascally,  oppressive,  ty- 
nmoos  parliament,  and  this  base  perjured  Scotsman, 
ad  his  q»wn,  and  their  spawn,  and  all  who  have  had 
P  will  have  a  hand  in  these  cursed  laws — ^blow  them 
Bds  upward  to  the  skies.  We  will  purge  this  land  of 
^ese  abominations — that  we  will." 

Winter  turned  roimd  and  stared  him  in  the  face,  as 
(le  looks  at  one  suddenly  seized  with  unexpected 

*^Nay,*I  am  not  mad,"  said  Catesby,  withdrawing 
latnn,  "the  thing  is  easy  enough;  half-a-dozen  resolute 
(Qn,  and  we  would  blow  this  damned  crew  beyond  the 
inita  of  the  earth's  sphere." 

But  Winter  made  no  answer. 

*'In  that  place  the  mischief  hath  been  done,  and 
Bldiance,  in  that  place  God  hath  assigned  them  their 
ittQihment. 

••Well,  Winter speak—" 

••  It  is  true,"  began  the  other,  who  by  this  time  was 
de  as  death,  "  this  would  overturn  the  pyramid,  and 
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root  out  the  evil  at  once;  the  re-establiahment  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  religion  must  be  the  inevitable  con* 
sequence  of  such  a  convulsion;  when  all  the  leaden  of 
the  Protestant  church  party  had  panshed,  the  way 
would  be  clear  for  us,  but,"  and  he  shuddered,  ^  this  is 
an  awful  remedy." 

^^  The  nature  of  the  disease  requires  sharp  remedies," 
said  Catesby,  firmly. 

'^  But  yet  consider,  should  it  fiul,  with  what  new  and 
unheard  of  obloquy  should  we  cover  the  Ortholie 
name:  for  ourselves  I  heed  not,  but  the  dishonour  to 
our  church !  .  .  ." 

''  It  shall  not  fail,"  said  his  friend,  in  the  words  tni 
spirit  of  Macbeth's  wife.  **  And  when  did  succesafol 
rebellion  ever  miss  of  its  reward,  the  approval  and  sfoir 
pathy  of  mankind.  This  is  a  grand  and  noble  en- 
terprise, all  others  have  been  mere  idle  tampering  with 
danger,  but  here,  at  one  blow!     One  ten  minutes 

work,  and  all  is  over the  yoke   broken  from  tte 

slioulder,  the  fetters  from  the  hands,  and  our  chmch 
restored  ascendant  to  her  throne.  The  giant  of  the 
hosts  of  Israel  pulled  the  temple  and  the  wrangling 
nobles  of  Philistia,  upon  his  head;  but  we  wH  io 
better  than  that,  Thomas,  we  will  fling  them  vp 
to  the  angry  heavens,  and  live  ourselves  to  enjoy  our 
triumph." 

Winter's  heart  was  beginning  to  beat  fast:  the  pr» 
pect  of  a  final  victory  was  intoxicating  even  to  hiin» 
temperate  and  humane  as  he  naturally  was:  and  sach' 
victory !  over  those  whom  he  had  accustomed  himself 
to  regard  with  all  the  contempt  and  bitterness  enge»' 
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ed  bj  leligiODB  hatred;  and  by  his  abhorrence  of 
■01  whonij  according  to  the  teachings  of  his  churchi 
iras  accustomed  to  designate  bj  the  term  heretic. 
*  Ike  grand  objectaon,"  he  said,  after  some  moments' 
laideration,  '^  and  the  one  that  wdghs  with  me,  is, 
t  among  so  many  guilty,  false,   and  cruel,  who 
II  deserve    the    doom   they    are   bringing    upon 
ii  heads,  so  many  innocent  must  necessarily  suffer. 
nr»  jou  thought  upon  the  wide  destruction    you 
>  about  to  scatter?    How  many  domestic  hearths 
lat  be  shattered,  surrounded  by  the  harmless  com- 
piler sort  who  are  as  guiltless  of  these  barbarous 
dcutions  as  the  babes  unborn." 
'*  I  have  thought  of  that,''  said  Robert,  while  an  ex- 
^on  of  very  great  pain  was  visible  on  his  counte- 
iice.    "  I  have  consulted.  Father  Darcy — Gramet — 
■a  know  who  I  mean.    It  would  be  painful,  no  doubt, 
ly  painful  to  see  the  innocent  share  the  doom  of  the 
■cent;  but  he  has  instructed  me  that  in  all  important 
terprises    such   accompanying  accidents  are  inevi- 
ble.    He  instanced  the  sacking  of  a  town,  or  a  signal 
Bloiy  in  arms.    All  great  actions,  he  observed,  would 
A  to  the  ground,  did  men  too  nicely  consider  them. 
b«ve  his  ghostly  word  for  it  that  in  this  glorious  deed 
i  shall  go  up  absolved,  nay,  more  than  justified,  in 
e  eye  both  of  God  and  man.     And  besides,  will  it 
■t  be  ihe  same  to  them  all  fifty  years  hence  ?' 
Winter  shook  his  head  somewhat  sorrowfully. 
**  And  you  are  determined  ?' 
**  Nay,"  said  Catesby,  "  I  have  made  only  one  vow 
"alone,  unasasted,  unsupported,  so  help  me  all  the 
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pftTadiflft  of  SBints,  I  will  do  this  thing.    If  tfaeie  be 
not  a  fiiend  on  earth  to  share  the  toil  and  daze  ihe 
penl — alone,  like  the  old  prophet  of  Qod,  willl  affitnt 
the  danger,  andsocoeed  or  perish  in  the  attempt    Eue 
thee  well.  Winter.     I  could  find  in  my  heart  afanoat 
to  rejoice  that  thou  didst  refuse  to  go  art  and  put 
with  me  in  this — ^honest,  dear  Winter.    Tliou  bast  la- 
boured long  and  well — ^this  is  too  much  to  tax  tfaj 
fiiendship  with — ^but  let  me  have  thy  secrecy  and  thy 
prayers." 

And  rising  up,  he  turned  to  go  away;  he  waspo'* 
fecdy  sincere  in  what  he  said;  he  was  generous  enoagk 
to  rejoice  in  the  failure  of  his  attempt  to  win  a  cxor 
fidantc  to  his  dangerous  scheme  in  the  man  he  loved' 
but  his  tone  of  affectionate  sadness,  so  ancere  and 
unaffected,  went  straight  to  the  heart  of  his  fijend. 

He  rose,  and  embraced  him,  saying: 

"  Stay — that  shall  never  be  said — that  Winter  snf 
fered  his  fnend  to  seek  danger  alone.  There's  mj 
hand,  Catcsby — you  say  true — ^we  must  not  inqiA* 
too  curiously.  That  which  my  friend  dares  I  am  reaij 
to  dare.  Command  me  as  thou  wilt — I  am  thine.  If 
to  victory,  I  will  follow  to  swell  the  general  voaoc 
which  shall  applaud  thy  courage  and  aid  thy  succe* 
If  to  death,  why  let  me  share  the  gallows  and  tkfi 
bloody  knife  with  thee !" 

One  of  those  sudden  revulsions  of  feeling — one  » 
those  sharp  pangs  of  remorse — ^which  visited  him  ** 
invervals  throughout  those  fearful  days,  shook  Catesbyj 
as  Winter  spoke  these  words;  but  he  resisted  the  feeli^S 
with  all  his  strength,  and  while  the  vexy  pulses  of  li^ 
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seemed  fieezing  with  a  strange  horror,  he  returned  in 
alenoe  his  embra^;  and  thus  was  this  dreadful  com- 
pact of  affection  sealed  between  them. 

In  this  manner  was  the  accomplished,  the  polished, 

the  much  loved  and  esteemed  Thomas  Winter,  engaged 

to  the  fatal  conspiracy. 


L 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

**  Thus  oonacieDoe  does  make  cowards  of  ns  aU." 

Skak^em 

Catesbt  at  this  time  occupied  a  small  obecme 
house  which  he  had  taken  at  Lambeth,  pretty  netflf 
oppodte  to  the  Parliament  stairs. 

Lambeth  was  then  a  scattered  village,  surrounded  bf 
fields,  high  hedges,  and  trees — and  this  house  lay  con- 
veniently out  of  the  way  of  observation.  It  may  seen 
perhaps  strange,  that  he  should  have  planted  himself  fO 
near  the  abode  of  the  Archbishop,  his  detested  adTe^ 
sary ;  but  houses  were  so  scattered,  and  many  of  theiD 
so  lonely,  that  little  observation  was  possible;  andtlit 
last  thing  that  would  have  entered  into  the  heads » 
the  government,  would  have  been  to  search  for  the 
abode  of  any  of  the  more  rich  and  eminent  Gatbob 
gentry  in  so  obscure  a  place. 

Here  he  was  joined  by  John  Wright,  of  Plo^rfaiA 
in  Holdemess,  who  had  already  taken  a  part  in  ^ 
Essex  rebellion.  It  is  probable  that  Catesby  Itf^ 
secured  his  co-operation,  before  applying  to  Thoin* 
Winter.  Wright  was  a  man  of  harsh  and  co«i* 
coimtenance,  and  of  a  rough  temper ;  accounted  i^ 
best  swordsman  of  his  time;  ready  for  any  enterfMi 
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I  little  troubled  with  those  questions  of  an  unsatisfied 
isdence,  which  perplexed  and  tormented  the  rest. 
In  him,  Catesby  found  at  once,  what  men  engaged 
enterprises,  desperate  and  fearful  as  lus  was,  most 
sire:  a  somewhat  stolid  head,  and  ready  hand.  One 
oly  led,  yet  enterprising  when  in  action — ^he  had 
ranged  with  this  invaluable  associate,  that,  leaving 
B  home  he  then  occupied,  at  Twigmore  in  Lincoln- 
iTC,  he  should  betake  himself  to  a  place  called  Lap- 
orth,  in  Warwickshire,  the  property  of  Mr.  Catesby, 
Uch  would  bring  him  into  the  centre  of  the  Catholic 
ntlemen  of  that  neighbourhood,  all  so  closely  con- 
icted  with  each  other  by  ties  of  blood  and  similarity 
*  Tiews  and  interests. 

The  ways  were  so  bad,  and  travelling,  except  in  the 
oet  frequented  roads,  so  difEcult,  that  a  himdred  miles 
^stance  was  a  very  serious  obstruction  to  any  thing 
GB  confidential  intercourse. 

These  three  gentlemen  now  sitting  in  a  little  dark 
>dt  parlour  in  Catesby's  obscure  lodging  at  Lambeth, 
Booorsed  of  what  was  next  to  be  done, 
line  pale  cheek  and  faded  brow  of  Winter,  bore 
i6&ony  to  the  night  of  fearful  doubt  and  agony 
Uch  he  had  passed ;  his  mind  divided  by  contend- 
{  feelings,  and  his  imagination  filled  with  images  of 
Bad  and  horror. 

The  once  fresh  and  pleasant  blue  eye  was  dim  and 
^ided;  the  cheerful  smile  exchanged  for  a  look  of 
DPOwing  anxiety.  While  Wright,  hard  and  indif- 
eat,  spoke  as  men  accustomed  to  warfare  speak  of  an 
peeted  battle.    And  Catesby,  whose  resolute  temper. 
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had  triumphed  akeadj  in  great  xneasme,  over  thosB 
gentle  weaknesses  and  tendemeases  of  natuxe  nUdi 
still  disturbed  his  companion,  spoke  as  of  a  tlmg 
necessitated  by  destiny,  in  the  canying  out  cf  wUck 
he  conadered  himself  but  as  a  pasmve  instroment 

Winter  hedtating,  as  men  do  whose  nature  xevobsit 
the  action  in  which  they  are  about  to  be  engaged,  d» 
ooyered  imiumerable  difficulties. 

Where  were  they  to  find  a  house  finom  whence  to 
carry  out  the  mine?  Who  was  to  be  engaged  in  Ae 
labour — the  very  noise  consequent  upon  whidi  mat 
attract  the  attention  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  speedilj 
lead  to  a  discovery. 

Catesby  read  in  his  friend's  trembling,  hentatbig 
voice,  and  changing  colour,  the  agonies  of  his  irreso- 
lution— the  remorses  of  his  conscience — and  compro> 
hended  the  strength  of  that  friendship  for  himself, 
which  could  lead  him  into  an  engagement  evidentlj 
abhorrent  to  him. 

^'  Let  us  make  the  attempt  only,*^  he  said;  ''  m 
shall  have  satisfied  conscience  and  honour  by  hsnng 
done  our  best  to  redeem  our  suffering  brethi^L  If 
the  first  commencement  fail — ^we  will  pass  no  further." 

Wright  nodded  assent. 

Winter  still  looked  anxiously  irresolute,  and  from 
time  to  time  a  shudder  passed  over  him,  while  Gateflbf 
stood  a  few  moments  looking  steadily  at  his  finend. 

Fallen  as  he  was,  he  was  not  yet  so  utterly  lost  to 
right  and  generous  feeling  as  to  contemplate  As 
action  he  meditated  without  repugnance,  or  the 
misery  of  his  friend  (thus  debating  with  a  consdeoce 
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that  would  not  and  could  not  be  satisfied)  without 
aympathy. 

They  had  been  all  three  standing  round  a  small  table, 
and  flpealdng  low  to  one  another. 

Gatesby  said  at  last: 

^*  You  are  right,  Thomas,  this  is  an  awful  exertion  of 
the  diyine  justice,  nor  ought  it  to  be  attempted  till 
eveiy  other  means  has  failed.  We  will  leave  no 
peaceable  and  quiet  way  imtried.  The  constable 
Velasco  is  now  in  Flanders,  awaiting  the  time  to  cross 
over  to  England,  in  order  to  conclude  this  peace  be- 
tween the  rival  powers  of  England  and  Spain«  A 
conjunction  which  bodes  us  little  good  I  fear^  yet  still 
let  all  &ar  means  be  tried. 

**  It  is  for  thy  sake,"  added  he,  going  up  to  Winter, 
and  laying  his  hand  affectionately  upon  his  shoulder. 
"  I  see  thine  honourable  heart  yet  revolts  at  these  dark 
nd  hidden  courses,  to  which  my  spirit  has  been 
broken  and  brought  down.  It  were  better,  fiur  better 
done,  in  the  way  of  open  and  honourable  dealing." 

**  Oh,  Robert !  and  without  such  fearful  massacre," 
aud  Winter,  and  again  he  shuddered. 

^  Thou  shall  yet  try  thy  hand  at  negotiation,  Thomas, 
though  as  yet  we  have  been  unlucky  enough  in  such 
dungs:  but  thou  shalt  cross  the  seas  once  more,  wilt 
lihou?  See  this  constable;  beseech  him  to  solicit  his  ma- 
jesty upon  his  coming  here  that  the  penal  laws  may  be 
xepealed,  and  we  admitted  to  the  privileges  of  our  fellow 
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Winter  shook  his  head  doubtuigly,  but  his  counte- 
aaaoe  cleared,  as  he  said: 


ISO 

"  I  accept  the  miasioii  with  joy.    Be  it  as  yon 
let  notkbig  be  left  first  untned." 

''  And  if  Jevery  thing,  after  being  tried,  faily**  anl 
John  Wright,  roughly—^'  then  are  we  to  paxsoe  oorpo- 
pose?  or  are  we  to  let  that  die  away  in  a  few  old  wiveiT 
scolding  words,  as  so  many  noble  enterprises  have  en- 
porated  before  now?  We  have  had  flashes  in  the  pn 
often  enough,"  he  added,  with  a  hoarse  sort  of  kug^ 
''  I  am  for  an  e3q>lo6ion  at  last." 

Catesby  glanced  at  him,  and  then  said: 

'^  Let  us  understand  each  other,  Thomas  Winter. 
Should  this  negotiation  with  the  constable  fail,  wlutt 
am  I  to  expect  as  to  your  purpose?  Shall  this  noUe 
plot  go  on — shall  one  generous  effi)rt  be  made  to  rend 
asunder  our  chains  at  once  and  for  ever,  or  shall  we  lie 
down  like  felons  and  die  in  our  fetters?" 

"  Catesby,'^  said  Winter,  "  you  have  my  pledge.  I 
thank  you  for  this  concession  to  my  feelings — this  hflt 
attempt,  and  the  necessary  delay.  I  only  repeat  what  I 
said  yesterday— where  thou  leadest  I  will  follow- 
where  thou  dost  triumph,  I  will  glory — ^and  where  thoa 
diest  I  will  die." 

Catesby  wrung  his  hand — and  again  an  expiesson 
of  mingled  tenderness  and  remorse  passed  over  his  fioc 
It  was  this  extreme  susceptibility  of  feeling,  added  to 
the  determined  resolution  of  his  temper,  which  gave  this 
extraordinary  man  such  strange  power  over  the  auc- 
tions of  all  aroimd  him. 

"  There  is  a  gentleman,"  he  went  on,  resuming  the 
subject]  in  a  few  seconds  with  perfect  tranquillity— 
«'  whom"we  are  all  more  or  less  well  acquainted  with:  a 
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bzETe  and  gallant  soldier,  and  well  able  for  this  bcuiness, 
Mr.  Fawkes.  You  vrill  meet. -with  him  in  Flanders, 
DVinteri  for  he  is  at  present  serving  as  a  volunteer  in  the 
Archduke's  armj.  That  gentleman  will  serve  oiur  pur- 
pose well  should  our  negotiations  fail.  Open  the  mat- 
ter to  him.  Say  there  is  much  efibctual  work  to  do 
in  England,  and  the  bold  heart  and  the  ready  hand  are 
ooxs.'* 

*^  He  is  a  very  religious  and  honourable  gentleman,^' 
8sid  Winter.  '^  I  know  him  well.  But  think  you 
this  dark  and  imderground  work  will  suit  with  his 
temper?' 

"  Fear  it  not,"  answered  Catesby,  "  I  know  him  too 
—a  man  determined  in  his  purposes,  and  unflinching  as 
to  his  means.  There  has  been  some  practice  in  these 
Hemish  wars — and  gentlemen  volimteers  have  learned, 
among  other  things,  not  to  be  chicken-hearted  in  the 
jierformance  of  their  duties.  He  will  see  the  scope  of 
this  business  at  once.  Ghiido  Fawkes  will  be  one  for 
sooh  an  enterprise^  make  you  sure  of  it." 

Ag*^^Tt  Winter  sighed. 

*'  I  shall  sec  him  doubtless,"  he  said.  ''  I  will  set 
fixrward  to-morrow.    The  wind  sits  fair  for  Dunkirk." 

^'  The  constable  is  now  at  Bergen,  as  I  understand," 
continued  Catesby — "  in  a  week  or  two  we  may  look 
£)r  your  return." 

All  this  time  Wright  stood  by  eyeing  the  two  friends 
in  a  wondering  sort  of  manner — their  susceptibility  of 
feeling  was  quite  a  matter  unintelligible  to  him;  and  to 
see  (ktesby  appear  to  falter  in  his  purpose,  afler  the 


better  to  have  done?  Wi 
his  commis^on  you'll  nm; 
again.  In  the  mean  time 
the  coimtzy :  an  j  comnuu 
men?  ^  there  be  any  w 
John  Wiight^B  swc^  ia  at 

And  80  saying,  he  went 
ther. 

"  That  is  a  lesolate  fdloi 
began  to  ieel  almost  aritai 
"  Father  Daicy  vould  hi 
woik  into  hia  bands  than  ii 

"£&  work ! — ^nay,  I  faft 
Robert." 

"  His,  or  mine-^t's  the 
caieteaaly.  "  And  yet — ^bv 
tfiis  ia  after  all  a  homble  b 
qiared:  yon  vill  see  the  ooo 
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wanted  in  England ;  that  an  honourable  enterprise  for  the 
relief  of  the  suffering  Catholics  is  afoot,  and  calls  for  the 
services  of  brave  and  gallant  men.     Say  no  more — ^we 
ymSL  proceed  no  fiirdier  in  this  till  you  return." 
Such  were  his  hedtations. 


X.* 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

^  There  in  its  centre,  a  sepnldinl  lamp 
Barns  the  slow  flame,  eternal—- hat  unseen; 
Which  not  the  darkness  of  despair  can  damp, 
Though  Tain  its  ray  as  it  had  never  been.** 

Winter  has  suled  to  Flanders,  and  Catesby  is  at 
Dry  Stoke,  with  his  dearest  friend  Everard,  for  Evenid 
is  the  man  he  loves  best  of  alL 

His  mind,  imder  the  reaction  following  those  despente 
sentiments  and  fiery  purposes  which  had  agitated  himf 
had  sunk  into  a  melancholy  which  led  him  to  seek  that 
abode  of  peace  and  affection;  and,  with  his  usual  caie- 
lessness  of  others,  to  endeavour  in  the  tenderness  of 
Eleanor  to  find  relief  from  the  horrible  excitement  of 
thought  under  which  he  had  been  labouring. 

He  asked  himself  no  questions,  still  less  did  he  inquire 
how  far  his  imcertain  and  capricious  pursuits  were  ia- 
flicting  injury  upon  her.  He  knew  that  she  loved  him; 
and  under  the  restless  misery  of  his  own  distracting 
thoughts,  and  with  that  desire  of  relief  at  anycoet, 
whicli  resembles  the  raging  thirst  of  fever,  he  came  to 
her  in  search  of  it.  Eveljni  and  Everard  were  both 
struck  with  the  change  that  has  taken  place  in  him. 
It  has  been  coming  on  by  degrees  for  the  last  two 
years,  it  is  true;  but  never  has  it  been  so  evident  as  now 
that  the  fiery  impatience  and  almost  capricious  intent 
perance  of  his  character  had  disappeared;  he  was  no 
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longer  abrupt,  animated  and  energetic,  as  of  old;  he 
was  quiet,  giave,  and  gloomy,  and  nothing  in  the  sweet 
retirement  of  Dry  Stoke  seemed  to  soften  him.  But  to 
Eleanor  this  change  was  ecstasy. 

In  spite  of  the  contemptuous  manner  in  which  he  had 
spoken  of  her  to  Winter,  what  heart  of  man,  when  *'  the 
days  of  darkness  come  on,  and  the  hours  in  which  it 
shall  be  said  there  is  no  pleasure  in  them,"  can  resist 
the  solace  of  a  woman's  affection,  especially  when  it  is 
lavished  as  this  was  by  the  too  incautious  girl,  heed- 
kasy  nay,  hopeless,  of  an  equal  return. 

To  have  him  sit  by  her,  as  he  now  constantly  did; 
even  though,  absorbed  in  his  own  dark  thoughts,  his 
&oe  averted  and  resting  upon  his  hand,  he  never 
uttered  a  word  for  hours;  was  happiness  enough  for  her. 

Their  humours  sympathised  indeed  strangely;  if  he 
was  gloomy,  she  was  serious  and  sad,  and  a  sorrowful 
ibreboding  of  evil  hung  over  her  spirits;  she  asked  no 
questions  of  herself;  she  felt  as  if  the  future  was  all  one 
shadowy  twilight,  through  which  strange  spectres  were 
gliding;  but  what  mattered  it?  her  devoted  woman's 
lieart  was  satisfied,  he  had  sought  her — ^he  was  by  her 
nde — ^it  was  enough. 

^e  cheerfulness  of  that  pleasant  home,  which  had 
been  animated  by  the  bright  spirit  of  Evelyn,  was  in- 
deed at  an  end.  The  anxiety  which  visited  every 
CSatholic  hearth  under  the  present  aspect  of  political 
affimrs,  was  felt  more  peculiarly  here.  They  were  both 
of  them^  both  Everard  and  his  Evelyn,  sensibly  alive  to 
tbe  sorrows  and  sufferings  of  others;  and  though  their 
own  position  rendered  the  heavy  fines  which  seemed  to 
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be  threatened  a  matter  of  comparatiTe  indifferenoe,  tbej 
coiild  not  look  without  angoiflh  on  the  soflfeiing  pie- 
paring  for  so  many,  or  without  dismay  upon  the  dub 
gers  which  surrounded  themselvee.  For  by  this  time^ 
it  is  proper  to  state,  those  severe  measures  amunmoei 
by  Catesby  had  begun  to  be  carried  into  ezecudon; 
ihe  offensive  viatation  of  private  houses  again  became 
general,  and  the  fines  for  recusancy  were  levied  with  i 
severity  which  threatened  to  plunge  the  poorer  mem- 
bers of  the  society  into  utter  ruin;  for  not  only  wis  iH 
hope  of  remission  for  the  foture  taken  away,  bat  tbe 
•arrears  for  the  past,  which  had  been  allowed  to  aoca- 
mulate,  were  now  exacted  with  the  utmost  rigour;  and 
to  increase  the  indignation  of  the  party  thus  betrayed, 
the  imfortunate  victims  were  handed  over  by  the  king 
as  a  sort  of  present  to  his  Scottish  followers,  who  exer- 
cised their  power  in  the  most  oppressive  and  pitalen 
manner.  A  law,  too,  was  promulgated,  forbidding  pri- 
vate families  to  employ  the  service  of  a  Catholic  tator 
in  the  education  of  their  children. 

Where  were  any  members  of  the  party  to  seek  for  the 
consolations  of  their  religion  ?  Who  were  to  educate  their 
children?  The  penal  laws  against  the  priests,  the  teniUe 
enactions  against  private  worship,  which  had  slumbered 
in  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  were  hanging  over  all,  and, 
as  the  king's  proclamations  led  them  to  believe,  yrm 
to  be  carried  out  in  their  utmost  severity — it  was  iot' 
bidden  either  to  send  their  children  abroad,  or  to  have  a 
tutor  of  their  own  persuasion  at  home. 

Of  the  seminaries  abroad,  Everard,  it  is  true,  had  not 
much  opinion;  but  the  law  which  forbade  the  Catholic 
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fiunilies  to  edect  for  themselves  those  to  whom  they 
would  entrost  their  children,  was  cruel  in  the  extreme. 

Everard,  endowed  by  nature  with  a  reflecting  mind 
and  most  feeling  temper,  pondered  over  these  things 
in  bitterness  of  spirit,  while  the  society  of  Robert,  with 
whom  he  had  been  accustomed  to  discuss  such  interests 
in  the  confidence  of  friendship,  afibrded  him  little  or 
no  consolation. 

Absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  tiiat  vast  secret,  of 
which  he  did  not  give  the  remotest  suspicion  to  his 
fiiend,  he  was  reserved  in  speaking  upon  such  subjects 
to  a  d^ree,  which  astonished  as  much  as  it  mortified 
Digby. 

Evelyn  in  the  midst  of  all  her  anxieties  would  smile 
at  times  and  say  cheerfully  to  her  husband,  '^  Depend 
upon  it  he  is  in  love,  he  is  subdued  at  last ;  our  sweet 
Eleanor  has  played  tiie  conqueror." 

*'  You  women  imderstand  tiiese  things  better  than  we 
do,"  was  her  husband's  reply,  "  but  I  tremble  for 
Eleanor.  Robert  deeply  resents  the  wrongs  of  himself 
and  his  party ;  he  seems  to  find  a  certain  want  of  sym- 
pathy in  me^  though  heaven  knows  I  feel  tiicse  things 
bitterly  enough ;  but  Eleanor  responds  to  every  feeling 
of  his  in  his  own  way;  it  is  the  flattery  of  afiection — 
ihe  sweetest  of  flatteries — such  as  you  administer  to  mc, 
sweet  wife — ^but  perhaps  not  witiiout  danger  to  our 
Eleanor." 

Fabian  was  of  the  same  opinion. 

The  jester  was  no  longer  a  jester — ^the  anxieties  of 
the  times  had  extended  even  to  him  ;  no  one  now  was 
Yeady  to  listen  to  his  drolling-*no  heart  light  enough 


128  : 

to  engige  in  the  pkjfid  iliife  of  iqaitoa    Ss 
bcartytoOy  innaiikiiigintlifaiiii,  far  be,  likethe 
KVf^mHiltti^ft'^^'^* — hadfthiooglitlioiefiiendSytoiDfir^ 

He  bad  an  aged  fiuber  vitb  mall  meana,  a  iiiudM.H 
nek  and  infiim,  two  asters  wbom  be  tendeify  lofei^ 
and  all  trembUng  under  wbat  was  impending.    S3khiI3 
these  arrears  for  recosancy,  as  it  iraa  diiealened,  be  e^*^ 
acted  rigoioosly  from  them,  thej  most  all  be  imtiie^' 
ably  ruined.    The  little  stipend  a  jester  xeoenred,  1b^ 
fool's  coat,  his  cap,  and  no  longer  tinkling  bdli,  mffi^ 
be  all  they  conld  call  their  own.    He  was  a  doss  ob* 
server,  as  has  been  said,  and  was  accustomed  to  re^ 
those  snudl  indications  by  which  the  real  tendencifls  ^ 
the  character  and  inclinations  are  best  peihaps  3i^ 
covered. 

Fabian  silent  and  musing,  as  he  wandered  about  t^^ 
terraces  and  orchards  of  the  gardens  at  Dry  Stoke,  o  ■'' 
served  and  reflected  upon  the  situation  of  these  ti^"^ 
now  scarcely  ever  separated  ;  he  remarked  the  fleetiiv^* 
hectic  colour  of  Eleanor,  and  the  dark  thoughtful 
tenance  of  Robert 

'*  No^  madam," — ^it  was  no  longer  madonna,  in 
old  playful  familiar  way — ''  it's  not  love,  depend 
it." 

He  still  retained  so  much  of  his  vocation — ^this  sort 
humble  friend  of  her  youth — ^it  may  be  seen,  as  to 
ture  upon  subjects  on  which  no  other  of  his  rank 
have  been  allowed  to  touch. 

'*  No,  madam,  it's  not  love;  love,  as  I  have  heard, 

**  *  A  thing  made  up  of  sigfiB  and  tean, 
That  livei  upon  a  imile  tot  jean.' 
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I  never  heard  Robert  Catesby  sigli — no,  not  once — 
though  the  sweet  Eleanor  sighs  maybe  enough  for  two. 
I  wish  that  day  had  never  come  in  the  calendar,"  he 
added,  **  that  brought  Sir  Everard  and  Robert  Catesby 
acquainted." 

**  Why  so  ?"  said  she,  not  choosing  to  acknowledge 
how  truly  she  shared  in  a  feeling — ^perhaps,  unjust. 

'*  Madam,  there  is  in  that  man's  countenance,  what 
oar  great  poet  says  of  the  lean  and  hungry  Cassius. 
^ere  used  to  be  a  vast  deal  of  pother  and  smoke  as  I 
thought  without  great  flame,  and  perhaps  not  much  real 
heat.  It's  now  a  fiery  furnace  smouldering  imder  ashes, 
never  believe  me  else.    Why  does  he  come  here?" 

"  Why,  indeed?'*  her  heart  responded. 

"  You  see,  madam — there  are  troubles  hanging  over 
us  all:  but  you  and  Sir  Everard  are  just  and  righteous 
people,  and  the  wise  medium  chosen  by  your  father  and 
poor  old  Mr.  Warner  is  the  path  you  have  selected  for 
yourselves:  that  must  be. a  bad  government  indeed, 
which  would  disturb  such  peaceable  subjects — so  long 
•8  your  noble  husband  can  be  kept  clear  of  those  dan- 
gerous intrigues  in  which  too  many  lose  themselves, 
and  pull  down  ruin  not  only  upon  their  own  heads, 
but  upon  those  of  others"  ....  and  he  sighed.  '*  But  to 
enter  such  a  paradise  of  peace ! . . .  Hark  ye  how  the  birds 
are  singing  this  pleasant  morning,  and  the  flowers  send- 
ing up  their  incense  to  God;  listen  to  your  pretty  chil- 
dren on  the  terrace  below — look  out  upon  the  pleasant 
Iiills;  all  this  is  sweet,  let  man  rage  as  he  will — ^your 
lines  have  been  laid  in  pleasant  places.  Why  does  that 
dark  and  turbulent  man  come  here?" 

VOL.  II.  I 
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^'  He  will  not  disturb  us  in  our  paiadiae/'  said 
endeavouring  to  shake  off  the  strange  foreboding 
evil  which  oppressed  her,  '^he  and  my  husband 
little  of  affidrs  now,  Fabian;  Mr.  Catesby  is 
melancholy,  reserved,  and  silent;  Sir  Everard  and  h 
scarcely  speak  of  any  but  the  most  general  matteo- 
this  subject  is  too  painful  to  them  both.** 

''  The  less  the  better^"  said  Fabian;  '^  and  were  it  nc 
well  to  warn  that  fair  maiden,  that  men  may  be 
and  maids  heart-broken?" 

''  I  will  speak  to  her^"  said  Evelyn. 


**  Nay,  my  Eleanor,  do  not  jfrown  at  me— do 
look  so  displeased  at  your  true  friend.     Have  a 
sweet  Eleanor,  his  company  is  too  dangerous  to 
peace." 

"  My  peace,"  said  she,  in  a  hollow  voice,  which  tol« 
as    a  sort  of  passing  knell,  of  the  dire    havoc  ntf^* 
by  passion  unrequited,  yet  xmresisted  in  her  boeo**** 
"don't  speak    to  me  of  peace,  Evelyn, — my  he^*^ 
is  his — my  being  is  his — I  am  his  slave.     When  **^ 
allows  me  in  himiblc  duty  to  attend  his  pleasure,  tb^^ 
only  have  I  a  moment's  ease.     It  is  too  late :  time 
when  to  fly  might  have  been  safety,  but  it  is  now 
late:  yet  blame  me  not — I  cannot  tell  you — rl 
'wished — I  desired  to  strive — I  have  striven  against 
fatal  weakness — ^but — ^but — " 

**  Sweet  sister,  it  is  not  yet  too  late;  leave  this  pi 
trust  yourself  not  in  his  dangerous  presence;  go      ^^ 
Harroden  —  go  to  Goddeshurst  —  any  thing — 
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bere — ^but  shun  him,  for  he  is  destructive  to  your 
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*•  He  loves  me  not,  you  think,  my  Evelyn,*'  said  she, 
Loomfully,  "  I  know  that — do  not  believe  my  fond 
ftnity  deceives  me;  he  loves  me  not — he  never  did — 
e  never  can.  But  he  is  wretched  ;  my  presence 
oothes  him;  and  let  me  die  as  I  have  wished  so  often 
x>  die,  so  I  may  minister  to  him." 

'*  My  sweet  one,  this  is  a  strange  idol  that  you  have 
seated;  this  man  is  strong  of  heart,  he  is  sufficient  to 
Umself;  your  sweet  ministrations  are  thrown  away; 
IB  thoughts  are  far  £rom  us  all/' 
**  I  know  it — I  know  it — ^his  thoughts  are  with  his 
^^sx>wing  church  and  with  the  suffering  fathers  of  that 
^^Urch;  he  is  not  like  the  rest  of  us,  Evelyn;  there  is 
^Deace  in  Robert's  heart  when  others  are  wronged/' 
**  I  know  not  how  that  may  be,"  said  the  young 
^^,  '*  but  there  is  one  I  know  of^  too,  who  never  sees 
^row,  without  the  tender  desire  to  relieve  it — " 
^  *  And  I  know  one  who  never  sees  wrong,  without 
^  noble  resolution  to  revenge  it." 
**  Ah,  that  revenge!  When — when  will  there  be 
'^oe?  Never,  while  all  are  so  prompt  to  revenge^  and 
^  few  patient  to  endure.  *  Why  do  you  not  suffer 
'T^ng  patiently?  was  what  Mr.  Warner  used  to  say; 
W  from  his  lips  there  were  always  flowing  sweet  words 
of  calmness  and  content.  I  do  not  know  what  is  be- 
Some  of  all  that  now,"  said  poor  Evelyn,  *'  I  never  hear 
loch  sweet  sentences  from  any  one  now." 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

**  Though  some  of  70a,  with  Pilate,  wash  your  hands, 
Showing  an  oatward  pitj;  yet  70a  Pilates 
Have  here  ddiver'd  me  to  my  sour  cross. 
And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  sin.*' 

EidutrdlL 


Dressed  like  a  travelling  gentleman  of  some 
dition,  his  servant  being  the  unhappy  man  caU^^ 
Owen,  or  by  some  little  John, — ^Mr.  Darcy,  Whall^y^ 
Roberts,  Fanner,  Garnet,  for  such  was  the  list  of 
under  which  he  passed  himself  at  different  times,  arri 
one  morning  at  Dry  Stoke.  It  was  now  the  end  ^* 
April,  and  the  return  of  Winter  from  the  NetherlaXB^*^ 
was  daily  expected. 

Mr.  Darcy,  as  you  by  this  time  very  well  know, 
man  of  wide  spreading  intrigues  and  extended  views^ 
one  who  never  neglected  any  means  however  rem 
or  insignificant,  which  might  by  any  possibility  fo 
his  purposes ;  one  of  these,  it  long  had  been,  to  gain 
vour  with  Evelyn,  to  confuse  the  clear  perceptions 
her  understanding,  and  to  overcome  the  repugnat^ 
she  at  first  nourished  against  himself  and  his  party. 

The  provincial,  with  his  accustomed  sagacity, 
perceived  the  influence  that  the  clear-sighted  head, 
cheerful,  affectionate  heart  of  his  wife  exercised  o 
Everard;  and  how  necessary  it  was  to  captivate 
good  opinion,  if  he  were  to  be  master  of  his. 

Nothing  could  be  further  removed  than  was 


FATHES  DABCT.  183 

Darcy's  piesent  maimer  from  any  tiling  that  men  have 
been  usually  accustomed  to  associate  with  the  idea  of 
an  iutriguing  catholic  priest  of  those  days.  Frank, 
cheerful,  and  affectionate,  his  conversation  most  ea£y 
and  engaging,  he  won  his  way  to  the  heart  by  the 
attraction  of  his  gentleness ;  and  certainly  there  was 
something  irreostibly  pleasing  in  the  tranquillity  and 
repoee  of  Mr.  Darcy's  countenance.  While  every  one 
feicnnd  with  the  exception  of  Everard,  breathed  nothing 
but  murmurs  or  threats,  he  preached  invariably  of 
peace.  He  exhorted  to  that  same  gospel  peace  which 
Bvelyn  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  advocated  by  her 
venerated  Mr.  Warner. 

He  sat  by  her  in  the  large  withdrawing  room,  where 
ihe  was  at  work;  the  window  was  open,  and  looked  out 
upon  the  terrace,  where  Catesby,  his  arms  folded,  was 
iralking  in  moody  silence,  while  Eleanor,  sitting  with 
ETerard  on  a  bench  under  a  large  elm  tree,  watched . 
Um  anxiously.  Everard  was,  as  usual,  engaged  in 
leading,  his  little  boy  sitting  upon  his  lap;  the  head  of 
die  child  covered  with  its  beautiful  curling  hair,  nestling 
in  his  bosom.  ^ 

£velyn  let  fall  her  needle,  and  was  gazing  at  the 
group. 

Mr.  Darcy's  eyes  were  turned  the  same  way. 

'*It  reminds  me,"  he  said,  as  if  addressing  her 
lihoiights,  *'  of  pictures  I  have  seen  at  Rome.  The  rare 
msters  in  Italy  have  realised  beauty  in  a  way  which 
escapes  our  more  literal  painters ;  the  beauty  of  that 
group  however,  would  require  no  addition  of  this  kind, 
b  is  all-sufficient;  whether  we  regard  the  pure  outline 
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of  the  father's  countenance,  the  ine&ble  beanty  of  die 
cherub  child,  or  the  sweet  maiden  with  the  troubled 
eye  that  sits  beside  them;  or  contrast  it,  if  oontnwt  be 
wanted,  with  the  dark  countenance  of  that  extraordi- 
nary being,  whose  restless  spirit  was  never  intended  to 
trouble  this  peaceful  Eden." 

She  looked  at  him  with  some  surprise. 

'^  I  tmderstood  that  Mr.  Catesby  had  the  honour  of 
the  Father  Provincial's  friendship  and  esteem." 

^'  Perhaps,  you  should  rather  say,  admiration,  lady: 
yes.  doubtless,  I  do  admire  Mr.  Catesby:  there  is  sonw- 
thing  in  indomitable  force,  that  all  men,  even  m^  of 
peace,  cannot  but  admire — there  is  that  in  the  headlc»ig 
torrent,  the  roaring  tempest,  the  surging  sea,  that  all 
men  admire  in  trembling — but  esteem !  No,**  tonung 
his  eyes  to  the  peaceful  group  beneath  the  elm  tree,  "  I 
have  been  reared  under  the  teaching  of  a  school  whidi 
enjoins  love,  gentleness,  forgiveness — and  promises  in 
return  that  peace  which  passeth  understanding.  With 
spirits  such  as  these,  I  would  fain  have  alone  to  do." 

Eveljm  respected  his  abilities,  and  estimated  hi 
authority  ^  a  man  high  in  office  in  her  church,  and 
among  her  party;  but  she  had  been  led  by  what  she  had 
heard  from  her  father,  and  Mr.  Warner,  to  suspect  the 
Jesuits  of  fomenting  all  sorts  of  dangerous  and  treaflon- 
able  intrigues,  and  of  encouraging  the  vengeful  and 
violent  feelings  of  party  in  every  way:  to  hear  these 
sweet  words  of  peace  and  conciliation  fall  from  his  lips, 
was  an  unexpected  comfort.  She  had  fancied  that  some 
new  scheme  might  be  in  agitation:  her  anxiety  was 
reheved :  she  turned  upon  him  her  clear  blue  eye,  with 
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an  expression  that  at  once  assured  him  that  he  had  made 
the  impression  he  intended  ;  the  ingenuous  young  crea- 
ture was  too  sincere  of  heart  herself^  to  gauge  the  un- 
fiihomable  depths  of  his  duplicity. 

'*  I  have  ever  preached  patience/'  he  continued, 
quietly,  '^  and  in  times  far  worse  than  the  present,  but 
there  are  spirits  to  whom  such  doctrine  is  most  imsa- 
Youry.  That  proud  and  dauntless  spirit  chafes  under 
the  idea  of  submission  to  evils,  at  present  past  remedy. 
He  will  not  possess  his  soul  in  patience;  he  understands 
not  the  wisdom  of  biding  the  time;  and  the  commands 
and  injunctions  of  his  ghostly  advisers  on  this  head 
irritate,  instead  of  subduing  his  soul ;  but  patience^ 
aweetlady,''  with  a  kind,  indulgent  smile,  ^^tliis  passion 
proceeds  but  from  the  excess  of  a  bold  nature,  and  let 
Mr.  Catesby  but  once  be  convinced  that  a  peaceable 
course  is  the  best  to  be  adopted  for  his  unhappy  church 
and  her  suffering  children,  and  a  man  of  his  deep 
sense  of  piety,  will  not  be  slow  to  adopt  it." 

"Are  such  the  commands  of  his  ghostly  advisers?" 
she  asked  in  a  dubious,  hesitating  manner. 

"  Doubt  it  not,  lady,"  and  he  drew  from  a  concealed 
pocket  of  his  riding  dress  some  papers,  which  contained 
the  injunctions  of  the  pope  and  Father  Parsons  and 
the  superior  of  the  Jesuits  abroad,  that  peace  should  be 
preserved,  and  the  government  adhered  to.  It  was  true 
these  had  been  issued  at  the  time  when  tlie  holy  father 
had  but  too  much  reason  to  believe  that  it  was  the  inten- 
tion of  James  really  to  become  what  he  had  once  signed 
himself,  Beatitudinis  vestrce  obsequentissimus  JiUus :  how 
fiff  plans  were  changed  since  the  obsequious  child  had 
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become  so  lecalcitranty  he  did  not  iJiink  it  neceasaiy  U> 
inform  her. 

She  began  to  call  herself  to  account  for  the  unjiot 
suspicions  she  had  harboured  against  the  holy  &thei8  d 
St.  Ignatius:  for  here  was  the  principal  of  the  society  in 
England,  in  secret  correspondence  with  the  authoriM 
at  Rome,  and  their  letters  breathed  nothing  but  patience^ 
resignation^  and  Christian  peace. 

Evelyn  seemed  to  breathe  more  freely;  she  took  iq> 
the  papal  brief  in  her  hand,  and  reverently  kissed  it; 
then  turning  to  Mr.  Darcy  with  a  more  open  and  ooo- 
fiding  expression  of  countenance  than  he  had  ever  met 
with  in  her  before,  she  said: 

"And  do  you  think,  reverend  father,  that  your 
authority  and  influence  will  be  suflScient  to  diffuse  thiB 
best  of  spirits  among  us?" 

**  I  have  not  tlie  slightest  doubt  of  it.  The  autho- 
rity confided  to  me — unworthy — ^by  the  church,  is  su- 
preme in  this  country;  and  much  as  they  may  re* 
^ret  the  course  I  adopt,  they  will  none  of  them  dare 
to  resist  my  commands.  Therefore  let  your  gentle 
spirit  rest,  Lady  Digby.  Whatever  you  may  observCf 
however  restless  and  discontented  the  Catholic  gen* 
tlemcn  around  us  may  appear,  be  assured  on  my  priestly 
word  that  no  scheme  whatsoever  is  in  agitation  among 
them  ('  with  which  I  am  not  acquainted',  mentally)- 
And  that  I  will  invariably  resist,  as  it  is  my  duty  to 
do,  every  seditious  purpose  of  every  sort  against  the 
government,  (*  imlcss  I  approve  of  it')." 

She  took  up  his  hand,  and  under  a  sudden  emotion 
of  fervent  gratitude,  pressed  it  with  reverence  to  her  lip^ 
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[ow  I  have  wronged  you/'  she  said,  with  sim- 

[aT6  you?"  said  he,  with  an  indulgent  smile  ; 
,  bkme  not  yourself,  sweet  Lady  Digby,  for  a 
ce  in  judgment  which  you  share  with  many 
i.  Itis  my  misfortune  to  be  little  understood;  but 
raise  is  not  of  men,  but  of  God. 
believe,"  he  continued,  "  that  much  of  that  which 
^en  in  secret  carried  on,  and  which  I  deeply  dis- 
▼e,  and  ever  have  resisted,  has  been  laid  at  my 

But  this  is  indifferent  to  me ;  my  vocation  is 
rsue  through  good  report  and  evil  report,  the  sole 
or  which  I  am  sent  here — the  salvation  of  the 
ling  members  of  Christ's  church.  And  yet  human 
lity  is  great,  and  the  desire  of  a  good  name,  the 
reakness  that  clings  to  the  heart.  Other  things 
e  foregone  for  this  cause;  but  the  esteem  of  the 
and  virtuous  I  would  still  retain — ^it  is  my  infir- 
-I  thank  you  for  your  restored  good  opinion," 
t  is  a  noble  infirmity,"  said  his  companion. 
t  is    nobler  even  to  vanquish  that,"  was  his 

"  and  yet  in  one  view  it  is  better  I  should  be 
stood  by  those  whose  purposes  are  righteous  and 
ible  as  my  own.  We  should  be  fellow-workers 
Is  cause  ;  and  believe  me,  there  is  much  to  be 

t  tall,  dark  figure  of  Catesby  crossed  the  window 

^x>ke. 

lie  fearful  angel  of  the  Apocalypse,"  said  the  Je- 

**yet  let  not  Dry  Stoke  banish  him  from  its 


^* 
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pleasant  halls.  He  loves  your  husband ;  and  the  sweet 
influences  of  the  Lady  Evelyn,  and  those  of  the  fab- 
est  of  maidens,  will  allay  the  stonn  that  xages  wikb- 
in.  You  must  accustom  him  to  love  this  place,  lady, 
and  Robert  Gatesby  will  learn  to  love  peace  and  n^ito* 
ousness  for  your  sakes;  and  to  foiget  those  dangerom 
purposes,  and  those  vain  attempts  which  have  agitntod 
him,  and  through  him,  all  of  us  so  long.  It  is  wzitten 
— the  church — ^the  woman  of  the  seven  radiant  sboi 
shall  be  driven  for  a  time  into  the  wildemesB.  The 
punishment  for  our  sins,  no  doubt.  It  is  our  part  to 
submit." 

'^  I  thought,"  said  she,  hesitating,  *'  a  di£^nt  lesBOO 
had  been  taught  some  few  years  ago." 

''  That  heretical  woman  was  excommunicated,"  said 
he,  in  a  tone  of  awe;  *'  to  such  an  one  we  dare  not  ppesdi 
submission  —  obedience  to  the  holy  father  forUds  it 
But  this  king  is  not  excommimicated  —  there  is  no 
longer  any  difficulty  in  reconciling  our  duties." 

So  much  for  the  Lady  Digby. 

Thus  it  was,  as  Catcsby  and  Mr.  Darcy  rode  die 
next  morning  towards  Harroden  Magna,  which  tbef 
intended  to  take,  Catesby  on  his  way  to  London  to 
meet  Winter  and  Mr.  Fawkes,  Darcy  on  one  of  lA 
progresses. 

They  were  riding  through  the  deep  solitaiy  lanfiB 
together,  and  at  such  a  distance  &om  their  servants  thit 
they  could  not  be  overheard;  no  occasion  could  be 
more  favourable  for  confidential  discourse. 
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"  I  marvel  at  you,"  was  Darcy's  reply  to  what 
Hobert  Catesby  had  last  said;  ^'  at  these  hesitations  and 
uncertainties  in  a  man  of  your  resolution.  I  thought 
jou  had  been  made  of  sterner  stuff,  and  possessed  a 
bolder,  not  to  say  braver  spirit." 

'*  I  would  do  much  for  the  cause,"  said  Catesby, 
nith  a  soiTowful  gravity  which  was  now  becoming  habi- 
tual to  him;  *'I  would  peril  my  life,  my  estate,  my 
posterity.  The  injuries  we  have  endured  have  eaten 
like  iron  into  my  soul,  and  to  punish  this  base  king 
and  his  profligate  sycophant  ministers,  I  would  risk 
alL  But  this  is  a  fearful  business:  in  the  heat  of  pas- 
son  it  seemed  to  me  but  a  light  thing — but  in  the 
calm  reflection  of  Dry  Stoke,  it  has  assumed  the  form 
of  a  hideous  spectre." 

"  No  unusual  effect  of  quiet  and  green  trees,"  said 
the  Jesuit,    somewhat  contemptuously;  ''with  some 
men  I  have  observed  this  kind  of  chameleon  turn  of 
mind — coloured  by  every  accident  of  the  moment.    It 
18  not  so  with  me — what  I  esteemed  just  and  right,  and 
appropriate  to  the  time,  yesterday,  I  esteem  so  to-day, 
and  shall  do  to-morrow.     I   cannot  learn  to  be  less 
sensible  of  the  wrongs,  or  more  deaf  to  the  groans  of 
the  miserable  and  oppressed — because  the  blackbirds 
and  thrushes  happen  to  sing  sweetly  at  Dry  Stoke.    I  do 
Hot  think  a  wicked  government  and  an  heretical  as- 
cendancy less  monstrous  evils — because  the  cows  are 
lowing  as  peaceably  in  the  meadows,  and  the  sheep 
Ueating  as  quietly  under  the  trees,  as  if  this  were  a 
^orld  in  which  violence  and  wrong  were  unheard  of. 
^o,  Mr,  Catesby,  such  is  not  in  my  temper — and  there- 
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fore  yon  must  pardon  me  for  not  sympathuing  with  it 
in  others. 

*^  Bnt  the  means,"  said  Catesby,  gloomily — *^  I  hue 
never  discoursed  to  you  of  the  means — ^I  want  joor 
ghostly  comfort  and  your  spiritual  counsel  as  to  As 
means — Ifeelthatldo:  my  soul  is  all  at  war  with  itidf" 

*'  I  have  already  told  you,  Mr.  Catesby,  that  a  man 
of  peace — such  as  I  profess  myself  to  be — has  nothii^ 
to  do  with  the  means  by  which  contests  against  wrongi 
are  maintained;  that  matter  is  in  the  province  of  tfaoR 
whose  profession  it  is  to  wield  arms.  I  have  b^ged 
you  more  than  once  to  arrange  your  plans  as  may  beat 
suit  with  your  knowledge  of  such  things — things  of 
which  I  hold  myself,  and  choose  to  hold  myself,  ig* 
norant.  I  am  not  like  that  militant  bishop  of  whom 
the  story  runs — ^but  were  such  my  profession,"  he 
added,  ''  I  hope  I  should  not  be  found  wanting  &Aa 
in  spirit  or  perseverance  to  carry  out  well-advised  pltne 
— I  trust  a  little  natural  horror  at  bloodshed  would  not 
be  suffered  to  arrest  my  hand  when  it  was  raised  ta 
rescue  many  suffering  and  innocent  from  the  gripe  of 
the  oppressor — ^I  trust  the  cowardly  whispering  of  aa 
irresolute  temper  would  not  be  allowed  to  ruin  any 
good  cause  committed  to  me." 

"  I  may  be  a  coward,"  said  Catesby,  with  the  careka 
indifference  of  one  who  knows  of  that  he  could  not 
be  suspected:  **  I  may  have  a  womanly  repugnance  ta 
shedding  blood — I  confess  it  is  so  when  my  own  blood 

is  not  up— but  this  plan  of  mine it  haunts  me ...  .it 

is  a  scheme  so  fearful— and  yet  so  grand — bo  effectual  !— 
insuring  the  restoration  of  the  Catholic  church  in  Bag- 
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bmd — the  ddiverance  perhaps  of  all  Europe  from  he- 
resy— ^the  destraction  of  so  many  worthless  tyrants  at 
a  Uow ! — ^Eyery  thing  seems  so  certain,  so  inevitable,  a 
oonsequenoe  of  the  enterprise — ^yet  my  mind  is  harassed 
bjr  tmcertainties — so  many  innocent  must  perish  with 
Ibe  guilty." 

'^  Do  you  suppose  when  the  walls  of  Jericho  fell  be- 
fare  the  blast  of  the  trumpet — that  the  innocent  did 
not  perish  with  the  guilty?'' 

-  ''But  that  was  by  the  express  command  of  God — ^in 
big  hand  are  the  issues  of  life,"  said  Catesby. 

*'  And  is  there  no  voice  of  God  yet  sounding  upon 
Cirthi  to  issue  his  commands — think  you,  young  man — 
ST  the  too  often  erring  church  in  the  wilderness  had  its 
Uzim  and  its  Thummin,  on  which  the  commands  of 
the  Most  High  were  inscribed;  think  you  his  glorious 
clmich  of  Christ  shall  be  left  without  a  testimony?  I 
tdl  you,  Mr.  Catesby,  that  there  is  a  voice  yet  soimd- 
mg  throughout  all  lands  and  demanding  the  obedience 
of  all  Christian  men — and  I  think  it  would  be  well  to 
ne  men  listen  to  that  voice,  instead  of  parleying  with 
and  asking  questions  of  their  own  ill-instructed  minds." 

They  rode  on  a  little  further,  and  then  the  priest,  in 
a  solemn  voice,  said — 

**  Robert  Catesby,  listen  to  that  voice  through  me, 
ber  appointed  messenger.  Go  forward,  and  that  which 
is  in  thine  heart,  do^ 

''But  you  cannot  guess  at  what  is  in  my  heart?" 
■id  Robert.  '^  I  defy  mortal  man  to  imagine  the 
monstrous  thing  that  is  in  my  heart.  If  it  were  al- 
lowed me  to  consult  with  a  ghostly  iather*-to  consult 
irithyoul" 
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^- 1  haTe  already  said,"  answered  Daicy,  with  some 
impadence,  *^  that  with  the  means  I  have  nothing  to 
do— ii  does  not  become  me  to  enter  into  consultatkn 
upon  thai  which  is  so  totally  foreign  to  my  habits  of 
mind.     I  cm  enlighten  you  as  to  principles — and  iqxn 
that  head  the  subject  does  not  admit  of  a  quesdoo. 
Bat  I  have  said  enough:  I  would  rather  you  sougbt 
assurance  from  other  hands.     Seek  the  proper  remedj; 
go  to  confe^on ;  go  to  Tesmond,  he  is  lying  state* 
where  about   London ;  to  Gerard,  to   any  of  them. 
Open  your  heart  before  them :  if  they  absolve  you  noti 
then  let  me  hear  of  you  again.    By  this  time  Mr.  Win- 
ter will  haTe  returned  firom  abroad — ^but  take  one 
counsel  with  you,  Mr.  Catesby;  whatever  you  deta>* 
mine  upon,  confide  your  secret  to  few.     Be  reserved, 
be  silent,  bo  speedy — and  rely  upon  it  the  matter  onee 
well  begun,  your  priests  and  your  party  will  take  heed 
for  the  rest." 

They  were  mounting  the  hill  which  led  to  HiRO- 
den.  It  was  long  since  Robert  had  passed  that  iray: 
never  since  the  fatal  morning  which  had  separated  bin 
from  Grace  Vaux  for  ever:  he  had  never  seen  bff 
since  then. 

Deep  ineiEiceable  regret,  mingled,  as  all  his  feefiogi 
were,  with  a  bitter  and  passionate  resentment,  hsd 
forbade  him  even  to  mention  her  name.  He  neftf 
inquired  for  her;  he  knew  not  well  whether  she  weie 
living  or  dead ;  abroad  or  in  Elngland. 

But  now  he  lifted  up  his  head,  and  with  a  mehn* 
choly  gravity  gazed  upon  that  well-known  place:  the 
Jesuit  followed  his  eye,  and  answered  to  the  expressioii 
of  his  countenance. 
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'*  There  is  one — a  holy  virgin  saint  on  earth,  to 
iom  it  will  be  glad  tidings  .that  Robert  Catesby  hath 
wed  himself  to  the  deliverance  of  his  fellow-suffer- 
ly"  said  he. 

Robert  started,  and  changed  colour. 
**  Her  prayers  will  rise  to  Jieaven  for  so  holy  an  enter- 
ise;  her  tears  will  wash  away  the  traces  of  blood 
d  purify  the  deed;  her  agony  of  thanksgiving  will 
d  flihall  sound  in  your  ears;  when  such  a  deed  is 
Be — and  by  you." 

•*  By  me ! — ^No,  no,  she  has  forgotten  me" 
^  Forgotten  you ! — But  it  was  not  my  doing — and 
ihat  cheek  is  wan  and  colourless,  and  those  dark  eyes 
I  dimmed  with  many  tears  ...  it  was  not  my  doing— 
ist  remains  to  console  her  for  the  sacrifice,  but  the 
umph  of  that  cause  to  which  she  has  devoted  her  life. 
fe,  aye,  one  thing,  and  one  alone,  can  repay  to  Grrace 
mzthe  hours  of  anguish  which  have  desolated  her  life." 
"  Ton  do  not  mean  . .  ." 

••  She  loved  you,  Catesby,  then — she  loved  you  even 
iSbe  moment  of  her  righteous  self-sacrifice — she  took 
»  the  bitter  cross,  and  hath  borne  it  ever  since. 
moble  it,  sir — teach  her  to  glory  in  him  for  whom  she 
long  hath  sorrowed.  Restore  a  holy  joy  to  that 
iom  and  desolate  mourner,  and  when  you  have 
leemed  the  captivity  of  Zion— come  to  Grace  Vaux 
'  joor  reward." 

lliey  were  at  the  gates,  and  here  they  parted ;  the 
mat  rode  in,  and  Catesby  pursued  his  way  to  Wei- 
gbodoogh. 
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CHAPTER  DL 

*'<Briefthen;  and  what's  the newi  ?* 
*  Oh,  my  sweet  sir,  news  fitting  to  the  nig^t. 
Black,  feaifbl,  comfortless,  andhonihle.' " 

Catesby  rode  to  his  old  lodging  at  Lambeth,  in^ 
dismounting,  found  Mr.  Winter  already  amved,aD^ 
accompanied  by  the  gentleman  whom  he  had  himadf 
invited  over — ^Mr.  Fawkes. 

The  two  gentlemen  were  sitting  in  the  small  lud^ 
room ;  Winter  leaning  on  the  window-seat,  and  looking 
upon  the  view,  it  would  seem,  which  was  rendeied 
beautiful  by  the  abimdance  of  fine  trees  in  the  nei^ 
bourhood.  It  was  now  the  montli  of  May,  and  thtf 
year  in  all  her  glory.  The  cheerful  sun  was  caieering 
through  the  glad  heavens,  and  tinting  every  Mf 
branch,  as  it  fell  upon  the  fresh,  yellow,  tranqiireDt 
oak-leaves,  and  the  green  softness  of  the  young  beeck 
branches;  birds  were  singing  in  every  brake,  and tbfi 
fields  were  yellow  with  king  cups,  and  spangled  trid^ 
cropines  and  daisies. 

Nautre  in  all  her  wealth,  as  poured  out  by  the  gi^ 
and  beneficent  father,  was  spread  before  him — andniaa- 
Alas  for  the  mystery  of  iniquity,  which  renders  wh*^ 
should  have  been  the  prime  ornament  of  this  beautiftf' 
creation  a  blot,  and  a  scandal,  and  a  deformity,  and  * 
misery ! 
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Mr.  Fawkes  was  a  tall,  spare  man,  of  a  lofty,  militaiy 
caniage,  with  lugk  features  and  dark  complexion,  and 
an  expression  of  stem  gravity.  Trained  among  the 
Spanish  bands,  then  esteemed  the  first  soldiers  of 
BSmope,  and  associated  with  those  stem  and  pitiless 
fimadcs  who  had  fought  with  Pizarro  and  Cortes  in  the 
new  world,  and  under  the  ruthless  Alva  in  the  old,  he 
was  deeply  imbued  with  religious  impressions  of  the. 
darkest  and  most  immitigated  character;  and  habituated 
to  cany  out  every  most  barbarous  measure  of  war,  not 
oily  as  an  act  of  military  necessity,  but  as  a  religious 
dfaing  to  the  glory  of  God,  in  thus  avenging  him  upon 
Ins  enemies.  Unsoftened  by  any  of  those  gentler 
tooehes  of  nature  which  visited  the  rest,  but  which  he, 
sealed  in  camps,  had  never  known,  he  was  still  a 
Imve,  and  in  a  certain  view,  an  honourable  man, 
Midy  to  sacrifice  life  and  liberty  upon  the  altar  of  reli- 
or military  duty.  Such  was  Guido  Fawkes;  who 
in  this  fatal  hour  came — ^with  his  unflinching  sense 
$t  military  duty,  his  unmodified  detestation  of  heresy, 
Ua  pitiless  indiiference  as  to  means,  acquired  in  that  dire 
aontest  to  which  he  had  been  habituated — fo  infuse 
a  ficeah  element  of  resolute,  imflinching,  persevering 
daletmination  into  the  hearts  of  his  brother  confederates. 
It  28  more  than  possible  that  the  compunctious  visitings 
af  the  others  might  otherwise  have  availed  to  defeat  the 
boRible  design. 

.'  Fawkes  was  as  yet  ignorant  of  the  precise  nature  of 
4m  attempt  contemplated ;  he  had  only  heard  from 
Mr.  Winter  that  a  great  scheme  was  in  agitation,  and 
drnthis  asastance  was  wanted  by  his  friends  among  the 
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CiSholie  gentlemen  in  England.  He  had  alieady  been 
connected  with  Winter,  Catesb j,  and  all  thoee  engaged 
in  the  Spanish  intrigues,  and  had,  in  the  capacitj  of  t 
sort  of  emiflBazy,  on  their  account,  viated  Madzid. 
Thoogh  KTving  nnder  the  Spaniard,  hit  Inert  ma  ^ 
with  his  own  ooontzy ;  his  desire  to  aee  her  rescued 
iVoin  that  deadly  heresy  with  wUdi  die  was  ovenpiead, 
intense ;  and  his  oontempl  for  the  present  govenmxDt 
equalled  that  of  any  of  the  others. 

Dressed  in  a  plain  soit,  his  hat  without  featheror 
jewel,  his  large  military  boots,  Uack  leathern  beh  and 
long  Spanidi  sword,  be^ieaking  his  prQfe9Bi0n  and 
giving  a  peculiar  character  to  his  appearance — ^he  mi 
walking  up  and  down  the  Htde  apartment,  his  &oe 
severe  and  serious,  and  apparently  engaged  in  thought; 
utterly  insensible,  as  appeared,  to  all  those  sweetchazmsof 
the  morning  let  in  by  the  open  window,  while  the 
gentler  Winter,  leaning  on  the  window  sill,  inhaled  the 
air  that  played  upon  his  cheek,  with  a  melancholy 
pleasure. 

The  conversation  of  Mr.  Fawkes  had  howeva  already 
exercised  considerable  influence  over  his  mind.  Uncon- 
scious himself  of  the  astounding  nature  of  the  scheme 
to  a  share  in  which  he  was  invited,  he  unfortunatdj 
was  not  withheld,  by  a  sort  of  natural  horror  which  the 
others  had  found  irresistible,  and  which  even  he  could 
not  liave  altogether  escaped — from  insisting  ia  the 
strongest  terms  upon  the  necessity  and  duty  of  least- 
ance  against  the  heretical  government  of  their  cQznmoa 
country. 

His  mind  in  fact  pictured  a  general  rising  throughout  , 
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ihe  kingdom,  like  that  of  the  North  in  Queen  Elizabeth's 
days;  he  liad  not  the  slightest  suspicion  of  the  real 
xiatuie  of  the  enterprise  resolved  upon. 

Gatesby  now  entered:  he,  too,  was  a  tall  and  lofty 
figure,  and  his  countenance  was  strong  and  energetic; 
but  how  different  were  these  two  conspirators  from  eacli 
otlier. 

The  one  a  gloomy^  bigoted  fanatic,  with  few  ideas , 
and  those  of  the  most  imcompromising  nature.  The 
other,  of  a  mind  all  genius  and  intelligence,  and  of  a 
Bennbility  the  most  acute — a  questioner  of  all  things; 
doubting,  hesitating,  agitated  by  those  doubts  which 
will  perplex  a  man  capable  of  viewing  a  question  in  all 
ito  bearings  ;  yet,  once  resolved,  as  daring  in  his  con- 
tempt of  means  as  the  old  war-hardened  veteran  of 
the  Spanish  bands. 

The  door  opens — see  Gatesby  enter;  see  Fawkes  turn 
xoimd  in  his  walk,  stride  along  the  floor,  and  lock  the 
hand  of  the  other  in  his  iron  grasp.  Both  men  had  the 
highest  esteem  for  each  other;  the  energy  and  resolution 
of  thdr  characters,  were  understood  by  a  sort  of  mute 
sympathy. 

"  You  are  welcome  to  England,  Mr.  Fawkes,"  said 
Gatesby;  **  I  did  not  deceive  myself  in  my  impression 
that  when  a  gallant  enterprise  was  on  foot,  we  miglit 
depend  upon  your  co-operation — ^but  what  news  from 
the  Spaniard,  Winter  ?*  as  Mr.  Winter  rising  from  his 
fleat,  came  forward,  ''  may  we  find  reason  to  hope  that 
our  object  can  be  attained  peaceably  imder  the  protection 
of  a  friend,  such  as  his  majesty  of  Spain  hath  ever 
proved  to  the  English  CathoUc?" 

K  2 
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'^  His  majesty  of  Spain  is  no  longer  the  great  and 
Tcsolute  Philip,  son  of  Charles,"  said  Mr.  Fawkes, 
^'  the  unsparing  adversary  of  heresy,  and  advocate  of 
Christ's  church  and  the  glory  of  Grod,  by  fire  and 
sword." 

'^  The  English  Catholics  most  look  around  for  another 
friend,"  said  Winter.  ''  I  saw  the  constable  as  jtm 
desired,  Catesby;  I  met  with  abundance  of  fineconr* 
tesies,  but  I  could  not  even  obtain  good  words — chetp 
as  that  commodity  usually  is  in  the  mouths  of  state* 
men.  Assurances  of  good  will,  if  those  be  good 
words,  I  had,  but  his  reliance  upon  his  majesty,  Ejng 
James's  justice  and  clemency,  it  seems  is  such,  that  he 
cannot  do  better  for  his  Catholic  friends,  in  England^ 
than  recommend  them  to  the  tender  mercy  of  their  oim 
sovereign." 

Fire  flashed  in  the  eye  of  Catesby,  but  he  suppressed 
any  demonstration  of  feeling. 

**  I  understand,"  said  he,  after  a  few  seconds  of  ie» 
flection;  *' what  the  Spaniard  desires,  at  present,  is 
peace  with  this  country;  and  the  Catholics,  bound  hand 
and  foot,  are  to  be  thrown  into  the  king's  hands  as  a 
earnest  of  his  good  faith !  But  what  said  the  Arch* 
duke?  you  saw  him?" 

^'  Much  the  same;  he  acknowledged  that  his  govenh 
ment  was  so  desirous  of  peace,  that  nothing  whidi 
could  in  any  way  retard  the  impending  negotiatiooB 
could  be  listened  to.  He  exhorted  us  to  patience,  and 
enlarged  upon  the  excellent  disposition  of  our  oeir 
king." 

•'  Humph,"  said  Catesby. 
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Hien  turaing  away  and  addressing  Fawkes, 

**  It  18  weQ — ^we  must  henceforward  rely  upon  our- 
•elTes." 

«*  Upon  ourselves,  and  the  mighty  arm  of  God^ 
the  avenger,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Mr.  Catesby,"  continued  Fawkes,  "  you  have  long 
known  my  thoughts  in  this  matter;  I  ever  mistrusted 
these  pacific  measures,  this  temporizing  with  atheists 
and  heretics.  There  is  but  one  way — I  have  ever 
believed — ^to  deal  with  the  enemies  of  God:  the  sword 
of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon." 

A  strange  mysterious  expression  stole  over  the  coun- 
tenance of  Catesby  as  he  spoke, 

"  When  a  town  is  beleaguered,"  he  said,  "  men  first 
make  a  breach  in  the  defences,  and  then  they  draw  the 
sword — is  it  not  so?  There  may  be  certain  measures 
necessary  before  a  general  rising  would  be  useful  or 
possible:  there  may  be  measures  which  would  render 
success  certain,  and  failure  impossible." 

"Whatever  measures  have  suggested  themselves  to 
Mr.  Catesby,"  said  Fawkes,  with  a  soldierly  sort  of 
salute,  such  as  men  give  to  a  superior  officer,  *'  I  for 
one  shall  be  ready  to  adopt  them.  My  confidence  in  his 
talents  and  energy  is  xmlimited;  I  am  here  to  be  as  a 
mere  arquebusse  in  his  hands;  a  passive  weapon  of 
oflfence  or  defence,  to  be  made  use  of  as  he  shall  in- 
itract  me. 

Catesby  and  Winter  exchanged  glances  of  satis- 
fitttion. 

"  Upon  one  principle  my  mind  is  made  up,"  con- 
tinned  Mr.  Fawkes,  *'  that  every  mode  of  war&re  is  le- 
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gitimate,  employed  in  a  cause  so  holy,  and  against 
enemy  so  detestable,  both  in  the  eyes  of  Grod  and 
When  we  war  against  powers  and  principalities^ 
the  rulers  of  darkness  in  high  places,  any  means 
accounted  justifiable — any  species  of  offisndye  waifioe^^ 
honourable." 

*'  Mr.  Fawkes,  you  do  not  disappoint  the  hc^  X 
had  entertained  of  you/^  said  Catesby,  taking  and 
pressing  his  iron  hand  once  more,  '^  I  thank  you,  six:. 
This,"  he  continued,  '^is,  however,  a  solemn  boaiiiesB; 
we  are  on  the  eve  of  agreat  enterprise,  undertaken  at  an 
enormous  cost ;  let  us  begin  it  as  Christian  gentkm^i 
and  soldiers  should.    Bind  ourselves  by  a  sacred  oaftb 
of  secrecy,  to  be  true  and  faithful  to  each  other;  and 
receive  the  blessed  sacrament  upon  our  promise  to  de- 
vote life  and  estate  to  this  great  purpose.     After  that, 
you  shall  be  made  acquainted  with  the  plot,  more  SD^ 
detail." 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  low  knock  at  the  outer  door* 
Bates  opened  it,  and  a  gentleman  was  heard  to  enter 
the  house ;  presently  the  door  handle  of  the  room  i^ 
which  they  were  assembled  turned. 

**  Come  in,  whoever  you  may  be,"  said  Mr.  Catesby* 

The  door  opened,  and  Thomas  Piercy  appeared.  U^ 
was  a  tall  man  with  high  cheek  bones,  hooked  nos^ 
and  a  strange  and  somewhat  forbidding  cast  of  ooms^ 
tenance;  his  eyes  somewhat  prominent,  rolled  round  i^ 
a  disagreeable  manner  ;  and  his  hair  being  snow  whit^*^ 
he  had  the  appearance  of  a  man  older  than  he  really 
was.     He  had  not  that  courtly  aspect  whidi  seem  prcx^ 
perly  to  have  belonged  to  a  kinsman  of  the  nobleDuk^ 
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of  Northumberland,  a  gentleman  pensioner  of  the  guard, 
and  fieqnenter  of  the  court  of  Queen  Elizabeth:  there 
irBfl  something  rough  and  abrupt  in  his  tones  and  ges- 
tures, which  contrasted  unfavourably  with  the  appear- 
ance ather  of  Catesby  or  Winter.  *  Honest  Tom'  the 
former  was  accustomed  to  call  him;  for  he  loved  the 
downrightness  of  Piercy's  character.  A  man,  wlio 
never,  to  use  the  vulgar  phrase,  minced  a  matter  ;  but 
spoke  out  and  to  the  purpose,  whatever  that  purpose 
might  be. 

After  an  exchange  of  the  usual  salutations,  and  a  few 
inquiries  had  been  made  and  satisfied  as  to  the  expec- 
tations that  might  be  entertained  with  regard  to 
asmstance  from  the  Spaniard — mingled  with  simdry  ex- 
pressions of  contempt  and  dissatisfaction  with  respect 
to  the  conduct  of  both  governments,  but  more  especially 
their  own: 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  Picrcy,  in  his  usual  abrupt 
manner,  '*  arc  we  always  to  talk  and  never  to  act?  For 
myself,  I  could  be  well  contented  to  execute  justice 
myself  upon  this  Scotch  liar,  who,  not  contented  with 
compromising  his  ovm  honour,  has  cast  a  stain  upon 
mine,  by  showing  me  up  as  a  betrayer  of  the  interests  of 
my  own  party,  to  whom  I  stood  pledged  for  his 
scoundrel  promises.  What  say  you,  Catesby?  Shall 
.execution  be  done?  I  would  (touching  the  hilt  of  his 
poignard)  as  soon  pass  this  dagger  through  his  base 
Scotch  heart,  as  cut  the  side  of  a  venison  pasty.  What 
say'st  thou,  man?  Shall  execution  be  done?  Speak, 
Robert  Catesby,  what  art  pondering  on?" 

**  No,  no,  Tom" — said  Catesby.  **  What's  one  man? 
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His  son  would  be  leady  to  slip  into  the  &tlier'8  yacant 
chair,  and  say  that  vile  renegade  Cecil — say  that  mtr- 
ried    pretensed  bishop   Bancroft,    were  made    away 
with — think  you  numbers  might  not  easily  be  finmd, 
members  of  a  lying  priesthood,  or  a  debauched  nobility- 
ready  to  carry  on  the  system?    No,  no,  Piercy,  I  hate 
a  better  plan  than  that  in  this  head  of  mine.    So  be  it 
you  are  ready  to  join  heart  and  hand,  with  a  set  of 
honest  gentlemen  whom  oppression  has  rendered  db* 
perate,  and  who  are  determined  upon  revenge." 

**  I  am  glad,"  was  Kercy's  reply,  "  that  the  noUe 
heart  of  Catesby  rings  true  to  his  party  and  his  ooontiy. 
Robert,  I  know  thee  well — whatever  thon  hast  planned, 
will  be  above  the  common.  I  am  thy  slave  thouknowest 
of  old — my  life  I  hold  at  a  penny  fee,  my  estate  is 
but  th  e  yoimger  son  of  a  yoimger  brother's  inheritance, 
but  were  I  the  heir  of  Northumberland,  I  wouU 
peril  all  in  any  enterprise  of  thine.  Thou  knowest  I 
would,  Catesby — thou  knowest  that  I  love  thee.  Do 
what  thou  wilt  with  Piercy,  his  heart  was  ever  thine,  ana 
his  sword  a  t  thy  command." 

**  I  may  need  more  than  thy  sword,  Piercy,"  said 
Catesby,  the  dark  expression  again  overcasting  his  coun- 
tenance. "  I  may  demand  more  than  it  can  enter  into 
thy  heart  to  conceive.  Take  back  thy  words  if  they 
were  pledged  too  hastily:  for  I  shall  tax  thy  friendship* 
it  may  be  too  far." 

"  Were  it  to  toil  chained  at  the  oar— or  in  the  bowd^ 
of  the  earth,  deep  plimged  in  the  darksomest  mine,  *• 
could  do  it  for  thee,  Robert." 

"  The  mine !— ha  r 
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**  Aye,  Kke  the  poor  Indian  they  tell  of— for  I  am 
mmk  in  my  own  opinion,  by  thus  having  lent  myself  as 
bait  to  the  trap  which  has  caught  my  party;  and  any 
slavish  part,  so  it  be  in  the  service  of  the  cause,  is  only 
too  good  for  Tom  Piercy." 

Gitesby  crossed  the  room,  seized  his  hand,  and  said — 
"  Let  it  be  to-morrow  then.  To-morrow,  gentlemen — 
jou  all  know  the  lone  house  in  the  fields,  at  the  back  of 
St.  Clement's  Inn,  which  our  reverend  fathers  are  wont 
to  inhabit  when  in  London.  It  is  secret  and  secure — ^it 
lias  never  been  foiled  by  the  least  suspicion.  At  eleven 
o'clock  to-morrow  night,  these  streets  may  be  securely 
traversed.  There  let  us  meet;  Thomas,  we  have  agreed 
for  our  mutual  security,  that  before  the  purpose  be  re- 
vealed, an  oath  of  scci^pcy  shall  be  taken,  and  confirmed 
by  the  holy  sacrament  upon  it.  The  reverend  father  in 
God,  Gerard,  acting  under  the  authority  of  our  Father 
Provincial,  will  be  ready  to  administer  the  blessed  mys- 
tery. At  the  back  of  St.  Clement's  Inn  then,  and 
to-morrow,  an  hour  before  midnight." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

**  Oh,  holy  night  I  with  what  pure  dignity 
Walk'st  thoa  thy  yigil  throng^  the  fftany  air; 
When  winds  no  longer  whispering^hreeaeB  die, 
And  sleep  and  silence  watch  this  world  of  care." 

All  was  profoundly  still;  not  one  single  doud  ob- 
scured the  deep  serene  of  the  immeasurable  depths  of 
air.  The  stars  shining  in  all  their  glory  spangled  tlie 
mighty  face  of  heaven,  eternal  eyes  keeping  watdi  ovc^ 
the  slumbering  world;  not  a  breath  was  stirring,  bnt 
every  herb,  and  flower,  and  tree,  were  sleeping  motion- 
less in  the  dew  of  that  most  lovely  night  Thiougli 
the  narrow  lanes  enclosed  with  high  hawthorn  hedges 
now  in  full  bloom,  and  breathing  sweetness;  under  the 
shade  of  the  magnificent  oaks  and  elms  which  shot  their 
broad  branches  across  the  path,  while  the  stars  glitteiw 

• 

and  glistened  in  calm  splendour  above,  and  nature  id 
all  her  glad  beneficence  breathed  peace  on  earth  beneath; 
these  unhappy  men,  wrapped  in  their  dark  cloaks,  were 
advancing  separately  with  stealthy  pace  to  the  solitary 
house  in  the  fields  at  the  back  of  St.  Clement's  bD» 
which  had  been  agreed  upon  as  the  place  of  rendeZ't}(^ 

It  was  not  without  emotion  that  he,  the  prime  leader, 
the  Satan  of  this  dread  conspiracy, — looked  above,  and 
aroimd,  and  received  the  painful,  yet  awful  influences 
of  the  hour,  upon  his  susceptible  imagination. 

Like  that    of  his  dread  antitype,  his  eye  showed 
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rigns  of  lemorae  and  pasdon — ' '  and  care  sat  on  his  faded 
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The  soft  influences  of  the  hour  fell  upon  him — all  so 
peaceful,  tranquil,  and  still — ^the  very  spirit  of  that  in- 
effiible  love  which  fills  the  wide  extended  universe,  dif- 
fbsBiig  itself  on  all  things  round. 

And  what  a  heQ  within  his  breast 

What  a  blast  I — what  a  storm  I— what  a  wild  de- 
Btmction ! — what  a  massacre  of  guilty  and  innocent ! — of 
hoary  old  age !  vigorous  manhood !  virgin  beauty  and 
mfknt  smiles!  All  within  was  a  dreadful  confusion  of 
daughter  and  crime  ;  all  without,  reposing  beauty  and 
nugestic  order.  As  the  stars,  those  mighty  watchers, 
walhed  in  their  silent  courses — while  aU  the  busy  race 
of  men  lay  sunk  in  silent  repose. 

He  walked  slowly  along,  wrapped  from  head  to  foot 
in  the  folds  of  his  long  Spanish  cloak,  and  with  the  flap 
of  his  hat  pulled  low  over  his  contracted  brow  ;  no 
kmger  with  the  bold,  energetic  bearing  of  the  fearless 
Bobert,  but  creeping  stealthily  along,  with  the  footstep 
of  the  midnight  assassin. 

Oh,  foul  conspiracy ! 


From  time  to  time  he  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  where  the 
pale  and  beautiful  planet  was  slowly  sinking  in  the 
'West ;  at  times  he  gazed  upon  the  glittering  wheels  of 
the  mighty  northern  wain  slowly  traversing  the  sky ; 
on  the  glittering  hosts  of  heaven,  shining  in  uncounted 
nambers  over  head.  Then  mingling  as  in  a  dream, 
.came  over  his  spirit  the  vision  of  one  clad  in  white  robes 
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with  long  and  flowing  hair,  and  eye  and  geBtme  as  oft 
seraph,  and  the  innocent  passion  of  those  dayaof  ardeot 
resolution  and  sinless  love  seemed  revived.  He  saw  her, 
the  loved,  the  lost;  again  he  thought  of  a  h<xneiendefei 
a  holy  paradise  of  love  with  her ;  again  that  dream  of 
prattling  voices,  of  music,  woods,  and  breezy  fields  camo 
over  him;  and  then  he  recollected  who  he  was,  and  tx 
what  purpose  he  came  there,  and  his  clenched  fist  strode 
against  his  breast  as  he  strode  rapidly  <Miward  to  die 
fearful  place  of  meeting. 

It  was  a  low  obscure  house,  standing  at  the  end  of 
one  of  those  deep,  close  lanes  which  were  so  nanow  is 
only  to  admit  the  passage  of  a  horse  or  beast  of  bmden. 
It  was  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  thickets  of  underwood 
which  completely  hid  it  from  the  eye  of  any  one  over- 
looking the  country;  and  before  it  lay  a  small  green 
with  a  little  clear,  sparkling  brook  running  rapidly  and 
glittering  in  the  starlight;  tall  trees  stood  in  the  hedge- 
rows, and  overtopped  the  underwood  around;  and  the 
voice  of  the  screech  owl  like  that  of  some  one  lamenting 
and  crying  for  help,  broke  at  intervals  upon  the  ear. 
The  rest  was  in  perfect  silence. 

The  door  was  fastened  within ;  but  at  a  weU-known 
signal  it  was  opened  by  a  very  ancient  woman,  dresBed 
according  to  the  country  fiishion  of  the  day,  but  ^ 
whose  appearance  something  quite  imlike  the  ufloal 
character  of  a  country  woman's  countenance  might  b* 
detected;  her  features  were  high  and  delicate,  her  eye 
large  and  noble,  and  her  cheek,  faded  as  it  was,  w 
retained  the  traces  of  extraordinary  beauty;  there  i'*' 
something  also  in  the  disposition  of  her  head  gear  whicb 
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leminded  you  of  the  religious  orders,  to  one  of  which, 
like  Mother  Anne,  she  had  in  truth  belonged. 

At  the  dispersion  she,  like  so  many  others  in  the  same 
ntuation,  had  continued  to  live  a  recluse  in  the  busy 
"world  to  which  she  had  been  restored,  and  had,  upon 
the  arrival  of  the  Jesuits  and  seminary  priests  upon  the 
island,  devoted  herself  to  their  service.  The  keeping 
these  lone  houses  for  their  use  was  one  in  which  they 
rendered  great  assistance  to  their  party ;  their  obscurity 
rendering  them  secure  asylums  to  which  they  could  re- 
treat when  any  pressing  search  was  made  among  the 
hotuses  known  to  belong  to  the  Catholic  gentry. 

Catesby  saluted  the  ancient  dame  in  silence,  and  en- 
tered. She  closed  the  door  noiselessly  after  him,  and 
with  his  assistance,  lifting  a  heavy  bar,  carefully  ad- 
justed the  screw  which  fastened  it. 

When  this  was  done, 

"  Father  Gerard  is  here?"  asked  Catesby. 

"  Yes,  sb." 

"  And  all  things  in  readiness?' 

"  AU." 

"  The  rest  are  come?' 

"  Four  of  them." 

"  Right — where  are  they?" 

She  made  a  motion  of  her  hand  and  pointed  to  a  low 
door  of  black  oak  at  the  farther  end  of  the  small  hall 
or  entry ;  he  advanced,  and  lifting  up  the  latch  entered 
the  apartment.  It  was  a  small  room,  oak  wainscotted, 
and  without  the  slightest  relief  of  ornament;  at  one  side 
was  a  second  arched  door;  in  the  centre  of  the  room 
stood  a  heavy  carved  table  on  which  lay  a  black  bound 
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primer,  on  each  side  of  which  stood  two  candleetkb 
containing  large  holy  candles  sach  as  ace  used  in  Ao 
solemn  Catholic  ceremonies,  and  a  richly  chased  anlqae 
silver  gilt  cup  filled  with  holy  water. 

Mr.  Winter,  Mr.  Kercy,  Mr.  Wright,  Bfc.  Faniei, 
were  already  assembled,  and  stood  in  a  sort  of  awe-strode 
expectation,  leaning  against  the  wall  in  difietent  atti- 
tudes. Their  tall  figures  (for  Mr.  Yiestcj  and  Mci 
Fawkes  were  remarkably  tall,  and  the  other  men  aboie 
the  ordinary  size,)  were  wrapped  in  their  long  VUk 
cloaks,  their  large  rapiersprotruded,  and  their  flapped  nd 
high-crowned  Spanish  hats  were  pulled  over  their  q^L 

They  looked,  as  in  truth  they  were,  like  daik,  mid' 
night  conspirators  arrayed  for  some  fearfiil  design ;  nJ 
the  grave  expression  of  each  gloomy  countenance  gjsn 
a  certain  awfiil  solemnity  to  the  scene,  as-  the  light  bca 
the  two  large  candles  fell  in  bright  masses  on  tbeir 
faces,  leaving  the  remoter  parts  of  the  room  in  heevy 
shadow.  Catcsby,  with  a  face  firom  which  the  wann 
colour  had  long  departed,  and  which  was  now  of  an 
ashy  paleness,  passed  his  hand  to  each  one  of  the  gen- 
tlemen in  turns  ;  he  then  walked  to  the  low  cascmented 
window,  shook  it  as  if  to  examine  the  &stening8,  and 
listened  for  a  few  seconds,  but  all  was  silent  widwwt; 
he  could  only  hear  the  thick  breathings  of  his  compa- 
nions. 

He  returned  to  the  table;  and  taking  up  the  pnmert 
sprinkled  it  with  holy  water  fix>m  the  vase,  and  hdd  xt 
forward;  and  then,  one  by  one,  the  conspinUXB  tf 
proached  the  table,  kneeled  down,  and  Gatesby  adsn- 
nistered  the  fearfiil  oath  of  secrecy;  each  man  leoi^^ 
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it  in  his  tarn,  laying  his  hand  upon  the  primer,  and 
then  rifling  resumed  his  attitude  of  mute  attention, 
leaning  against  the  walL 

The  ceremony  over,  Gatesby  took  Piercy  by  the  cloak, 
18  did  Wright  and  Winter  by  Fawkes,  and  in  a  low, 
erhispeiing  voice,  rendered  hollow  and  faltering  by  their 
amotions,  revealed  the  dreadM  purpose  of  the  con- 
ipiiacy. 

Fawkes,  it  is  believed,  met  the  avowal  with  the 
jveatest  hardihood.  Piercy,  deeply  offended  as  he  was 
by  the  manner  in  which  the  king  had  treated  him,  and 
little  accustomed  to  scruples,  yet  shuddered  at  the  dread- 
bl  zecitaL  He,  like  Winter,  looked  upon  it  at  first 
irith  natural  abhorrence,  and  it  required  much  reasoning 
on  the  part  of  Gatesby  to  reconcile  him  to  the  idea. 
The  arguments  used  need  not  be  repeated  here;  the 
lophistry  of  the  casuists — ^belonging  principally  to  the 
order  of  St.  Ignatius,  is  accessible  to  aU  those  who  de- 
sire to  learn  for  themselves,  to  what  extent  the  perver- 
Bon  of  holy  things  to  imholy  purposes  has  been  carried. 

Strange  to  say,  Gatesby,  though  he  had  himself 
required  so  much  persuasion  to  reconcile  his  conscience 
to  the  commission  of  so  fearful  a  crime,  argued  the 
matter  with  Piercy  as  earnestly  as  if  his  own  convictions 
had  never  wavered.  He  succeeded  in  bringing  him 
Ofver  to  his  wishes,  partly  by  the  effect  of  those  max- 
ims then  at  the  service  of  any  one  who  had  reasons  for 
|iKfi<ling  the  himian  conscience,  but  more  by  the  effect 
of  his  own  extraordinary  personal  influence  over  his 
fiQend8;who  one  and  aU  agreed  in  assigning  as  the  main 
season  for  theif  entering  into  this  accursed  plot,  the 
great  love  and  reverence  they  bore  to  Mr.  Gatesby. 
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The  assurance  that  the  spiritual  fathers  whom  he  hid 
consulted  had  approved  of  the  scheme,  and  that  one  of 
them  was  at  this  very  moment  waiting  in  an  adjoining 
room  to  administer  the  holy  sacrament  in  confirmatkn 
of  their  purposes,  had  also  very  considerable  efl^  in 
outweighing  the  scruples  of  Mr.  Piercy. 

In  whatever  manner  convinced,  it  appears,  howerer, 
as  in  the  case  of  Winter,  that  once  resolved,  he  wv 
not  again  visited  with  misgivings  upon  tlie  subject* 

After  about  half-an-hour  thus  spent,  the  door  at  die 
further  end  of  the  room  opened,  and  the  droning  vabe 
of  the  serpent  as  the  mass  was  about  to  begin,  was  heiid. 
Led  by  Catesby  and  Winter,  the  gentlemen  enteiei 
another  small  apartment,  where  a  temporary  altar  was 
erected;  the  room  was  low,  and  lighted  by  the  ox 
candles  upon  the  sacred  table,  which  was  arranged  in 
the  humblest  manner  consistent  with  the  services  of  the 
religion. 

The  five  gentlemen,  kneeling  side  by  ride  upon  tbc 
steps  of  the  altar,  received  the  host  with  the  deepest 
reverence,  and  then  rising,  returned  in  silence  to  the 
apartment  they  had  quitted. 

Mr.  Gerard,  who  had  now  put  aridc  his  ceremoDkl 
robes,  soon  followed  them ;  before  he  entered  it,  how- 
ever, the  religious  woman  had  withdrawn  the  primer, 
the  vase,  and  the  holy  candles,  and  a  single  lamp  wtf 
alone  burning  upon  the  table.  Nothing  in  short  re* 
mained  which  could  connect  the  Jesuit  with  the  cere- 
mony of  the  oath. 

Father  Grerard  was  a  small,  well-made  little  man,  yni^ 
a  pair  of  remarkably  bright  piercing  eyes,  and  a  coon- 
tenance^n,  as  the  French  would  say,  but  pleasant  ti^ 
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engaging.  He  entered  cheerfully  into  conversation,  as 
if  hiB  heart  were  entirely  free  from  the  weight  of  that 
&tal  secret  which  oppressed  the  others— or^  as  it  should 
zather  be  said,  attempted  to  enter  into  conversation,  for 
his  guests  were  moody  and  thoughtful,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Wright,  who  talked  away  in  his  usual  rough, 
coarse  manner^  apparently  indifferent  to  what  had  just 
passed.  The  father^  with  the  good  breeding  common 
to  those  of  his  order,  employed  himself  in  doing  the 
honours  of  his  poor  house  as  he  called  it;  pressing  the 
gentlemen  to  be  seated,  and  to  taste  a  gloss  of  sack 
or  wine  before  supper,  which  would  be  served  in  a  few 
minutes. 

But  they  all  refused,  and  continued  to  walk  up  and 
down  the  room,  now  and  then  exchanging  a  sentence 
or  two,  but  their  thoughts,  it  was  evident,  were  far 
otiherwise  engaged. 

Presently  one  of  the  boys  who  had  attended  at  the 
mass,  dressed  in  a  short,  full  jerkin,  little  knee-brecchcs> 
Iiigh  shoes,  falling  collar,  and  leathern  belt,  the  usual 
dress  of  young  boys  at  that  time,  announced  that  supper 
was  ready.  And  the  gentlemen  were  ushered  by  the  priest 
into  the  comfortable  little  room,  where  stood  a  table  lios- 
pitably  spread  Several  bottles  of  wine  were  on  the 
table,  and  tall  Rhenish  glasses,  with  their  long  and 
dender  stems,  set  as  at  present  before  every  cover.  The 
table-cloth  was  of  the  most  delicate  texture — the  dishes 
of  silver — ^the  plates  of  treen,  but  elegantly  cut. 

At  the  polite  entreaty  of  their  host,  the  five  gentle- 
men sat  down,  but  to  eat  seemed  impossible.     One  or 

VOL.  II.  L 
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two  glasses  of  wine  lliey  hastily  swallowed,  for  dieir 
throats  were  parched,  and  their  lips  Uack  and  diy; 
that  is  to  say,  again  with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Wng^ 
and,  indeed,  of  Mr.  Fawkes.    Mr.  Wnght  eat,  druki 
and  pledged  the  priest  as  usual.    Mr.  Fawkes,  whose 
habits  were  to  the  last  degree  abstemious,  swaOowed 
some   morsels  of  bread,  and  one  huge   bumper  of 
wine. 

The  priest  eat  sparingly,  but  drank  a  good  deal  of 
ithe  wine;  and  finding  it  vain  to  attempt  to  rouse  tbe 
spirits  of  his  guests,  soon  rose  firom  table. 

They  now  all  rose  to  take  leave,  for  there  seined  ft 
general  desire  to  separate.  They  resumed  their  kog 
cloaks,  hats,  and  rapiers,  of  which  they  had  disen* 
cumbered  themselves  before  entering  the  chapel;  a»d 
bidding  the  priest  adieu,  and  silently  wringing  hsnis 
one  with  another,  mounted  their  horses,  and  without 
further  colloquy  rode  severally  away. 


During  the  absence  of  Mr.  Winter  in  Fkiitor 
Catesby  had  employed  himself  in  malnTig  inquiries  fiv 
a  house  adjacent  to  the  houses  of  Parliament,  fioiD 
which  the  mine  might  be  carried  out  One  of  p^ 
considerable  size,  which  abutted  against  one  of  tbe  j 
walls,  belonging  to  Whyniard,  a  person  holding  sofl* 
insignificant  employment  about  the  palace,  was  pltcM 
upon  by  Bates,  Catesby's  servant 

It  was  now  in  the  possession  of  a  man  called  Fein^ 
Piercy,  whose  employment  as  gentleman  persuiver,  W 
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him  to  be  much  about  the  court,  was  commissioned 

to  obtain  this,  as  it  lay  convenicntlj  for  him,  and  his 

poBsesmon  of  it  would  excite  no  suspicion.    The  house 

at  Lambeth,  occupied  by  Catesby,  which  was  at  no 

great  distance  firom  the  river,  was  selected  as  a  proper 

place  wherein  to  collect  the  necessary  stores,  and  where 

it  would  be  easy  to  convey  them  by  night  across  the 
river. 

Mr.  Fawkes,  whose  face  was  not  known  about  town, 
assumed,  as  will  be  remembered,  the  name  of  Johnson, 
and  personated  a  servant  of  Piercy's.  The  house,  not 
without  considerable  difficulty,  was  at  last  obtained; 
and  the  gentlemen  had  repeated  meetings  at  different 
places,  in  order  to  concert  their  future  measures.  Having 
learned,  however,  that  Parliament  was  prorogued  till 
the  ensuing  February,  1604-5,  aware  of  the  increased 
chance  of  discovery  to  which  a  commencement  of  the 
work  earlier  than  was  absolutely  necessary,  would 
expose  them,  and  probably  not  sorry  to  delay  their 
fatal  undertaking,  they  resolved  to  separate,  and 
betake  themselves  to  their  various  coimtry  houses; 
meeting  as  little  as  was  possible  in  the  interim,  and 
avoiding  even  the  slightest  allusion  by  letter  to  their 
conspiracy* 

In  the  meantime,  a  person  named  Robert  Keyes,  the 
son  of  a  Protestant  clergyman,  had  been  admitted  into 
the  plot.  He  appears  to  have  been  a  person  of  obscure 
condition,  and  was  the  only  one  among  the  conspirators 
whose  fortunes  were  at  a  low  ebb:  for  though  the 
funds  provided  by  Robert  Catesby  and  the  others  were 
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Mr.  Catosby  had  not  thought  it  proper  to  acquaint  his 
mother  with  the  design.  Fanatic,  revengeful,  devoted 
to  the  church  as  she  was,  there  was  yet  something  so 
violent  and  ungovemed  in  her  temper  and  feelings,  that 
lie  feared  she  might,  imder  the  influence  of  any  excite- 
ment, be  led  to  cast  out  distant  hints  at  leasts  which 
might  lead  to  dangerous  surmises:  he  bore,  therefore, 
all  the  irritating  and  exasperating  sarcasms  in  which  she 
indulged  at  his  supineness  and  indifference,  in  obsti- 
nate silence,  and  thus  only  angered  her  the  more. 
They  had  never  been  upon  happy  terms,  this  stern 
mother  and  this  determined  son  ;  and  now  every  hour 
seemed  still  further  to  alienate  them  from  each  other. 

The  two  poor  little  boys,  moping  in  melancholy 
silence  about  the  house  and  the  dull  and  gloomy 
garden,  obtained  very  little  of  his  attention;  his  time 
was  chiefly  spent  in  reading  those  books  of  casuistry 
published  by  the  Jesuits — Suarcz,  Bellarminc,  Escobar, 
&c.  &c.,  in  which  palliation,  excuse,  defence,  and  even 
inducement  may  be  found  held  out  for  every  crime. 

Ambrose,  the  old  serving-man,  and  Bates,  his  son,  were 
alone  entrusted  with  the  secret  of  Mr.  Fawkes'  residence 
in  the  gate-house;  by  them  he  was  supplied  with  food 
and  other  necessaries;  and  late  in  the  evening,  through 
the  dusky  twilight,  the  trembling  children  from  their 
aurseiy  window  might  descry  a  tall  dark  figure,  in 
company  with  their  awful  father,  slowly  perambulating 
the  terrace  in  the  centre  of  the  garden. 

Their  terrified  imaginations  filled  with  all  sorts  of 
fantastical  images  of  good  and  bad  angels,  devils,  and 


x^  15  CKT  bdidd  that  ap- 


sad  Tuuabed  m  t 
of  enlyk 


K-r*4 


T:T^^^^rl-^ 


■:  ^1 


n:,  ^ 


C^ascn-  od  Frake&»  sated  in  tk 

would  ducas 

^^  t})e  luzing  of 

^:    :  ri^t   cn£  ixif  Tort^bfise  :c  i  £iz^  gunpowder, 

^  T":.r-!  iiifir  -rrrgnmoig  ^iiii  tt=£t:s  them  to  bdiere 

thebloodieat 

1  be  readHj  sop- 
me  gradnillj 

n   iT:    iJL'i  z::!?:  lii'iLTSiic'i  i:  'll-:-  iiea  of  Lis  plot; and 
n-  ■-:    LI.-1   r:«:c:    iLriiii:L»i^£  iCiiziS  liose  compnncdoos 
"f'-r'r^r^j.  ▼:.«.!  'mi  lz  £z?:  cocisicaed  such  doubts  and 
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v::.  Tirfs-ssLT^  lZ  *i*  T:rr;Di2A-<  aad  habits  of  a  soldier 
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ZT».  r  :jjf  z::s^  jraf.  'rxurnariiks  o:  war  with  perfect  oool- 
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m :  ^r,  r«£r.i-ir«5  iJii:i  eiiier  his  casuistical  books  or  the  s^ 
cre:iii5:ijii:::i5  :f  Game:  or  Tesmond  to  accustom  him 
to  LT.e  i^T?a-  lie  began  to  look  upon  it  in  much  the  same 
h^hi  as  sonce  Caihoiic?  have  learned  to  look  upon  the 
horrible  massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew,  when  they  call 
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it '  the  battle  of  Paris !'  Hearing  Mr.  Fawkes  plan  the 
miiie,  calculate  expansiye  forces,  resistances;  talk  of  the 
€GBcavations  at  the  si^e  of  Antwerp ;  and  of  this  project 
pcecisely  as  if  of  the  same  description ;  it  will  not  sur« 
prise  an  observer  of  human  nature,  to  find  how  far  the 
Toioe  of  conscience  was  stifled. 

Great  is  the  power  of  names  in  e&cing  the  true 
chaiacter  of  deeds. 

**  And  why  is  my  poor  Fabian  so  melancholy?"  said 
the  kind  and  gentle  Evelyn,  ''  look  up,  boy;  why  it  is 
days  since  one  saucy  sentence  hath  passed  thy  lips. 
What  is  it,  poor  youth?  Nay,  for  that  matter,  we  are 
all  sad  enough;  but  thou  shouldst  have  a  little  nonsense 
under  thy  cap  and  bells,  to  make  my  noble  husband 
anile." 

**  Madam,"  said  the  Jester,  whose  pale  cheek  and 
faded  eye  spoke  the  anxiety  of  his  mind,  "  I  have  told 
you  that  my  vocation  was  ended;  the  fool's  coat  serves 
me  no  longer,  the  voice  of  the  jester  is  about  to  be 
olenced  in  the  miseries  of  those  of  the  ancient  religion, 
the  long  age  of  tears  is  come.  Turn  me  out,  madam," 
said  he,  attempting  to  smile,  but  it  was  a  sad  and  bitter 
smile,  *'  and  hie  thee  to  the  court,  to  provide  thyself 
with  another — motley  is  the  only  wear  there,  they 
leUme." 

**  I  will  have  nothing  from  that  bad  court,"  said  Evelyn, 
**  no,  not  even  a  fool;  and  I  will  not  part  with  thee,  my 
Fabian,  for  thou  art  rare  at  one  thing,  thou  canst 
take  the  hue  of  thy  company." 


168  FATHER  DABCT. 

^'  Madam,  it  must  needs  be,  that  he  should  be  of  die 
chameleon  older,  who  would  make  his  part  good  among 
his  betters;  but  the  hue  of  your  poor  reptile  is  daika 
than  that  of  the  field  he  traverses.  I  shall  only,**  said  h^ 
gravely,  **add  trouble  to  those  whose  troubles  will  come 
upon  them  ere  long;  let  me  go  home,  madam,  for  why 
shouldst  thou  grieve  for  the  poor  down?** 

"  Nay/*  said  she,  kindly,  **  I  will  share  thy  sorrow, 
Fabian,  for  hast  thou  not  ever  taken  part  in  mine?  My 
loy,  my  sorrow,  have  ever  met  an  answer  in  thy  heart, 
poor  fellow !  Hast  thou  not  joined  in  grief  with  me  over 
my  fathers  hallowed  coffin?  and  thy  tears  ofraptnie 
coursed  down  thy  cheeks  with  mine,  when  my  Eenelffl 
was  first  placed  in  his  father's  arms.  Tell  me,  boy, 
what  is  it  then?" 

The  jester's  face  grew  paler  and  paler,  till  his  lips 
were  almost  white,  and  then  he  said,  "  My  brother  was 
among  those  at  Manchester." 

*'  The  heavens  have  pity  upon  thee,  then,  poor 
fellow,"  said  she,  with  a  trembling  voice;  "for  it  was 
but  this  hour  ago,  that  my  husband,  half  smothered 
with  grief  and  indignation,  told  me  ...  " 

'*  That  their  doom  is  sealed — that  they  are  no  more, 
said  Fabian:  "  I  know  it." 

'*  Was  he  a  priest?"  whispered  Evelyn. 

'*No,  madam,  a  poor  simple  lay  man — only,  for  har- 
bouring of  a  priest,  and  sufiering  of  CathoUc  ceremO" 
nies  to  be  carried  on  in  his  house — hiding  of  *  Agnus  i&i 
and  certain  books,  which  touched,  indeed,  at  the  king** 
title ;  but  he  is  no  scholar,  poor  soul,  and  knew  not  wba^ 


FATHEB  DABCY.  169 

Staff  it  was  that  in  obedience  to  his  ghoetly  father  he  had 
aewed  in  the  mattress  of  his  bed ...  He  was  but  a  poor 
smpleton. — ^He  was  innocent  as  that  baby  there,"  point- 
ing to  the  cradle,  **  and  they  have  murdered  him." 

And  turning  his  face  to  the  wall,  he  sobbed  bitterly. 

The  tears  of  Evelyn  fell  fast  upon  her  bosom.  Sir 
Eyerard  had  that  morning  received  the  intelligence  of 
this  barbarous  execution.  Six  persons,  one  of  whom 
was  a  priest  and  the  others  lay  men,  had  been  a  few 
days  before  executed  under  the  penal  statutes  at  Man- 
chester. A  sacrifice  in  all  probability  on  the  part  of  the 
king  to  the  cruel  prejudices  of  the  high  church  party 
and  the  puritans;  whose  distrust  of  James,  in  spite  of 
the  unprincipled  breach  of  his  implied  promises,  seemed 
to  be  hourly  increasing.* 

This  was  the  most  shocking  of  all  those  judicial  pro- 
ceedings, upon  account  of  religion,  which  had  yet  oc- 
curred far  exceeding  in  severity  any  thing  done  in  the 
kte  queen's  reign.  None  but  those  convicted  of  treasons 
against  the  state,  had  ever  suffered  under  her  govern- 
ment; but  here  were  men  found  guilty  and  executed  for 
merely  having  harboured  Jesuits  and  priests  in  their 
houses,  without  any  evidence  of  treasonable  practices. 
However  dangerous  the  character  of  the  men  they  had 
concealed,  the  pimishment  so  far  exceeded  the  offence, 
that  it  raised  a  feeling  of  almost  universal  rage  and 
despair  among  the  Catholics.  More  especially  as  the 
peace  with  Spain  had  been  ratified  without  the  slight- 

*  See  a  letter  upon  this  subject  from  a  dignitary  of  the  church  in 
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est    remission    of  severitj    being  obtained  for  tfaeir 
party. 

They  could  not  disguise  from  themselves  that  th^ 
had  lost  their  only  protector,  when  Phillip  became 
an  ally  of  James.  They  now  looked  upon  themsdves  as 
abandoned  to  their  fate,  and  wholly  in  his  power;  and 
were  persuaded  that,  for  some  cause  or  other,  whatever 
his  secret  sentiments  might  be,  he  had  resolved  with  re- 
gard to  them^  upon  a  course  of  the  most  unmercifiil 
policy. 

Everard  had  received  the  intelligence  of  the  cruel 
execution,  with  an  indignation  which  he  found  it  im- 
possible to  control :  his  cheek  grew  pale  with  anger,  ba 
eye  darkened,  and  a  deep  feeling  of  resentment-4o 
which,  till  then,  he  had  been  a  stranger — ^glowed  within 
his  heart.  A  burning  thirst  for  retribution — for  it 
shall  not  be  called  the  thirst  for  vengeance — a  desire  to 
see  justice  executed  upon  those  cruel  murderers,  took 
possession  of  him.  Mingled  with  an  intense  wish, 
proper  to  a  character  so  benevolent,  so  made  up  of  love 
and  pity  as  his  was,  that  something  might  be  done^ 
something  at  least  attempted — to  wrest  from  the  govern- 
ment some  sanctions,  which  might  shelter  his  unhappy 
brethren  from  the  capricious  persecutions  to  which  they 
were  exposed.  For  it  was  not  so  much  upon  the  great 
and  powerful,  that  tliis  present  oppression  fell ;  not  as  in 
former  times,  chiefly  upon  a  few  eminent  families,  called 
upon  as  it  might  seem,  to  stand  forward  and  suffer  for 
the  rest ;  but  it  was  upon  the  weak,  the  defenceless,  the 
poor  in  spirit,  and  the  low  in  purse — now  abandoned  as 
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a  prejf  Hke  a  flock  of  tiinid  sheep,  to  these  leckless 
ipoilers — ^that  these  accumulated  fines  were  leyied,  the 
pttyment  of  which  with  their  scanty  means  was  nothing 
lees  than  beggaiy  and  starvation. 

His  heart  bled  for  the  sufferers;  his  appetite  left  him, 
deep  forsook  his  pillow  ;  he  would  rise  in  the  night, 
when  his  innocent  Evelyn  slumbered  quietly,  in  happy 
ignorance — as  he  had  kept  her,  of  the  true  state  of 
affidrs — ^would  descend  into  his  garden, — and  there, 
wliile  the  fiiU  moon  shone  cold  upon  those  Rutlandshire 
hiDs,  and  gleamed  upon  the  distant  towers  of  Rock- 
ingham Castle,  while  the  autumn  wind  whispered  low 
among  the  branches,  and  the  dying  leaves  swept 
before  his  feet,  when  all  was  silent  save  the  dis- 
tant yelps  of  some  dog  in  the  distance,  or  the  clock  in 
the  little  church  tolling  one — ^would  Everard,  another 
onhappy  victim  of  the  mistakes  and  violences  of  the 
limes,  pace  that  terrace  in  the  eastern  front  of  Dry 
Stoke,  meditating  bitterly  upon  the  prospect  before  him. 
Vainly  looking  around  for  consolation — hope  or  con- 
solation there  was  none. 

Eveiy  month  as  the  year  advanced,  only  brought 
the  news  of  some  fresh  instance  of  oppression  ;  some 
onezpected  evil,  unknown  even  in  the  darkest  of  the 
preceding  years.  Where  was  this  to  end,  and  what 
Ms  to  become  of  them? 

Hie  provincial,  true  to  the  character  he  had  assumed 
of  a  man  of  peace,  spoke  only  of  submission,  and  the 
bope  that  something  might  be  granted  to  the  inter- 
^eaaion  of  the  holy  father;  artfiilly,  at  the  same  time, 
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giving  it  to  be  understood  that  firom  such  intetoesaon 
he  himself  had  little  expectation.  Still  his  woids 
breathed  nothing  but  patience.  He  knew  well  that 
the  idea  of  a  treasonable  resistance  to  the  measures  of  the 
government,  would  have  been  abhorrent  to  Digby^s 
principles  ;  and  he  did  not  attempt  to  combat  this 
opinion;  on  the  contrary,  he  rather  exaggerated  npcm 
it;  tiU  Digby  himself  became  impatient,  and  tormented 
by  the  idea  that  something  must  or  ouyht  to  be  done. 

They  had  that  very  evening  been  arguing  the  matter 
together.     Digby  had  been  led  under  the  exasperatkn 
of  the  moment  to  propose  various  plans,  for  obtaining 
relief.     But  Mr.  Darcy  had  found  objections  to  them 
all.     His  objections  were,  perhaps,  just;  the  persuaaon 
he  expressed  of  the  utter  hopelessness  that  any  good 
consequence  could  from  such  proceedings  arise,  were 
probably  well-founded  ;    but  whether  well-founded  or 
not,  he  was  secretly  resolved  that  no  attempt,  of  this 
nature  should  at  present  be  made.     His  whole'mind  was 
absorbed  in  the  vast  enterprise  of  Catesby,  the  success  of 
which  would  render  the  triumphant  ascendancy  of  his 
church  an  absolute  certainty. 

But  not  one  syllable  of  this  did  he  breathe  to  any 
living  being.  In  contradiction  to  the  most  stringent 
regulations  of  his  order,  he,  on  an  occaaon  so  import' 
ant,  ventured  to  dissemble  even  with  his  superiors. 
His  letters  to  the  pope,  to  the  General  of  the  order, 
to  Father  Parsons,  which  are  preserved,  are  all  filkd 
with  assurances  that  the  Catholics  are  quiet,  and  that 
he  is  using  every  exertion  in  his  power  to  keep  them  so. 
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Many  of  these  letters  being  written  while  there  is  historic 
demonstration  that  he  was  acquainted  with  the  minutest 
details  of  the  Plot 

At  present,  as  we  have  seen,  he  had  not  allowed  him- 
eelf  to  be  made  acquainted  with  any  of  these  details; 
lelying  implicitly  on  the  spirit  and  ability  of  Catesby. 
He  kept  himself  as  much  as  possible  aloof,  and  cm- 
ployed  himself  in  preparing  the  minds  of  such  men  as 
Digby,  Tresham,  and  Rockwood,  in  his  usually  artful 
manner,  against  the  time,  when  circumstances  might 
call  upon  them  to  take  part  in  the  grand  enterprise. 

His  proceedings  had  completely  blinded  these  inge- 
nuous young  people.  The  confidence  of  Everard,  which 
be  bad  once  been  in  danger  of  forfeiting,  was  now 
restored.  The  advocate  of  simple  piety,  unblemished 
truth,  charity,  love,  and  harmony,  was  Mr.  Darcy, 
in  the  quiet  halls  of  Dry  Stoke. 

Evelyn,  as  we  have  seen,  began  to  love  and  trust 
bim,  and^Evcrard  to  consult  him. 


Evelyn  went  up  to  the  poor  weeping  jester,  and 
laying  her  hand  affectionately  upon  his  shoulder, 
Bud — 

"  Do  not  weep  so,  Fabian — we  must  all  die — and 
blessed  are  those  who  die  martyrs  in  a  just  and  holy 
cause  P 

"  You  say  well,  madam,"  said  he,  drying  his  eyes, 
but  continuing  to  sob  like  a  child :  '^  but  that  is  not 
alL"    And  then  the  colour  rose  crimson  over  his  cheeks 
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and  forehead,  as  turning  liis  &ce,  lie  mntteaced^  '^ Im 
about  to  be  a  b^gar,  Madonna." 

*'  Do  you  want  to  beg  a  largess  from  me,  Falun? 
Nay,  make  not  so  muck  ado  about  it— -you  know  we 
both  love  you.  It  is  but  miseiable  pelf,  after  alL  We 
have  more  than  enough — only  tell  me  what  you  want 
Nay,  nay,  do  not  be  ashamed  to  ask  of  Evelyn — ^I  shiU 
be  offended  if  I  see  you  do  so." 

''  My  widowed  mother . . . ."  said  he. 

**  What  of  her,  dear  Fabian?  I  have  often  asked 
you  of  her;  and  you  have  often,  in  your  quaint  wij, 
told  me  of  the  pretty  cottage,  and  of  the  lime-tzees 
in  flower,  and  the  swallows  sailing  before  the  door; 
and  of  their  pretty  households  in  the  roof;  and  of 
the  jackdaw — and  of  her  tortoiseshell  cat — and  her 
flowers  and  her  bees ;  and  I  know  not  what.  Yoa 
should  have  told  me,  dear  Fabian,  if  there  was  anj 
thing  wanting — ^your  pictures  were  too  pretty — how 
could  I  guess  it?" 

'*  It's  all  gone,"  said  he,  and  the  tears  burst  out,  and 
ran  over  his  poor  cheeks  again.  "  They  broke  into  that 
neat,  quiet,  pretty  house;  they  have  rifled  her  of  her 
son,  and  he  is  dead;  they  have  terrified  the  poor  girit 
my  sister,  into  frenzy;  and  they  have  turned  the  poor 
helpless  widow  out  of  doors.  It  was  broken  into  and 
ransacked,  searching  for  the  priest  first — and  then  came 
the  fines — and  all,  all  is  sold.  The  trees  are  cut  down 
— the  cottage  is  another's — she  is  lying  dying  at  Mr. 
Pound's.  You  must  let  me  go  to  her,  madam,  and  yoo 
must  give  me  gold.    HI  news,  they  say,  travels  fa^ ; 
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bat  this  has  been  a  sore  long  time  in  reacliing  me.  I 
-want  gold  to  buy  my  brother's  body,  and  see  it  laid  in 
holy  earth;  and  to  bury  my  poor  mother  by  his  side — 
for  she  will  not  Uve  long  after  him.'' 

The  kind  heart  of  Evelyn  beat  fast  at  this  description ; 
she  felt  all  a  woman's  passion  rising  within  her  breast; 
fiihe  began  to  feel  that  resentment  of  wrong  which  has 
animated  so  many  of  her  sex,  and  made  them  enthu- 
siasts in  the  cause  of  resistance  to  oppression. 

A  few  evenings  afterwards,  Everard  and  Evel3m  sat 
together  under  the  well-known  oak-tree,  both  silent 
and  absorbed.  That  child,  on  which  the  father  doted 
80  tenderly,  was  upon  his  knee  ;  fixing  his  large  beau- 
tiful eyes  in  grave  astonishment  upon  his  father's  face  ; 
he  had,  young  as  he  was,  an  obscure  sympathy  with 
his  lather's  feelings,  and  wondered  why  he  neither 
talked  with  him  nor  played.  The  little  infant  was 
slumbering  on  its  sweet  mother's  bosom.  Deeply 
Everard  sighed,  as  he  gazed  upon  those  loved  ones 
of  his  heart  A  heavy  cloud — a  dark  foreboding 
of  evil  to  come,  was  gathering  over  his  spirits — and  he 
was  already,  with  all  a  father's  anxiety,  considering 
how  he  should  secure  the  future  prospects  of  his  family, 
amidst  the  destruction  which  seemed  impending  over 

an. 

BeUef  had  been  abundantly  administered  to  the  poor 
jester,  and  he  was  gone;  but  that  very  morning  had 
brought  news  of  the  punishment  of  that  aged  Lancasliire 
gentleman,  Mr.  Pound,  for  merely  presenting  a  petition 
in  &vour  of  one  unfortunate  man,  condemned  to  death. 
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as  he  dedared  illegallj,  for  harbouring  a  priest.  Thu 
intelligence  seemed  to  cut  off  all  expectation  of  effecdug 
any  thing  by  the  means  of  petitioning,  upon  which 
Everard  had  built  some  hopes;  and  justified  the  indig- 
nant contempt  with  which  Mr,  Darcy  treated  any  sucb 
idea. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

**  Nois  em  yenuti  al  luogo  ov'io  t'ho  detto 
Che  yederai  le  genti  dolorose 
Ch'hanno  perduti  il  ben  dell'  intelletto." 

Dante. 

the  year  had  passed  away. 

e  events  to  which  we  have  alluded,  had,  as  it  will 
ipposed,  greatly  exasperated  the  feelings  of  the 
irators;  and  strengthened  the  determination  of 
Fesuits  to  encourage  them  in  their  resolution, 
in  this  the  fathers  had  so  well  succeeded^  that 
te  time  appointed  for  the  commencement  of  ope- 
18,  the  scruples  of  those  engaged  appear  to  have  so 
ielded,  as  to  enable  them  to  begin  their  work  with 
lution,  and  to  labour  in  it  with  a  perseverance,  evi- 
f  based  upon  the  conviction,  that  their  enterprise 
ast  and  praiseworthy;  and  one,  in  the  support  of 
1,  the  whole  body  of  Catholics,  if  intrusted  with 
Knret,  would  imite. 

justice,  however,  to  that  body,  it  should  be  said 
ihis  persuasion  was  entirely  unfounded — The  guilt 
3  conspiracy  rests  upon  the  heads  of  the  colispira- 
and  of  the  Jesuits  alone:  no  other  Catholic,  either 
m,  or  churchman,  appears  to  have  had  the  least 
in  it. 

Bnu  early  in  December,  as  it  should  seem,  that    ' 
>y  finding  it  necessary  to  employ  Bates  in  various 
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pieces  of  business  connected  with  the  conspiracy, 
and  seeing  him  to  be  a  prying  sort  of  fellow,  who  would 
certainly  make  out  some  part  of  the  truth  for  himself, 
thought  it  safest  to  intrust  him  with  the  secret,  and 
to  bind  him  by  those  oaths  of  fidelity  .and  secrecy, 
wliich  had  been  administered  to  the  others. 

The  unfortimate  young  man,  therefore^   took  the 
oath  at  Catesby's  house  at  Lambeth;  in  the  presence 
of  Mr.  Winter;  and  afterwards,  in  company  with  that 
gentleman  and  his  master^  receiving  the  holy  sacrament 
in  confirmation  of  it.  His  conscience,  however,  was  very 
ill  at  ease  upon  the  subject;  and  he  could  not  rest 
until  he  had,  with  Catesby's  permission,  disdoeed  the 
matter  in  confession  to  a  priest,  and  received  absolu- 
tion.   The  permission  was  accorded,  upon  condition  that 
Mr.  Tesmond,  otherwise  Greenway,  of  whom  mention 
has  been  so  often  made  before,  shoidd  be  the  person 
selected  for  the  purpose. 

He,  of  course,  received  the  confession  without  mani- 
festing the  least  surprise:   and  the  scruples  of  Bates 
were  soon  satisfied  by  the  assurances  of  the  Jesuit,  that 
the  cause  was  a  good  cause,  and  that  he  had  only  to  obej 
his  master's  directions  and  to  conceal  it,  "  which  wouU 
be  not  dangerous  to  his  soul;  seeing  that  the  matter  so 
nearly  concerned   the    welfare   of   the  holy  Catholic 
Church."     He  was  specially  forbidden  to  reveal  the 
secret,  even  imder  the  seal  of  confessi(»i  to  any  othff 
priest;  and  upon  his  promising  so  to  do,  he  recow 
absolution ;  and  in  the  simplicity  of  his  ignorant  heart, 
never  seems  to  have  been  troubled  with  any  further 
feelings  of  compunction  upon  the  subject 
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And  now  ike  dark  and  short  days  of  December,  with 
their  fogs,  and  their  rains,  and  their  storms,  set  in  ; 
and  taking  advantage  of  the  long  nights — the  con- 
spirators having  laid  in  a  provision  of  hard  boiled  eggs, 
cold  meats,  pasties,  &c.,  entered  the  house,  shut  them- 
selves up,  and  began  upon  their  fearful  task. 

Mr.  Fawkes,  whom  they  had  succeeded  in  keeping 
entirely  put  of  sight  and  unknown,  assumed  the  name 
of  Johnson,  and  personated  a  servant  of  Piercy,  with 
whom  the  charge  of  the  house,  during  the  supposed 
absence  of  the  master,  appeared  to  be  left.  He  occu- 
pied the  room  in  front  on  the  ground  floor;  frequently 
going  out,  leaving  the  door  locked  behind  him,  to 
watch  on  the  outside — to  gather  rumours,  and  to  observe 
any  thing  going  forward  which  might  excite  suspicion. 

It  was  a  dark,  moonless,  winter  midnight,  when 
wrapped  in  heavy  cloaks  which  concealed  the  mining 
tools  each  man  carried,  and  with  their  hats  flapped 
over  their  faces,  the  gentlemen,  one  by  one,  stole 
like  criminals  to  the  appointed  house,  and  were  severally 
admitted  by  Fawkes. 

Resolute  men  they  were  all,  we  know ;  and  yet,  as,  col- 
lected in  a  little  dark  parlour  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
they  looked  round  upon  each  other,  and  realised  for  the 
fiiFt  time  the  dreadful  undertaking  which  they  were 
about  to  commence  ;  each  cheek  grew  pale,  their  limbs 
trembled,  and  when  they  spoke  the  tones  of  their  voice 
sounded  so  hollow,  hoarse,  and  imnatural,  that  they 
involnntarily  recoiled  as  it  were  from  each  other. 

For  their  consciences  would  make  themselves  be 
heard,  and  their  hearts  were  knocking  at  their  libs; 

h2 
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"wliilc  their  countenances  assumed  a  peculiar  expresncm, 
which  they  ever  from  that  time  in  some  degree  retained, 
and  which  struck  terror  into  those  who  afterwards 
beheld,  and  have  described  them. 

After  a  little  hesitation,  and  a  few  sentences  ex- 
changed in  whispers,  they  left  the  house,  and,  pre- 
ceded by  Mr.  Fawkes,.  crossed  the  garden  to  a  small 
shed  intended  for  the  keeping  of  garden  tools,  which 
leaned  against  the  wall  of  the  parliament-house. 

The  garden  was  surrounded  by  high  walls,  and  not 
commanded  at  a  single  point  by  any  window.  No  situ- 
ation could  be  more  favoiunble  for  their  purpose.  As 
they  crept  stealthily  along,  each  man  cast  his  eyes  around 
as  if  to  assure  himself  that  this  was  the  case.  The  tall 
black  walls  rose  high  over  head,  canopied  by  the  pitchy 
vault  of  niglit.  A  very  small  dark  lantern  held  by  Mr. 
Fawkes  shed  a  small  ray  of  light  across  the  obscurity. 

They  entered  the  shed  one  by  one,  led  by  Catesby; 
each  one  holding  a  mattock,  pick-axe,  or  spade,  over 
his  shoulder ;  and  there  they  stood,  looking  alternately  at 
each  other  and  at  the  wall  before  them — but  no  man 
uttered  a  word.  Until  Fawkes  pointing  with  his  hand, 
said  at  last  in  a  low  voice,  "  that  there  it  were  best  to 
begin". 

But  they  stood  motionless — frozen  as  it  were  with 
awe  and  expectation.  Scarcely  appearing  to  breathe, 
while  the  hoarse  winter's  wind  swept,  loudly  lament- 
ing, by. 

At  last  Catesby,  who  had  stood  as  one  transfixed  witb 
horror— his  eyes  starting  from  his  head— gazing  mechan- 
ically  upon  the  wall  before  him-^roused,  as  if  firom  a 
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dream;  leyerentlj  crossed  himself;  and  heavisg  Iiis 
mattock  high  above  his  head,  stiiick  with  the  full 
force  of  his  powerful  arm  one  blow  against  the  wall, 
—a  large  fragment  fell  to  the  ground :  it  was  enough : 
-—As  in  other  cases  of  desperate  assault  and  crime,  the 
first  blow  did  the  work.  The  example  was  immediately 
followed  by  all  the  others,  who  now  plied  their  dreadful 
task  with  the  greatest  enthusiasm  and  emulation. 

Fawkes  had  left  them  to  return  to  the  house  and 
discover  whether  the  noise  of  the  working  could  be 
heard  from  without.  A  quick,  dull,  beating  sound,  as 
from  within  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  was  all  he  heard; 
and  he  was  satisfied  that  during  the  night  it  would  ex- 
cite no  attention. 

So  he  watched,  walking  up  and  down  in  the  front 
rooms  of  the  house,  while  they  laboured  with  a  sort  of 
desperate  violence,  until,  **  the  toil  drops  fell  from  their 
brows  like  rain." 

"  They  were  all  gentlemen,"  said  Fawkes  in  his  con- 
fession, "  of  name  and  blood ;  and  not  any  was  employed 
In  or  about  this  action,  (no,  not  so  much  as  digging  and 
mining)  that  was  not  a  gentleman;  and  we  all  lay  in  the 
house  and  had  shot  and  powder,  and  resolved  to  die 
before  we  were  taken." 

They  had  evidently,  by  this  time  been  wrought  to 
such  a  pitch  of  fanaticism,  as  to  consider  their  purpose 
one  far  too  holy  to  be  desecrated  by  being  committed 
to  inferior  hands:  but  notwithstanding  tliis  horrible 
perversion  of  sentiment,  honest  nature  would  even  yet  at 
times  be  too  strong  for  them ;  and  strange  indescriba- 
ble  horrors  would  visit  their  minds.    They  worked  at 
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their  mine  however,  without  intermiarion,  every  night; 
and  during  the  day,  employed  themsdves  in  spreading 
the  earth,  and  burying  the  rubbish  in  the  garden. 

One  night  while  they  were  toiUng  with  an  intensity 
of  labour  that  was  astonishing  in  men  reared  in  ease 
and  delicacy,  and  unaccustomed  to  efibrts  of  this  nature; 
striving  in  emulation  as  it  would  seem  of  one  another^ 
and  heavy  blow  following  blow  with  astonishing 
rapidity;  they  were  suddenly  startled  by  a  sound  which 
seemed  like  the  deep  reverberation  of  a  bell — ^It  was 
like  the  slow,  solemn  tolling  of  a  passing  beD;  and 
seemed  to  proceed  from  the  centre  of  the  thick  wall 
which  they  were  mining.  It  is  impossible  to  describe 
the  dread  and  horror  with  which  they  were  seized.  Each 
arm  was  arrested;  and  in  a  kind  of  mute  dismay  they 
stood  staring  at  each  other,  listening  to  the  solemn,  un- 
earthly sound.* 

Toll— toU— 

The  deep,  melancholy  toll  of  a  funeral  bell. 

It  was  impossible  to  be  mistaken — t)eep,  slow,  myste- 
rious— from  the  very  centre  of  the  wall,  the  sound  pro- 
ceeded :  It  seemed  like  the  knell  sounding,  solenm  and 
awful,  for  a  soul  in  the  departing  agony. 

They  stood  for  some  time  with  pallid  cheeksi  and 
shuddering  hearts  listening  attentively.  At  last,  each 
man,  as  if  by  common  consent,  laid  down  his  tools;  and 
without  speaking,  they  crept  severally  out  of  the  shed, 
and  sought  slielter  with  Fawkes  in  the  house.  He, 
they  well  knew  by  experience,  was  little  subject  to  Aose 
fits  of  horror  which  distracted  the  spirits  of  the  rest— 

•  mstoricaL 
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Stem  and  determined,  he  ever  supported  the  resolution 
of  his  companions. 

He  was  standing  at  the  window  of  his  front-room, 
looking  into  the  street ;  where  all,  however,  lay 
wrapped  in  the  silence  of  midnight;  when  they  entered 
confusedly,  and  stared  at  him,  but  without  speaking. 

"  Well,  gentlemen — what  now?"  was  his  address  as 
he  turned  round  to  them. 

"  Gome  this  way,"  muttered  Catesby. 

He  followed  to  the  garden. 

"  Do  you  hear  it?* 

The  deep  measured  tolling  at  slow  intervals  continued : 
Fawkes  heard  it  distinctly  as  the  others,  and  even  the 
dark  features  of  that  iron-visaged  man  underwent  a 
change. 

He  stood  some  time  perfectly  still,  as  did  the  rest, 
who  looked  almost  petrified  with  amazement;  listening 
to  the  slow,  measured  sound.  At  last,  turning  away,  he 
disappeared;  but  he  was  not  absent  long;  when  he  re- 
tained, he  had  a  cup  containing  holy  water  in  his  hand; 
with  this  he  plentifully  sprinkled  the  wall  and  floor — 
and  the  unearthly  sound,  as  it  is  reported,  immediately 


They  looked  at  each  other,  and  began  to  breathe. 

•*  Whatever  demon  hath  conjured  this  sound  in  order 
to  thwart  your  enterprise,  gentlemen,"  said  Fawkes,  ''  it 
18  plain  his  devices  avail  not  against  the  powers  of 
Holy  Church — ^Ave  Maria — In  the  name  of  the  blessed 
Yiigin,  continue." 

And  he  turned  away  with  an  expression  in  which 
something  bordering  upon  contempt  might  be  detected. 
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Catesby  took  up  his  mattock  without  saying  a  syUaUe^ 
and  plied  his  work  more  vigorously  than  before — ^his 
example  was  followed  by  all  the  rest 


When  their  spirits  had  become  a  little  accustomed  to 
their  employment,  they  began  to  discuss  their  ultimate 
plans,  and  the  steps  to  be  taken  when  the  great  blow 
should  have  been  struck.  They  had  thought  but  little 
of  these  things  till  now;  the  desire  of  vengeance  and  tbe 
thirst  for  victory,  had  seemed  to  rest  satisfied  with 
the  idea  of  the  wide-spreading  destruction  that  they 
were  about  to  scatter. 

That  there  would  be  a  universal  rising  of  the  Ca- 
tholic gentry  so  soon  as  the  explosion  should  have 
taken  place,  none  of  them  seemed  to  doubt ;  nor  that 
Mr.  Fawkes,  who  was  immediately  after  the  event  to 
proceed  to  Flanders,  would  be  able  to  obtain  large 
assistance  from  the  Archduke.  Little  or  no  resistance 
could  be  anticipated  on  the  part  of  the  English  Pro- 
testants, thunderstruck  by  the  blow,  and  deprived  at 
one  stroke  of  every  leading  man  of  their  party.  But  the 
late  conduct  of  Spain  had  alienated  their  minds,  and 
they  abandoned  all  idea  of  placing  the  infanta  upon  the 
vacant  throne.  It  was  agreed  that  one  of  the  king's  young 
children  should  be  chosen  for  the  purpose,  who  shouB 
be  carefully  reared  in  due  habits  of  obedience  to  the 
Roman  see.  That  Prince  Henry  would  perish  with  his 
father  at  the  opening  of  parliament,  seemed  certain; 
whether  the  Duke  Charles  would  be  present  at  the 
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ceremonj,  doubtful.  In  case  he  should  not,  Piercj, 
whose  place  of  gentleman  pensioner  afforded  him  free 
access  to  the  court,  engaged  to  seize  upon  him;  whilst 
some  of  the  Northamptonshire  gentlemen  were  to  get 
possession  of  the  young  Princess  Elizabeth,  the  king's 
eldest  daughter,  then  residing  at  the  Lord  Harrington's 
in  that  county. 

At  this  time,  too,  not  as  yet  hardened  and  indifferent 
to  the  consequences  of  their  crime,  the  conspirators  dis- 
coursed much  of  the  friends  whom  they  should  attempt 
to  save;  and  of  the  various  expedients  to  be  adopted  in 
order  to  prevent  their  attendance  upon  parliament;  but 
as  time  accustomed  their  consciences  to  the  idea  of  these 
horrors,  these  plans  appear  to  have  been  abandoned. 

Thus  in  alternations  of  excessive  labour,  anxious 
discourse,  visitations  of  conscience,  paroxysms  of  super- 
stitious horror,  or  of  deep  enthusiastic  devotion,  did 
they  ply  their  task,  from  the  11th  imtil  the  24th  of 
December. 

The  parliament  being  again  prorogued  till  the  ensuing 
Michaelmas,  they  interrupted  their  work;  and  once  more 
separating,  retired  for  a  short  time  into  the  country,  to 
refresh  their  strength  and  spirits. 


Catesby  came  down  to  spend  his  Christmas  at 
Harroden — a  man  scarcely  retaining  a  trace  of  the 
animated  Robert  of  earlier  days. 

Stem,  gloomy,  thoughtful  when  alone;  in  society 
he  assumed  the  careless  air  of  one  indifferent  to  the 
pasBiDg  affairs  of  the  world;  and  so  completely  de- 
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ceived   all  his  friends,   that  they  marvelled  at,  and 
censured  his  insensibility. 

At  Harrodeii,  a  Christmas  party  was  assembled,  in 
order  duly  to  celebrate  the  solemnities  of  that  great 
festival.  The  Catholic  families  around  assembled  ai 
this  place,  in  order  to  impose,  by  their  numbers,  upon 
the  public;  and  prevent,  during  this  holy  period,  any 
disturbances  from  those  intolerable  visitations  which 
have  been  so  often  alluded  to.  They  intended 
likewise,  by  concentrating  attention  upon  the  rich  and 
great,  to  divert  it  &om  the  houses  belonging  to  the  leflB 
formidable  private  gentlemen  around. 

To  Harroden  came  Mr.  Tresham  fix>m  Rushttm; 
Catesby,  Sir  Everard  and  Lady  Digby,  with  Eleanor; 
and  here  came  Darcy  and  Tesmond;  and  in  their 
train,  as  it  were,  those  women  devoted  to  pious  oflSces, 
Grace  Vaux  and  her  sister  Mrs.  Brooksby;  and  Moth« 
Anne,  that  aged  nun,  who  was  still  living. 

To  this  assembly,  which  the  stem  Lady  Catesby  had 
disdained  to  join,  did  the  Jesuit  preach  patience,  sub- 
mission, and  peace,  with  a  zeal  which  deceived  the 
too  credulous  Evelyn — filled  the  mind  of  Eveiard 
with  a  sort  of  angry  impatience — and  excited  the  highest 
admiration  in  Catesby,  who  well  understood  his  meaning; 
while  the  pale  cheek  of  Grace  Vaux  grew  paler,  and 
her  thin  wasted  hand  trembled  with  emotion,  as  she 
beheld  what  seemed  the  reckless  indiflference  of  to 
once  too  dear,  to  the  general  distress. 

She  was  grown  extremely  thin,  wasted  almost  to  » 
shadow;  and  her  once  beautiful  eyes  gleamed  wiA 
an  unnatural  brightness,  which  spoke  the  fever  withifl* 
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Intoise  devotion — constant  Iiabits  of  ascetic  discipline 
— and  the  irritating  sense  she  entertained  of  her 
church's  sufferings,  added  to  what  she  believed  to  be 
ihe  culpable  insensibility  of  her  party,  were  wasting  her 
ttway. 

Catesby  said  little,  and  when  he  did  speak,  it  was  in 
a  strange  careless  sort  of  manner;  never  failing  to 
second  Darcy  in  his  arguments,  in  favour  of  passive 
sabmission  ;  till  the  whole  assembled  company  were 
fietted  with  a  sort  of  vexatious  feeling  of  disappoint- 
ment, though  they  scarcely  knew  what  it  was  they  had 
hoped  or  expected  from  him. 

But  they  had  long  been  accustomed  to  regard  him  as 
the  leader  of  the  flock — ^the  one  whose  genius  and 
qpirit  were  to  direct  them  all:  and  to  see  a  man,  once  so 
full  of  enterprise,  and  so  fertile  in  expedients,  now 
sullenly  inactive,  filled  the  whole  body  with  a  sentiment 
of  despair:  a  feeling  upon  which  the  Father  Superior 
calculated  with  security — as  a  means  to  make  them 
embrace  with  enthusiasm  any  plan  which  time  might 
bring  forth. 

Catesby,  however,  was  not  much  in  the  company 
of  any  one.  The  effort  at  dissimulation  was  too  great 
for  his  harassed  spirits.  He  spent  most  part  of  his  time 
in  solitude;  wandering  in  those  cold,  clouded  winter 
days,  amid  the  leafless  trees,  the  snow  crushing  imder 
his  feet,  or  the  bitter  wind  blowing  on  his  cheek; 
insensible  to  external  things,  and  lost  in  the  indulgence 
of  his  sullen  melancholy. 

He  rarely  accosted  Grace  Vaux,  and  her  presence 
seemed  to  have  lost  its  influence  over  his  feelings;  in 
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truth,  compared  with  the  dieadful  reality  which  occur 
pied  his  thoughts,  all  other  sentimentSi  however  in- 
tense, had  shrunk  into  insignificance.  It  was  with 
Eleanor  that  he  talked  and  laughed,  when  he  wv 
endeavouring  to  uiaintain  that  indifierent  carriage  whkli 
he  afiected  in  general  society. 

But  far  was  his  notice  now  from  affi>rding  the  im- 
happy  girl  any  consolation ;  there  was  something  almost 
contemptuous,  almost  rude  in  his  very  attentions,  and 
the  bitterness  within  seemed  for  ever  prompting  liis 
toncrue.  Those  who  saw  him  devoted  to  her  in  ihd 
mixed  general  society  assembled,  little  understood  the 
excessive  unhappiness  which  his  inexplicable  nuumer 
excited  in  her. 

Every  sentiment  of  woman's  pride,  of  woman's  ten- 
derness was  outraged,  and  yet  she  did  not  complab. 
She  concealed  her  feelings  from  Everard — according  to 
that  fatal  habit,  imbibed  under  the  influence  of  her  con- 
fessor, of  hiding  from  this  honest  and  kind  friend,  her 
genuine  sentiments;  and  when  she  once  hinted  at  them  to 
Mr.  Daroy — who  alone  possessed  her  real  confidence- 
lie  treateil  the  idea  with  a  ridicule  so  nearly  approadi- 
ing  to  anger,  that  she  dared  not  allude  to  the  subject 
again;   but  submitted  in  silence  to  this  fresh  misery. 

The  snow  had  now  fallen  heavily,  and  the  company 
were  confined  chiefly  to  the  house :  it  was  veiy  huge, 
and  contained  an  intricate  succession  of  passages,  and 
numbers  of  different  rooms,  among  which,  during  the 
tedious  winter  day,  the  guests  dispersed ;  to  pass  a^y 
as  best  they  might,  the  time  not  occupied  in  their  reli- 
gious ceremonies. 
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One  daj  Catesbj  was  sitting  in  a  remote  apartment 
musing  over  the  embers  of  a  decaying  fire;  and  indulg- 
ing in  those  dark  reveries  which  were  now  his  usual 
occupation  when  alone;  his  mind  still  at  war  with  it- 
self, and  distracted  between  his  resolutions  and  his 
scruples. 

The  door  was  gently  opened — he  turned  round — and 
through  the  deepening  twilight  of  the  apartment  saw 
Gkace  Vaux  enter,  clad  in  those  sober  garments  which 
flihe  now  constantly  wore.  She  did  not  seem  to  be 
aware  that  anyone  was  in  the  room,  for  he  was  shaded 
by  the  dark  shadow  which  fell  upon  the  comer  of  the 
chimney  which  he  occupied:  but  walking  slowly  up 
to  the  window,  she  clasped  her  hands,  gazed  stead- 
£istly  at  the  darkening  sky,  and  sighed  heavily. 

The  snow  had  ceased,  but  the  gloomy  leaden  clouds 
rolled  heavily  along,  and  the  wind  wailed  among 
the  tossing  branches  and  drove  the  drifting  snow  before 
it.  It  was  a  pitiless  night.  She  stood  there  quite  still 
as  if  watching  the  melancholy  scene,  her  hands  clasped, 
and  again  she  sighed — ^it  was  such  a  heavy  sigh ! 

He  sat  watching  her. 

He  was  no  longer  capable  of  feeling  any  of  those 
emotions  which  had  once  agitated  him  when  Grace 
Vaux  was  present;  his  heart  lay  cold  and  heavy  as 
a  stone  within  his  breast;  but  the  spectre-like  ap- 
pearance of  the  imhappy  victim  before  him  had  stiU 
power.  There  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  dreadful  sym- 
pathy between  them — she  looked  like  the  inhabitant  of 
the  sepulchre  restored  by  some  strange  charm  to  earth, 
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and  his  imagination  was  filled  with  visions  of  death  and 
graves, 

"  You  sigh,"  at  last  he  said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  Gnce 
Vaux  sighs.  Why  should  she  agh?  Her  heart  is  in 
Heaven,  where  her  resting-place  shall  be. — ^Why  should 
she  sigh  over  the  wretched  destiny  of  those  who  belong 
to  lower  worlds?" 

She  started  a  little,  and  turned  round  as  he  spoke; 
then  in  her  melancholy  voice  said — 

"  I  did  not  see  you — ^I  thought  I  was  alone — I  vay 
seldom  sigh — it  is  an  indulgence.** 

''  I  n^ersigh,*^  said  he.  And  it  was  true;  this  vitb 
other  expression  of  human  sympathies  had  left  him. 
"  But  I  can  laugh." 

**I  know  it,"  said  she.  "  I  have  heard  you  kugh 
several  times  since  I  have  been  here — I  do  not  love 
laughter  now." 

**  No  one  loves  such  laughter  as  mine,"  he  said;  "  but 
It  will  do  well  enough  for  the  company  I  shall  keep 
by-and-by." 

*'  The  company  you  shall  by-and-by  keep,"  advancing 
from  the  window,  for  she  understood  his  meaning,  and 
a  slight  shudder  passed  over  her.  "  Ah,  Mr.  Catesby  !— 
why? — why? — Whatcompany  should  you  keep?  Alas! 
why  should  you  be  an  alien  and  a  lost  one  to  hope: 
why  abandon  yourself  to  that  sin  which  is  a  sin  unto 
death — the  sin  of  final  despair.^' 

"  Nay,*'  said  he,  sarcastically,  "  what  is  Ghrace  Vaux 
thinking  of  ? — I  am  going  to  be  canonised  and  a  saint 
in  Heaven." 
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''Alas!  how  wildly  you  talk.  Yes,  Mr.  Catesby, 
there  was  a  time  when  the  church  marked  you  as  one  of 
her  most  devoted  servants — ^there  was  a  time  when  life 
and  estate  would  have  been  cheerfully  perilled  for  her 
flervice — ^but  now — in  these  days  of  misery,  when  she 
lies  wretched  and  defenceless,  at  the  mercy  of  the 
oppressor — Robert  Catesby  is  careless  and  at  ease." 

He  rose  from  his  seat,  grasped  her  firmly  by  the 
wxist,  led  her  to  the  window,  fixed  his  two  glaring 
ey^  upon  her  face — shining  as  those  of  the  basilisk  are 
aaid  to  do — ^and  with  a  strange,  satanic  smile,  said: 

'^  Careless  and  at  ease — that  is  how  you  think  of  me, 
18  it? — ^be  it  so^ " 

She  looked  steadfastly  upon  his  face,  seeming  to 
peruse  it  with  intense  interest— then  a  gleam  of  some- 
thing like  pleasure  spread  over  her  own;  and  a  faint 
"Vision  of  that  once  more  than  human  beauty  passed  be- 
fore him,  as,  slowly  dropping  on  both  her  knees  at  his 
feet,  her  head  bent  reverendly  upon  her  breast,  she  said, 

"  Blessed  Virgin  I  praise  thee — ^I  glorify  thee — Oh, 
holy  Queen  of  Heaven  I  my  prayers  are  heard." 

Then  rising  again,  she  took  his  hand,  once  more 
fixed  her  eyes  upon  his  face,  and  said  : 

"  I  have  had  my  suspicions ;  I  have  had  my  hopes ; 
my  heart  has  whispered  me  that  all  this  was  but  a  hate- 
ful mask  which  hid  Robert  Catcsby's  real  countenance, 
—and  that  behind  that  mask. . .  •" 

**  Woman,"  he  said,  almost  fiercely,  **  what  was  there 
behind  r 

"Devotion,  heroism,  martyrdom,  and  —  Heaven!" 
with  enthusiasm. 

He  groaned. 


^^\ 
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A  voice  within  replied,  *^  CornspiBcy^  treachery,  mid- 
night murder,  and — ^hell !" 

"  Nay,  I  ask  to  know  no  secrets,"  said  she,  as  be 
turned  away.  *'  I  ask  not  to  share  your  counsels,  e?e& 
in  my  prayers  ;  but  my  prayers  shall  be  with  you — bt 
well  I  know  that  whatever  your  enterprises  in  behalf  of 
our  religion  may  be — ^they  will  be  righteous  and  holy." 

'^  Do  you  believe  this  of  me,  saint  ?'  said  he,  with 
something  of  a  return  of  his  old  tenderness — ^*^  and  shaD 
your  prayers  be  with  me?  Then  my  purposes  inust  be 
lioly.  I  will  esteem  them  so.  But,  Grace,"  he  con- 
tinued, after  a  few  moments'  reflection,  *^this  visor 
which  you  have,  as  you  think,  penetrated,  is  raised,  la 
you  will  understand,  for  no  eye  but  yoiurs.  Whatera 
my  course  may  be,  know  nothing.  You  see  what  I  am 
below,"  he  added,  with  a  tone  of  levity:  "a  preacher 
of  peace :  We  must  all  preach  peace  you  understand: 
Father  Garnet  is  never  wearied  of  preaching  peace.** 

She  siGjhed  and  said — 

*'  Tlie  ways"of  the  Holy  Father  Superior  are  myFteiies 
to  me,  which  I  attempt  not  to  penetrate." 

*'  Attempt  to  penetrate  nothing;  but  of  this  be  sure— 
you  sliall  yet  hear  of  Robert  Catesby  before  you  and  I 
are  gathered  to  the  grave,  Grace.  And  when  you 
hear  of  him,"  with  some  return  of  his  former  passion 
he  went  on,  "  believe  you  hear  of  one,  who,  hvingor 
(lying,  carried  one  image  ineffaceable  on  his  heart. 
Nay,  fear  not,"  as  she  drew  back.  "  All  things  are  har- 
dened within  me — my  heart  is  hard  as  iron,  now— 
but  one  image  is  engraved  and  has  hardened  upon 
it.     When  I  am  dead,  Grace,  you  will  pray  for  me?' 

She  understood  Uttle  of  all  this;  but  she  compre- 
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bended  that  things  were  not  going  on  so  quietly  as  thej 
seemed  to  choose  to  make  appear,  and  this  poor  maiden's 
heart — ah  sad  perversion !  beat  with  a  terrible  pleasure 
at  the  idea  that  destruction  was  still  preparing  for  the 
enemies  of  God. 


Everard  meanwhile  made  no  attempt  to  disguise  his 
melancholy.  The  sufferings  of  so  many  whom  he 
knew  and  loved;  the  additional  severity  which  was 
eaqpectcd  from  the  measures  of  the  present  parlia^ 
ment;  the  doubt  and  obscurity  hanging  over  the  pros- 
pects of  every  one  who  had  remained  faithful  to  the 
party — aggravated  by  the  inexpUcable  indifference  and 
inertness  of  those  whom  he  had  been  accustomed  to 
regard  as  the  leaders  and  defenders  of  the  flock — filled 
him  with  grief  and  anxiety;  and  a  fervent  desire  was 
rising  in  his  yoimg  and  generous  heart,  to  be  himself 
the  champion  of  this  cause,  and  the  means,  some  way  or 
other,  of  rescuing  the  hapless  society  to  which  he  be- 
longed, from  some  portion,  at  least,  of  the  impending 
danger. 

Meanwhile,  the  restless  expression  of  Digby's  eye; 
the  manner  in  which  he  would  rise  with  a  kind  of 
izritatcd  impatience  from  his  chair ;  walk  to  tlie  window, 
look  out ;  turn  over  the  leaves  of  the  book  he  held  with- 
oat  reading  it;  listen  with  the  utmost  anxiety  for 
intelligence  from  without,  and  receive  the  various 
mnister  reports  with  a  heavy  sigh ;  were  all  marked  by 
the  Provincial  with  satisfaction. 

When  not  employed  upon  those  religious  ministrations 
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whicli  occupied  much  of  his  timey  there  he  sat  1>y  the 
noble,  blazingyChristmas  fire;  imbibing  its  warmih  with 
sensations  of  comfort  little  alloyed  by  those  questioningB 
of  conscience,  or  generous  sorrows  for  the  mflAring  ol 
others,  which  embittered  every  enjoyment  to  the  rest 

Do  you  see  him  there? 

The  cheek  of  many  a  one  of  that  company  has  fiided, 
and  many  a  form  has  become  extenuated,  under  the  in- 
fluence of  the  intense  feelings  which  agitate  them; 
but  the  bland  countenance  of  the  reverend  fiuher  if 
unaltered;  nay,  is  somewhat  rounder  and  softer  than 
before. 

There  stands  Catesby  in  a  remote  comer  of  the  room; 
his  form  thin  and  gaunt,  his  cheek  hollow,  his  brow 
lowering,  his  eye  sunken,  his  lips  withered  and  thin; 
talking  in  a  strange^  ambiguous  way  to  Eleanor,  on  whoee 
thin  and  wasted  cheek  a  hectic  flush  is  burning;  whiles 
sort  of  hurried  trembling  in  her  limbs,  and  an  affi^ctadon 
of  mirth  in  her  hollow  laugh,  bear  evidence  of  wluU 
time  has  been  doing  with  her. 

There  walks  Everard  pacing  the  room ;  his  eyes  csst 
moodily  upon  the  ground,  his  hair  with  that  sort  ol 
faded  tint  the  result  of  feverish  nights  and  restless 
days,  his  cheek  sallow,  and  his  brow  contracted. 

And  there  sits  Evelyn,  with  her  two  little  boys  upon 
her  lap ;  casting  melancholy  glances  from  time  to  time 
first  at  her  husband  and  then  at  them  again,  while  her 
sweet,  composed,  and  cheerful  smile  is  exchanged  for  one 
of  gentle,  subdued  sadness. 

And  there  sits  the  Father  Superior,  looking  renuui- 
ably  handsome  and  well;  he  eats,  he  drinks  after  the 


„ibi. 


FATHER  DABCT.  195 

labour  of  the  day — and  though  he  complained  after- 
wards of  hifl  restless  nights,  under  the  pressure  of  the 
tremendous  secret  with  which  he  was  burdened,  there 
is  no  appearance  of  any  such  thing.  He  is  somewhat 
more  embonpoint  than  he  used  to  be;  and  his  generous 
manner  of  living  has  a  little  deepened  the  colour 
of  his  cheek. 

Tou  might  perhaps  think  he  is  dozing  in  his  chair, 
fixr  his  eyelids  are  dropped,  but  not  altogether  so  as  to 
doee  hi8  eyes.  He  is  watching  with  his  wily,  serpent- 
like  gaze  the  young  man,  who,  so  restless  and  uneasy, 
adll  continues  to  pace  the  room.     Most  of  his  victims 
axe  already  safe  in  his  toils:  it  remains  but  to  secure 
this  one.     The  fiithcr  has  already  his  mind  filled  with 
the  most  glorious  visions,  though  he  has  not  yet  per- 
mitted himself  to  be  entrusted  with  the  exact  details 
of  the  plot.    But  as  he  has  received  the  assurance  of 
Father  Tesmond  (who  he  has  reason  to  believe  is  en- 
tirely in  the  confidence  of  the  conspirators,)  that  a  matter 
fiur  more  efficient  than  any  scheme  ever  before  contem- 
plated, is  in  hand:  that  not  one  member  of  the  existing 
government — not  one  person  whatsoever  of  eminence 
among  the  professors  of  the  Protestant  religion  will  escape 
to  oppose  the  re-establishment  of  Catholicism  in  those 
islands:  he  is  well  satisfied.     Sometimes  the  gentle 
fiither*s  visions  are  of  Sicilian  vespers.     Sometimes  of 
the  night  of  Bartholomew.  Sometimes  of  an  old  scheme 
once  in  agitation  before,  connected  with  gunpowder. 
At  all  events,  he  is  quite  satisfied  with  Mr.  Tesmond's 
report  in  these  matters.    He  knows  that  holy  father  to  be 
of  an  ardent  and  daring  temper,  and  a  most  sincere 
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He  is  not  one  who  watches  the  effect  of  things  upon 
others ;  he  is  too  much  absorbed  by  what  passes  with- 
in himself.  At  last  Everard  takes  a  chair,  draws  it 
close  by  the  Father  Superior,  and  in  a  low  voice,  says, 

^'  Parliament,  I  hear,  is  prorogued  again." 

"  So  they  say." 

"  This  bodes,  I  fear,  no  good  for  us — ^but  it  is  some 
delay  at  least" 

The  father  shook  his  head. 

"  What  do  you  anticipate?"  said  Everard,  anxiously, 
•*  tell  me  the  worst  at  once,  sir.  Your  desire  to  keep 
the  party  quiet  induces  you,  perhaps,  to  conceal  the 
extent  of  your  apprehensions;  but  let  it  not  be  so  witli 
regard  to  me.  My  wish  is  to  know  the  worst,  that  I 
may  prepare  myself  and  friends  accordingly." 

"  Yourself  and  your  friends,  Sir  Everard !  I  hope  I  am 
not  to  understand  by  that  any  intention  on  the  part  of 
yourself  and  your  friends  to  make  the  slightest  stir  at  this 
present  time.  I  assure  you  no  possible  good,  but  very 
much  evil  might  arise  from  any  such  rash  and  ill-timed 
efforts.  The  only  possible  result  would  be  what  we 
have  seen  to  be  the  consequence  of  the  preposterous 
plot  of  Watson,  and  that  other  priest,  namely,  to  fur- 
nisli  pretences  to  the  government  for  measures  of  a  still 
more  oppressive  nature  than  the  worst  we  have  seen,  or 
the  worst  we  have  reason  to  fear.  I  have  already  made 
you  acquainted  with  the  injunctions  of  his  Holiness, 
and  of  the  most  eminent  fathers  of  the  Church  upon 
this  subject.  Let  me  beseech  you  to  patience.  Though 
that  the  parliament  is  prorogued  for  no  good  p  irposc, 
I  have  reason  to  know.    For  I  have  secret  intelligence 
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which  assuies  me  that  measures,  whose  severi^  exceeds 
the  worst  apprehensionfl  of  the  most  despairing,  aie  in 
agitation.  Tour  kinsman.  Lord  Salisboxj,  seems  littk 
inclined  to  spare  jour  friends." 

The  colour  rose  to  Eyeiard's  temples  at  the  mentkm 
of  this  connexion.  He,  in  common  with  the  rest  of 
his  party,  looked  upon  Robert  Cecil  with  a  mixtme 
of  distrust  and  indignation  amoimting  to  abhorrence. 

'*  The  measures  of  the  Earl  of  Salisbury — ^my  kins- 
man, as  your  reyerenoe  is  pleased  to  call  him,  would 
be  matters  of  great  indifierence  to  me  in  any  other 
case;  but  I  cannot  rest  contented  in  this  present  disties 
till  I  know  at  least  what  we  haye  to  expect — ^the  wont 
we  have  to  expect." 

"  AVTiat  think  you  of  a  fine  upon  recusancy  in  wives, 
and  the  argument  by  which  the  justice  of  such  a  mea- 
sure is  supported.  Merely  because,  forsooth,  if  Catholic 
gentlemen  chose  to  marry  recusant  ladies,  knowing  them 
to  be  such,  it  were  but  just  their  purses  should  answer 
for  their  wives'  delinquencies.  Or  should  they  on  the 
other  hand  think  fit  to  take  wives  from  among  the  Cs- 
naanitish  women,  and  afterwards  suffer  them  to  be  ex- 
posed to  the  influences  of  those  belonging  to  holy  church, 
and  so  they  be  converted — ^it  is  held  but  just  that  the 
husbands  should  suffer  who  had  exposed  them  to  the 
influence  of  such  evil  teachers.  You  see  the  force  of  the 
argument,  sir,"  with  a  sneer;  "  the  lamb  stood  bebw 
and  troubled  the  stream  for  the  wolTs  drinking.  This 
will  press  heavily  upon  some  of  our  less  wealthy  brethren 
I  fear,  i JSappily  the  heiress  of  Goddeshurst  has  where- 
withal to  pay  for  her  own  backslidings." 
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''It  win  be  insupportable!"    cried  Everard,  with 
18  dieeks  buimng;  *'  it  will  consummate  the  spectacle 
of  ruin  and  misery  we  see  around  us." 

''  Nay,"  said  Mr.  Darcy,  "  there  is  one  thing  wanting 
to  complete  the  matter.  I  have  heard  that  it  is  intended 
in  future  that  merely  to  be  a  Catholic  shall  expose  every 
man  to  the  penalty  of  a  praemunire." 

Everard  started  back  with  dismay  written  in  every 
feature. 

"  Then  there  is  neither  mercy  nor  pity  to  be  expected," 
aaid  he;  "  imhappy !  imhappy  England  I  .  .  . .  Sir,  if 
we  are  to  submit  to  this,  the  Catholic  religion  in  this 
country  is  annihilated,  and  the  lamp  of  truth  extin- 
guished :  but  I  cannot  believe  it." 

"  Wait,  and  you  will  see,"  said  the  priest,  in  a  com- 
passionate tone,  watching  the  agitated  coimtenance  and 
changing  colour  of  the  young  man  with  secret  pleasure. 
**  My  intelligence  may  be  premature.  I  would  wish  not 
to  be  the  bearer  of  ill  news.  Only  have  patience,  the 
mind  of  his  gracious  majesty  may  alter." 

Everard  gnashed  his  teeth. 

"  I  am  sorry*  sir,  to  see  you  so  discomposed,"  said 
Mr.  Darcy;  "this  is  a  world  in  which  we  must  all 
learn  to  submit  to  injustice  with  patience,  since  it  is  for- 
bidden to  us  to  contend." 

"There  are  limits  to  submission,"  said  the  young 
man. 

The  Jesuit  lifled  up  his  blue  eye,  looked  at  him,  let 
it  fall,  and  said  nothing. 

Everard's  eye  glanced  at  Catesby.  He  was  accus- 
tomed  to  look  to  him  in  every  period  of  emergency. 
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.At last,  rinng  hastily  and  putting  baok bis diair, he 
approached  his  fiiend. 

'^  Tou  have  heard  the  hat  news,**  he  aud,  addiemg 
hiiDi  and  interrupting  a  sort  of  bantering  aazcaskic  oonr 
Tersation,  which  he  was  canTing  on  with  Eleanor. 
*^  Parliament  is  prorogued.*' 

''  Is  it?'  said  Gatesby,  with  indifference. 

'^  And  have  you  learned  what  measures  are  in  piepa- 
ration  immediately  upon  its  meeting?' 

Catesby  looked  up  in  his  face — ^it  was  a  quick,  soapi- 
cious,  inquiring  glance;  but  the  expression  of  Evenidji 
countenance  satisfied  him. 

A  strange  smile  stole  over  his  &oe,  and  he  said: 

"  No— let  me  hear." 

Everard  repeated  the  account  which  had  distressed 
himself  so  exceedingly. 

"  I  doubt  it  not,"  said  Catesby:  "  there  will  be  veiy 
severe  and  efiectual  measures  taken  at  the  meeting  of 
Parliament.  But  you  hear  what  the  Father  Superior 
says — there  is  nothing  for  it  but  patience." 

''  My  patience  is  well  nigh  exhausted  when  I  hear 
Robert  Catesby  preaching  it,"  was  his  friend's  reply. 

'*  Oh !  I  am  an  altered  man,"  said  the  other,  mockingly. 
"  I  don't  know  what  is  come  to  me — ^but  I  am  as  a 
mere  lamb.  We  have  all  of  us  changed  characters — ^it  s 
a  sort  of  pantomime  life  at  the  best— a  mere  stage,  where 
we  take  our  parts  at  the  commands  of  the  great  ma- 
nager— destiny.  I  am  grown  tame  and  Everard  is  grown 
cruel;  and  the  young  Eleanor  of  other  days  is  pleased 
to  play  the  sorrowful.  Nay,  I  saw  you  look  sad  and 
sorry — never  deny  it,"  turning  abruptly  to  her;  "and 
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you  need  not  be  sonowfuL  It  is  for  Digby  and  me,  with 
our  poor  disinherited  boys,  to  sigh,  Eleanor.  The  world 
lies  before  you.  Maxrj  a  nobleman  of  the  right  side, 
and  then  you  need  not  look  so  woe  begone." 

*'  Insulting  1"  said  the  proudly  swelling  heart ;  and  she 
turned  away,  and,  her  breast  heaving  with  passion,  and 
the  tears  blinding  into  her  eyes,  went  and  sat  down  by 
Mr.  Darcy. 

"  What  are  Robert  and  Digby  speaking  of  ?"  said  he, 
gently  taking  her  hand — ''and  what  has  Robert  been 
sajring  to  the  lovely  Eleanor?  Has  that  proud  heart 
of  his  at  last  confessed  itself  vanquished?  I  saw  you 
long  talking  together." 

*'  Mr.  Darcy,"  said  she, "  do  not  deceive  me :  you  have 
long  consoled  my  pride  by  such  assurances:  my  whole 
weak,  erring  heart  has  been  exposed  to  you — ^not  only  in 
confession,  but  as  to  my  adviser  and  my  friend." 

"  Your  best  and  truest  friend — ^is  it  not  so?" 

She  could  almost  have  said,  "  I  doubt  it,"  but  re- 
pressed the  thought  as  impious. 

"Doubtless, you  have  others  both  lovers  and  friends — 
but  all  have  their  own  cares  and  their  own  affections  to 
divert  the  current  of  interest  from  one  like  the  lovely 
Eleanor.  She  is  but  second  in  the  regards  of  those  who 
have  tenderer  relations." 

He  touched  upon  the  right  string.  Her  faulty  passion- 
ate nature  was  a  prey  to  jealousy.  She  had  ever  felt  in- 
clined to  be  jealousof  the  affection  of  Everard  forEvelyn; 
and  the  faithless  director  had  stimulated  instead  of  cor- 
recting the  fault.  It  was  his  part  to  loosen  all  the  do- 
mestic ties  that  could  interfere  with  his  own  influence. 
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**  I  have  a  heart  nnocciipied  with  such  tfamgs:  it  v 
emptied  of  self  and  its  affections  to  leoeive  those  of  nj 
children  in  the  diuich/'  said  he  with  unction. 

''  Mr.  Catesby/'  she  said,  abmptlj — fixr  there  WM 
something  in  his  softness  strangelj  diaaooordant  widi 
her  wretched  feelings — ^'is  become  so  strange,  thatlam 

at  a  loss  to  know  what  to  think  of  him Unhn^ 

indeed,  he  is  hatching  some  new  plot;  and  that  is  whit 
occupies  him  so  entirely." 

The  father  started  in  spite  of  his  habitual  sdf-pos- 
session. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost  in  diverting  her  nund 
firom  this  dangerous  suggestion ;  and  he  hesitated  not  in 
his  choice  of  means. 

'^  Whatabsurd  and  romantic  notions  fill  young  women's 
heads,"  he  began,  with  considerable  asperity  in  his  tone, 
''  and  how  strangely  careless  they  are  as  to  the  mischief 
they  may  do,  by  the  wanton  and  idle  use  of  their  tongues. 
Mr.  Catesby,  let  me  tell  you,  young  woman,  is  too 
good  a  Catholic  to  incur  the  censure  of  the  hxAj 
Father  by  carrying  on  any  such  schemes  as  you  suppose; 
being,  as  he  is,  enjoined  to  remain  quiet.  Pray  let  me 
hear  no  more  of  such  nonsense;  if  you  would  not  bring 
a  man  into  trouble — ^who,  if  he  finds  it  impossible,  after 
all,  to  love  you,  at  least  deserves  some  gratitude  at  your 
hands  by  the  pains  he  has  taken  to  endeavour  at  it" 

She  turned  pale  with  anger  at  this  speech. 

He  saw  this,  but  he  had  suddenly  changed  his  plan  of 
proceeding:  he  saw  it  was  impossible  to  impose  upon 
Eleanor  so  far  as  to  persuade  her  to  attribute  to  passioD 
for  herself  the  change  in  Catesby's  deportment  towaidi 
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lier :  jet  the  danger  of  allowing  her  suspicions  to  travel 
the  right  way  was  imminent — so  without  deigning  to 
cast  a  thought  of  compasaon  upon  the  heart  he  was 
about  to  crush,  he  said: 

'*  As  you  are  pleased  to  give  any  interpretation  save 
the  true  one — ^however  false  or  however  dangerous  such 
inteipretation  mity  be — ^to  a  demeanour  that  does  not 
quite  satisfy  your  vanity;  it  may  be  as  well  to  open  your 
eyes  at  once,  and  make  you  see — ^if  those  who  will  not 
see  can  be  made  to  see — that  there  is  a  hidden  grief, 
an  ill-suppressed  and  now  guilty  passion,  which  keeps 
Mr.  Catcsby  in  that  unhappy  state  of  mind  which 
your  wicked  insinuations  would  render  a  misfortune 
indeed !  I  wished  to  keep  the  unwelcome  truth  from 
you;  I  hoped  that  time,  the  great  healer,  might  change 
one  of  you,  or  both  of  you;  but  in  that  I  have  been 
deceived.  You  will  persist,  in  defiance  of  all  a  woman's 
best  pride,  in  nourishing  a  passion  for  a  man  who  cares 
not  for  you,  and  whose  heart  is  with  that  sainted  angel 
with  whom  you  indeed  do  well  to  put  yourself  into  com- 
parison. Let  us  have  no  more  of  those  pretences  and  delu- 
flioDS  with  which  mankind  ever  seek  to  cover  unpalatable 
truths.  Learn  like  others  to  look  evil  in  the  face;  and 
be  pleased  to  put  a  rational  construction  upon  the  varia- 
tions of  Mr.  Catesby's  humour." 

She  opened  her  eyes  with  astonishment,  she  could 
not  believe  her  senses.     This  from  him ! 

He  did  not  seem  to  perceive  her  emotion ;  but  turning 
on  his  chair,  he  stretched  out  his  hand,  took  up  a  book 
which  lay  upon  the  table  near  him,  opened  it,  and  began 
to  read,  or  pretend  to  read. 
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The  pulses  at  her  heart  were  beating  as  if  it  would 
burst.  She  wanted  him  to  speak,  she  wanted  the  con- 
solation of  a  few  more  words;  she  felt  that  irresistible 
necessity  to  unburden  her  heart,  as  if  without  relief  it 
must  break  at  once. 

He  understood  pretty  well  what  she  was  sufiering, 
but  he  was  resolved  to  say  no  more.  It  was  a  relief  to 
him  to  be  no  longer  under  the  necessity  of  feigning  an 
opinion  which  he  did  not  really  hold.  He  had  all  along 
been  aware  of  the  indifference  of  Catesby's  heart  to  this 
young  creature;  he  had  flattered  her  into  a  belief  of 
his  partiality  as  a  means  of  maintaining  an  influence 
over  her  mind,  which  might  be  made  of  service  in 
influencing  other  members  of  her  family;  the  necessity 
for  this  was  now  at  an  end.  Evelyn  vras  now  the 
medium  through  which  to  get  at  Everard ;  and  as  for 
Catesby,  there  was  no  further  necessity  for  intriguing 
with  regard  to  him.  He  knew  she  would  not  venture 
to  utter  a  complaint  against  him  to  any  living  creature; 
and  were  she  even  to  venture  to  accuse  him  of  ha^'ing 
misled  her,  how  easy  to  deny  the  accusation,  and 
throw  the  whole  upon  the  weakness  of  her  own  self- 
delusion  ! 

So  he  continued  to  read  with  a  calm,  unruffled  coun- 
tenance ;  while  she,  after  ha\TLng  gazed  at  liim  wistfully 
for  some  time — hoping  he  would  raise  his  eyes,  see  and 
pity  her  angulsli,  and  vouchsafe  at  least  one  word  of 
comfort — seeing  him  continue  his  occupation  as  if 
nothing  had  occurred  of  the  least  moment  or  interest, 
turned  at  last  away,  and  quitted  the  room. 

And  then  that  poor  creature  retired  to  weep  in  silence 
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in  the  most  secluded  corner  of  that  large  and  gloomy 
house,  like  some  poor  wounded  bird  that  steals  into  a 
thicket  to  die.  She  had  been  so  accustomed  to  reserve 
all  her  secret  confidence  for  this  man,  that  she  had  lost 
the  habit  of  opening  her  heart  to  others :  it  was  become 
almost  impossible  to  her.  She  felt  totally  alone  and 
deserted  in  the  world,  and  as  if  forsaken  by  all  mankind ; 
and  she  had  been  so  accustomed  to  his  flatteries  and  his 
qrmpathy,  that  the  shock  she  had  sustained  was  as  if 
the  ground  had  vanished  from  imderher  feet.  She  had 
not  been  taught  to  seek  for  support  in  the  strength  and 
fortitude  of  her  own  heart — still  less  from  an  appeal  to 
Him,  the  pitying  father  of  every  suflferer — far  had  it 
been  from  the  poUcy  of  the  Jesuit  to  raise  the  mind  to  a 
tone  such  as  this.  He  had  rested  every  thing  upon  him- 
self, and  now  he  rudely — without  preparation  as  with- 
out remorse,  destroyed  the  very  foundation  of  her  mind. 

Alarmed  at  the  direction  in  which  the  suspicions  of 
Eleanor  had  pointed,  he  had  hastily  substituted  a  new 
and  most  agonising  feeling,  which  he  felt  assured  would 
distract  her  attention,  and  suflS^r  her  mind  to  dwell  upon 
no  other. 

It  fell  out  as  he  intended. 

The  heart  of  the  poor  young  creature  was  crushed, 
and  her  spirit  broken  at  once;  and  she  never  through- 
out the  ensuing  awful  year,  troubled  Father  Darcy  with 
her  sunnises,  or  Mr.  Catesby  with  her  conversation. 

She  retired  with  her  brothers  and  sister  to  Dry 
Stoke,  uttering  no  complaint  which  could  betray  her 
secret,  while  she  faded  before  their  eyes  like  a  snow 
wreath. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

**  DriTen  forward  like  a  withered  leaC 
Yea,  Uke  a  Axp  at  random  blowii. 
To  diirtant  places  and  nnknown.** 

Tfi  I    if  I  I II  amtl 

It  was  in  February  that  the  conspirators  met  agiis, 
purposing  to  renew  their  work  at  the  mine. 

But  when  they  had  arrived  at  a  certain  depth  a  new 
difficulty  arose;  water  flowed  in  upon  them  in  so  con- 
siderable a  quantity,  as  threatened  to  put  a  stop  to  thdr 
operations.      One  evening  as  they  were  labouring  they 
were  startled  by  the  loud  noise  of  something  falling  over 
head.     Fawkes,  as  usual,  going  out  to  inquire,  learned, 
as  is  well  known,  that  the  noise  proceeded  from  some 
coals  that  were  in  course  of  removal  from  a  cellar  exactly 
under  the  parliament-house,  which  cellar  was  now  to 
be  let.  Those  who  understand  the  characters  of  the  men, 
will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that  not  only  were  they 
relieved  from  all  further  anxiety  as  to  the  issue  of  thar 
plan  by  this  discovery,  but  that  they  looked  upon  it  as 
a  signal  interference  of  Providence  in  favour  of  their 
undertaking.     Their  spirits  animated  by  such  conade- 
rations,  they  took  measures  to  obtain  possession  of  the 
cellar.      The  cellar  was  hired  by  Johnson  in  the  name 
of  Picrcy,  to  contain  fuel  for  the  use  of  the  house  close 
by  which  he  occupied;  and  with  more  cheerful  feelings 
than  they  had  as  yet  known,  they  employed  themselves 
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in  the  dead  of  the  night  in  conveying  the  twenty  bar* 
lels  of  gunpowder  which  they  had  aocamulated  at 
Wynyard's  house  into  the  cellar;  covering  them,  with 
five  hundred  billets,  and  as  many  iaggots,  so  as  to  ef- 
fectually screen  them  from  casual  observation. 

It  seems  extraordinary  that  they  were  able  to  effect 
all  this,  without  exciting  the  slightest  suspicion  in  the 
neighbourhood  :  but  when  it  is  recollected  that  people 
went  early  to  rest  in  those  days;  that  the  streets  were 
perfectly  dark,  not  illuminated  by  the  slightest  lamp  of 
any  kind;  and  that  the  passing  of  a  solitary  cart  at  mid* 
lught  now  and  then  up  the  street,  would  not  be  attended 
to;  the  matter  may  be  easily  accounted  for. 

During  the  month  of  January  Mr.  Catesby  had 
visited  Oxford,  and  there  had  opened  the  matter  to 
Robert  Winter,  of  Huddingstone,  elder  brother  to 
Thomas,  with  whom  you  are  so  well  acquainted; 
and  to  John  Grant,  of  Norbrook.  Robert  Winter  had 
married  a  daughter  of  John  Talbot,  of  Grafton — a  gen- 
tleman of  great  wealth  and  influence  in  the  county  of 
Worcester,  and  held  in  singular  esteem  by  the  Catholics. 
Robert  Winter  does  not  appear  to  have  been  visited  by 
those  scruples  of  conscience  which  perplexed  the  others; 
his  objections  seem  alone  to  have  arisen  from  conside- 
sation  of  the  disgrace  and  ruin  which  a  failure  would 
iitevitably  entail  upon  the  whole  Catholic  body. 

"  The  estate  of  the  Catholics,"  was  Catesby's  an- 
swer, "  cannot  be  rendered  worse,  for  it  is  already  des- 
perate ;"  repeating  it  as  a  fact  with  which  he  was  well 
acquainted,  that  such  laws  were  undoubtedly  to  be 
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made  in  the  ensuing  parliament  as  should  bring  all  Ci- 
tholics  -within  a  praemunire  at  the  least. 
.  '*  God  forbid,"  was  Robert  Winter's  reply. 

He  then  suggested  that  foreign  aid,  and  the  support 
of  some  of  the  great  men  of  the  kingdom^  should  tt 
least  be  obtained.  But  Catesby  assured  him,  thit 
for  foreign  aid,  that  had  been  looked  to :  but  as  for  hit 
countrymen,  "  there  was  not  one  rascal  lord  among  them 
all,  to  whom  he  dare  entrust  so  mighty  a  secret."* 

John  Grant,  of  Norbrook,  was  a  man  of  the  utmost 
fanaticism  in  matters  of  religion,  and  was  still  less  scm- 
pulous  than  Robert  Winter.  He  looked  upon  the  plotm 
the  light  of  an  heroic  effort  for  his  religion;  acceptable 
in  the  eyes  of  God,  and  glorious  in  the  eyes  of  man. 

But  when,  in  the  beginning  of  May,  1605,  the  pre- 
parations were  all  completed — the  twenty  barrels  of  gun- 
powder placed,  and  covered  with  stones  and  bars  of  iron 
to  increase  the  ciFect  of  the  explosion — ^the  door  closed 
and  locked — Fawkes  despatched  to  Flanders  to  obtain 
foreign  aid — and   the   conspirators   having  separated, 
Catesby  had  returned  alone  to  his  melancholy  house  at 
Ashby;  to  the  company  of  his  severe  mother  and  of 
his  poor  little  children — the  agonies  of  remorse  and 
irresolution  which  had  been  suppressed  by  the  presence 
of  the   more  unhesitating  tempers  which  surrounded 
him,  awoke  again  with  all  their  horror. 

He,  the  leading  conspirator — ^he,  on  whom  the  whole 
responsibility  of  this  dreadful  undertaking  lay — ^he,  who 
had  silenced  the  scruples  of  the  rest — the  piercing  cries 
of  his  own  conscience  drove  him  almost  to  distraction. 

*Ei8toricaL 
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Until  all  was  actually  ready,  the  enterprise  seemed 
still  to  lie  in  that  region  of  speculation,  which  his  mas- 
ters in  the  dangerous  art  of  casuisty  had  taught  him  was 
open  to  all  men.  But  now  that  the  preparations  were 
completed,  the  conspiracy,  leaving  those  dim  regions  of 
thought  and  imagination,  began  to  assume  the  nature 
of  an  absolute  fact. 

Men  were  to  die — hundreds  of  Uving  beings,  many 
of  whom  had  never  injured  himself,  his  religion,  or 
his  party;  numbers  of  familiar  faces — ^those  whom  he 
had  known  for  years;  some  even  of  his  own  reli* 
gion;  his  intimate  acquaintance,  and  household  friends, 
—real,  actual,  Uving,  breatiiing  men,  were  to  be  scat- 
tered by  this  blast  of  destruction  to  the  elements: 
shattered,  maimed,  slaughtered,  while  the  ruins  of  peace- 
ful homes,  the  streaming  blood  of  innocents  without 
number,  should  accompany  the  mighty  ruin ! 

The  man  who  had  felt  with  so  much  intensity,  the 
event  of  that  evening  when  by  his  pistol  a  fellow  man 
fdl  dead;  whose  imagination  had  been  so  much  struck 
by  the  mere  picture  of  the  body  so  recently  instinct 
with  tiie  breath  of  life,  swinging  helpless  over  the 
saddle;  he,  who  never  since  that  time  had  shed  blood,  or 
made  progress  in  the  dreadful  indifference  to  human 
life  consequent  on  deeds  of  violence — he  recoiled  with 
horror  from  that  which  he  was  about  to  do. 

Often  when  the  restless  day  had  been  succeeded  by 
the  heavy  slumber,  consequent  upon  total  exhaustion 
both  of  body  and  mind,  would  the  meditations  of  the 
day  take  form  in  the  dread  visions  of  the  night.  The 
toppling  houses  and  churches — the  maimed  and  shat* 

TOL.  II.  O 


210  FATHER  DARCT. 

tered  bodies  of  the  slain  would  be  present  as  in  i 
terrible  reality;  and  then  a  wild  and  piercing  cij  asof 
universal  honor  and  detestation,  would  suddenly  awika 
him;  the  cold  sweat  bathing  his  limbs,  his  hair  standi^ 
oa  end ; — then  would  he  start  from  his  bed,  suffbcatedif 
it  were  in  his  chamber,  would  hastily  throw  his  dolki 
over  him,  and  rush  forth  into  the  night. 

There,  in  the  silence  of  the  midnight  hour^  the  fltm 
in  their  glittering  courses  keeping  watch  as  thesentineil 
of  heaven.  Cast  upon  the  earth,  his  thoughts  lU  it 
confusion,  would  he  again  revolve  the  enterprise  hdm 
him. 

On  the  one  hand,  the  magnificence  oi  the  plot,  whidi 
should  at  a  blow  emancipate  the  sufiering  church,  snd 
avenge  her  upon  her  enemies — ^the  wickedness  of  the 
times — the  desperate  prospects  of  the  Catholics — excited 
in  him  all  the  enthusiasm  of  a  hero  and  a  martjr:  On 
the  other  the  streams  of  blood,  the  wide  spread  ruin, 
the  shrieks  of  the  innocent,  and  the  dread  judgment  rf 
God  upon  the  murderer,  appalled  his  trembling  souL 

These  agitations,  these  contrasts  of  feeling,  became  it 
last  insupportable  :  he  must  have  complete  satisfaction 
— it  was  impossible  to  endure  his  state  of  mind  longer : 
He  must  have  more  than  the  sanction  of,  and  absolution 
from  the  hands  of  the  inferior  ministers  of  his  church; 
these  intolerable  alternations  must  be  resolved  by  « 
higher  authority. 

Father  Tesmond,  it  was  true,  had  received  his  confer 
sion.  Father  Tesmond  had  heard  the  minutest  details  of 
the  plot,  and  from  his  hands  he  had  received  absolution. 
But  Father  Tesmond  was  a  desperate  and  a  violent  man ; 
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he  was  not  wanting  in  acertain  ability;  but  his  views  of 
monditj  were  coarse  and  undistinguishing,  and  a  mind 
like  Catesby's  found  it  impossible  to  rest  satisfied  with 
his  decisions  alone. 

The  Superior — ^the  man  of  extended  views,  of  great 
abilities,  and  extraordinary  powers  of  argument,  had, 
it  18  true,  given  his  opinion  in  favour  of  any  attempt 
which  carried  with  it  a  fair  chance  of  success,  even 
though  some  innocent  must  perish  with  many  '*  nocent ;" 
hat  that  opinion  had  been  given  under  equivocal 
ciieumstances  :  with  the  details,  even  with  the  most  ge- 
neral outline  of  the  plan,  he  had  distinctly  refused  to  be 
made  acquainted.  It  would  seem  by  expressions  which  he 
let  fiJl,  that  all  he  contemplated  was  a  rising,  like  that  of 
the  North;  and  his  decision  might  have  reference  only  to 
the  necessary  violences  of  men  engaged  in  open  warfare. 

The  insupportable  weight  of  responsibility  attached  to 
lihis  new  and  unheard-of  scheme,  Father  Darcy  had  not 
chosen  to  share ;  and  now  new  and  still  more  harassing 
doubts  suggested  themselves — Was  it  not  possible  that 
the  Father  Provincial  might  vStei  all  condemn  the 
icheme,  if  made  aware  of  its  exact  nature? 


Father  Darcy,  or  more  properly  Gramet,  and  Father 
Tesmond  were  together  at  White  Webbes,  the  lone 
house  upon  the  borders  of  Enfield  Chase,  which  has  been 
described  early  in  this  book  as  the  place  to  which  the 
Catholic  gentlemen  retired,  afler  the  ineffectual  attempt 
to  liberate  the  captive  priests. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  summer,  of  July^  in  all  its 
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gloTj.  The  Chase  was  one  maze  of  wild  loees  and  fox- 
gloves,  intermingled  with  the  heavy  gieen  of  the 
embowering  thickets.  The  sky  was  blue  and  cknidr 
less,  and  the  sun  pouring  down  his  rays  with  a  blight 
intensity,  not  common  in  this  climate.  The  two  piiesto 
had  retired  to  this  secluded  spot,  to  enjoy  some  refredh 
ment  after  their  various  journeys ;  and  were  sitting  in  tie 
little  parlour  with  its  high  windows  which  exdaded 
all  view  of  the  glorious  face  of  nature  without,  EtiO 
engaged  at  their  mid-day  repast.  On  the  table  that 
were  some  plates  of  fine  fruit  and  confection^  and 
a  couple  of  bottles  of  excellent  wine — ^for  in  this  reapeet 
the  Father  Superior  was  a  true  epicure. 

And  he  was  sitting  at  his  ease^  lifting  the  glass  in  which 
the  bright  liquid  was  sparkling,  from  time  to  time  to  hi 
eye,  and  swallowing  it  with  a  gusto  that  was  any  thing 
but  cdifjdng.  Father  Tesmond  meanwhile  with  a  dis- 
turbed and  anxious  countenance,  sat  picking  his  fruit  in 
silence. 

There  was  the  noise  as  of  a  galloping  horse  ap- 
proaching at  a  prodigious  rate ;  both  the  priests  started, 
looked  at  each  other,  and  listened. 

The  ban-dog  who  lay  chained  close  by  the  entrance, 
dozing  in  the  sun,  and  snapping  from  time  to  time  at 
the  summer  flics,  started  up  and  gave  one  fierce  and 
savage  bark;  but  the  bark  was  succeeded  by  a  low 
whining  growl,  as  the  dog  appeared  to  resume  his 
slumbers :  it  was  evident  that  a  friend  was  approaching. 
The  heavy  house  door  was  slowly  unbarred,  opaied, 
carefully  barred  again ;  then  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
door  of  the  room  in  which  the  priests  were  sitting  j  ^ 
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latch  was  lifted,  the  face  of  the  old  servant-man  ap- 
peared,  and  dose  behind  him  in  stalked  the  tall  figure 
of  Mr.  Gatesby. 

They  had  not  met  for  some  months,  and  Garnet  could 
not  help  starting  back  with  surprise  as  he  fixed  his  eyes 
upon  him,  so  much  was  he  altered  in  that  brief  space. 
His  face  had  assumed  an  ashy  hue ;  the  cheek  bones 
afcood  sharp  and  prominent,  a  crimson  spot  of  fevered 
excitement  upon  each ;  his  brows  were  scowling,  and  his 
deep,  sunken  dark  eye  glowed  with  a  strange  unnatural 
light ;  while  his  thick  and  neglected  hair  and  beard  fell  in 
liiick  masses  upon  the  large  white  collar  of  his  rich  but 
Bcnled  dress.  His  whole  appearance  was  that  of  one 
Utterly  indifierent  to  all  those  minor  details  and  pro- 
prieties of  life  which  occupy  a  mind  at  ease. 

He  flung  his  richly  jewelled  hat  upon  the  floor,  and 
drawing  a  chair  without  speaking,  sat  down,  leaned  his 
arms  upon  the  table,  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon  the  two 
^ests,  gazed  alternately  at  one  and  the  other  with  a 
steady,  determined  air. 

The  Father  Superior  was  beginning  to  address  liim 
in  his  usual  courteous  manner,  but  Catesby  haughtily 
uid  rudely  interrupted  him. 

**  My  mind  is  Uke  a  burning  hell  ^vithin  me,"  said  he ; 
><  the  tortures  of  doubt  and  irresolution  are  no  longer 
U>  be  endured;  I  have  ridden  day  and  night  from  Ashby 
Ebr  satisfaction — satisfaction  I  will  have,  and  that  im- 
mediately." 

The  two  priests  could  only  look  on  him  with  a  sort  of 
mndering  astonishment ;  as  on  one  who  has  suddenly 
lost  his  senses. 
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''  I  do  not  go  with  you  altogether,  Mr.  Catesbj,"  tt 
last  Garnet  b^an.  '^  Excuse  me,  I  do  not  nndentand 
the  cause  exactly,  either  of  your  hurried  and  heated  ap- 
pearance, or  of  your  strange  and  somewhat  uncoarteooi 
address.  Satisfaction !  has  any  thing  been  omitted  diift 
could  add  to  yoiur*  satisfisu^on?  I  am  ignorant  of  the 
cause  of  these  proceedings  on  your  part." 

*'  That  is  why  I  am  come,"  said  Catesby,  Uantlf, 
''  you  are  ignorant,  and  I  will  suffer  you  to  be  ignozant 
no  longer." 

The  priest  drew  himself  up. 

*'  Any  confidences  Mr.  Catesby  may  be  pleased  to 
make  under  the  seal  of  confession,  I  am  bound  by  my 
ghostly  character  to  receive.  As  for  any  other  confi- 
dences with  which  he  may  desire  to  honour  me,  lie 
must  be  pleased  to  sufier  me  to  judge  how  far  the 
reception  of  such  may  consist  with  my  principles  is 
a  preacher  of  peace." 

Catesby  frowned  impatiently.  There  was  something 
terrific  in  his  firown,  and  the  heart  of  the  priest,  who 
was  not  remarkable  for  personal  courage,  beat  fast  as 
he  saw  the  cloud  gathering  over  his  countenance. 

"  Peace !"  he  said,  "  Wliat  has  any  man  to  do  in  these 
days  with  peace?  No,  Mr.  Darcy — Farmer — Gamet 
— whatsoever  your  proper  name  for  the  present  may 
chance  to  be,  you  are  not  to  retain  that  portion  for 
yourself  at  the  expense  of  the  souls  and  consciences  of 
others.  My  mind  is  dreadfully  troubled.  Except  in 
general  terms,  you  have  till  now  refused  to  listen  to  the 
secret  which  oppresses  me.  I  tell  you  at  once,  my  con- 
science will  not  be  satisfied;  it  is  like  a  raging  ^ 
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beuty  and  is  tearing  my  heart  to  pieces:  you  shall  hear 
all — ^I  wiU  learn,  and  from  you^  whither  this  road  on 
which  I  have  entered  be  leading — ^whether  the  sugges- 
tion be  of  God  or  of  the  devil — ^I  will  have  satisfaction 
^-«nd  you  thall  give  it  me." 

*'  Sir,"  said  the  Jesuit,  ''  your  language  is  violent 
and  impetuous  in  the  extreme:  not  such  as  I  am  ac^ 
Gostomed  to  allow  to  be  used  to  me." 

*'  I  cry  peccavi,"  said  CSatesby,  scarcely  deigning  to 
aoften  the  harsh  tones  of  his  voice  in  the  slightest 
d^ree,  ''but  the  occasion  is  extraordinary,  and  de- 
mands extraordinary  proceedings.  The  question  relating 
no  less  than  to  the  slaughter  of  hundreds,  may  be 
thousands,  of  human  beings  totally  unprepared — they 
may  be  guilty — may  be  innocent — may  be  righteous 
—may  be  criminal.  The  matter  being,  in  brief,  the 
explosion  at  once  of  some  scores  of  barrels  of  gun- 
powder." 

The  Jesuit  clapped  his  hands  to  his  ears: 

"  Silence !"  said  he,  in  a  terrible  voice,  "  or  I  in- 
stantly quit  this  room  and  this  house;  and  never,  while 
you  breathe,  will  hold  commerce  with  you  more." 

And  quite  red  with  sudden  passion,  he  was  rising 
£rom  his  chair  and  about  to  leave  the  room. 

But  Mr.  Tesmond,  usually  so  hasty  and  violent,  now 
assumed  the  part  of  mediator: 

**  Reverend  father ! — Holy  father !"  he  began,  "  Have 
patience — Mr.  Catesby — Mr.  Catesby — ^you  must  not, 
indeed,  do  this  violence  to  our  reverend  Superior's  deter- 
minations— ^be  seated  I  pray  you,  father. — Mr.  Catesby ! 
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I  am  ready,  as  you  well  know,  to  listen  to  your  con- 
fessions, and  resolve  your  doubts." 
-  ''  I  liaye  found  it  so,"  said  Catesby,  steadily,  but  witb 
less  Yiolence,  as  the  Father  Superior,  yielding  to  the 
earnest  pressure  of  Father  Tesmond's  hand,  resumed  his 
seat.  '^  I  have  had  my  doubts  resolved  by  you,  father, 
as  &r  as  you  are  able  to  resolve  them.  But  you,  I  haie 
long  looked  upon  as  one  of  us — ^your  views  may  be 
biassed  as  my  own  may  be.  You  are  a  bold  and  daring 
man,  Mr.  Tesmond,  and  I  honour  you  for  it:  but  the 
Father  Superior  is  a  man  of  peace.  He  has  only  heaid 
in  the  general  of  some  stir  which  we  are  about  to  make 
— ^his  approbation  is  of  no  authority,  it  being  given  in 
ignorance  of  the  fact— I  must  have  his  opinion-I 
must  and  will  have  my  doubts  resolved:  or  I  cross  the 
seas,  join  the  Archduke,  and  leave  this  country  to  her 
fate." 

**  My  son,"  said  Mr.  Darcy,  who  had  now  recovered 
his  self-possession,  and  whom  the  last  threat  aroused  at 
once  to  a  sense  of  the  necessity  of  the  case,  "  though  I 
do  hold  it  a  thing  imlawful  and  inconsistent  with  my 
ghostly  vocation,  to  enter  into  the  details  of  warfare, 
however  just  and  righteous  the  war  carried  on,  yet  for 
the  satisfaction  of  one  so  justly  esteemed  as  Mr.  Catesbj, 
I  am  willing  to  waive  the  point — ^but  it  must  be  oa 
certain  conditions :  let  the  Father  Tesmond,  to  whom 
you  have  opened  yourself,  consult  me  in  this  matter, 
sub  sigillo  confessionis :  I  will  resolve  the  difficulties 
which  may  arise  in  your  mind.  Let  it  be  so,  my  soOt 
in  the  first  instance/'  he  continued,  observing  the  im- 
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pftdent,  diantiflfied  expiessioii  of  Mr.Catesby's  counte- 
nance; ''afterwards,  if  you  do  not  receive  complete 
aatifl&ctiony  we  can  discourse  of  the  matter  as  in  the 
general,  and  yet  you  will  know  how  to  give  just  weight 
to  my  opinions." 

■  "  Why  may  it  not  be  from  myself?'  said  Catesby, 
bhintly.  <'  Why  all  this  intermediate  agency?' 
'  ''  So  it  shall  be,"  said  Garnet,  laying  his  hand  with  a 
pacifying  gesture  upon  the  twitching  arm  that  lay  upon^ 
the  table,  "  should  you  still  continue  to  desire  it,  I  said 
I  would  receive  your  confessions,  if  you  persist  in  de- 
siring it-— though  not  your  ordinary  confessor,  I  may  be 
consulted  as  one  extraordinaiy.  But  first  let  me  hear 
Father  Tesmond.  Come,  sir,  shall  we  walk?'  with  a 
significant  glance  at  the  other  priest,  who  rose  imme- 
diately, and  they  quitted  the  room. 

It  had  been  Father  Gramet  s  determined  resolution  to 
listen  to  none  of  the  details  of  the  plot  directly  from 
Catesby  or  any  of  the  conspirators :  his  knowledge  of  it 
he  had  from  the  first  resolved  should  remain  a  thing 
incapable  of  direct  proof:  he  would  not  put  it  into  the 
power  of  any  lay  man  breathing,  to  tax  him  directly 
with  it.  As  for  the  confession  of  the  priest,  though  he 
would  willingly  have  escaped  that  also,  yet  it  was  quite 
a  different  matter;  the  principles  of  the  order  rendered 
a  system  of  lying  and  equivocation  to  shelter  the  pro- 
ceedings of  each  other,  a  matter  of  such  common  every- 
day occurrence  (though  they  might  have  startled  the 
conscience  of  almost  any  lay  man  breathing),  that  he 
bad  no  fear  of  being  betrayed  in  that  quarter. 

These  two  priests  then  entered  the  wood,  and  walk- 
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ing  up  and  down  one  of  the  sweet  secluded  glades,  wbete 
the  dappled  deer  were  browsing  peacefully,  while  the 
declining  sun  threw  a  golden  gleam  upon  the'  finest 
trees — here,  while  the  merry  insects  buzzed  and  drum- 
med, and  the  voice  of  the  all-wise  and  aU-good  was 
whispering  to  the  swelling  heart  in  nature's  gentlest  ac- 
cents— ^thoae  two  priests,  desecrating  what  they  oog^ 
to  have  considered  as  one  of  the  most  sacred  sacraments 
^of  their  religion,  discoursed  upon  this  hideous  con- 
spiracy. 

Mr.  Ckmet  expressed  ndther  surprise,  nor  horror, 
nor  repugnance  at  what  he  heard.  It  is  probable  that 
he  had  approached  the  truth  before  this  fiill  develq^ 
ment  of  the  scheme;  but  the  certainty  that  his  sur- 
mises were  verified,  and  above  all  the  a^urance  that 
the  necessary  preparations  had  already  been  completed, 
was  received  with  the  greatest  possible  satisfaction. 
The  only  anxiety  that  remained  with  him  was  to  mab- 
tain  the  susceptible  mind  of  Catesby  at  the  sticking  place 
— to  tranquillise  his  scruples,  and  confirm  his  resolution. 

The  enterprise,  as  now  revealed  to  him,  surpassed,  it 
is  true,  the  father's  most  sanguine  expectations  as  to 
extent.  The  complete  destruction,  in  one  instant  of 
time,  of  the  whole  frame  of  society  as  then  constituted, 
was  a  scheme  so  gigantic  in  the  conception,  yet  appa- 
rently so  certain  in  its  results,  and  so  inevitably  entailed 
the  ultimate  triumph  of  the  Catholic  ascendancy,  that 
the  father  took  several  turns  up  and  down  the  little 
green  glade  where  they  were  walking,  before  he  could 
sufficiently  master  his  exultation  so  as  to  give  words  to 
what  was  passing  in  his  mind. 
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^  It  18  a  grand — a  sublime  idea" — at  lengtli  he  said, 
worthy  of  the  man  who  has  devised  it.  A  genius  so 
powerful  and  original  as  his,  I  have  rarely  found — but 
minds  of  this  high  order  I  have  also  observed  to  be 
usually  a  prey  to  certain  delicate  susceptibilities  of  ni^ 
ture,  which  arrestthe  progress,  perplexthe  ideas,  enfeeble 
the  resolution,  and  disorder  the  whole  plan  of  action. 
These  wide-seeing  natures  cannot  rush  blindly  hood- 
winked forwards,  like  such  men  ais  Wright,  Piercy,  and 
Fawkes — ^but  such  hesitations  and  imcertainties  are 
merely  morbid — ^we  shall  find  means  to  remove  them. 
As  for  you,  Tesmond,  rest  satisfied  with  the  assurance 
that  I  most  entirely  approve  of  all  that  you  have  done 
— and  rely  upon  me,  I  will  take  care  so  to  make  this 
thing  appear  at  Rome,  that  we  shall  all  go  up  justified 
— nay,  glorified. 

"  Persevere  in  your  endeavours  to  keep  all  these  souls 
of  whom  you  have  charge  to  the  point:  I  will  deal 
with  Mr.  Catesby." 


Catesby  had  risen  from  his  chair  after  the  departure 
of  the  two  priests,  and  his  head  resting  upon  his  breast, 
and  his  arms  folded  over  his  bosom,  continued  pacing 
up  and  down  the  room,  awaiting  their  return. 

An  hour  had  nearly  expired  before  the  door  opened 
again,  and  Father  Darcy  entered.  There  was  a  se- 
zene  gravity,  an  autiiority,  upon  his  &ce,  which  was 
very  imposing: — ^he  possessed  the  power,  when  he 
pleased,  of  throwing  into  his  countenance  and  figure  a 
something  gentie  and  mild,  yet  dignified  and  lofty^ 
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wliicli  excited  universal  zeverence  and 
Catesbj,  as  he  lifted  up  his  head,  was  struck  with  the 
air  of  seeming  interest  with  which  the  father  adyanced 
towards  him.  His  expression  so  grave  and  ferrenft, 
and  imposing,  as  taking  hold  of  his  hand,  he  said, 
solemnlj,  in  the  words  of  the  cxliv  Psalm: 

^^^Benedictus  Domim. — ^Blessed  be  the  Lord  my 
strength,  who  teacheth  my  hands  to  war,  and  my  fingers 
to  fight. 

" '  My  hope  and  my  fortress,  my  castle  and  deliveier, 
my  defender  in  whom  I  trust: 

''  *•  Bow  thy  heavens  and  come  down :  touch  the 
mountains,  and  they  shall  smoke. 

** '  Cast  forth  thy  lightnings  and  tear  them :  shoot  out 
thine  arrows  and  consume  them.' 

'*  This  is  a  great  and  dangerous  enterprise — ^but  it  is 
one  holy  and  glorious  in  the  sight  of  God.  *  Exurgal 
Deus. — Let  God  arise,  and  let  his  enemies  be  scat- 
tered.' Your  irresolutions  arc  but  too  natural,  the  flesh 
is  weak,  the  spirit  strong.  But  go  on,  Robert  Catesby 
— and  the  blessing  of  the  holy  Catholic  Church,  as  ex- 
pressed by  my  voice,  be  upon  thee,  and  hallow  thee  to 
this  great  sacrifice." 

Robert  was  silent:  awe-struck  by  the  air  of  the 
priest,  all  his  reluctance  and  his  hesitations  seemed  at 
once  to  vanish.  Again  he  looked  as  one  inspired  by 
the  prospect  of  a  great  and  saintly  enterprise;  again  the 
fire  of  courage  and  genius  flashed  from  his  dark  and 
terrible  eye;  again  the  deliverance  of  his  holy  Church 
at  the  peril  of  all  he  held  dear  in  life,  elevated  his  soul 
to  a  sort  of  rapture.     As  Judith  when  she  raised  the 
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gUtterixig  treacheroiis  sword — as  Jael  when  she  struck 
the  &tal  nail  and  violated  all  the  sacred  rights  of  hospi- 
tality— so  he  must  have  felt.  His  excited  feelings  had 
xmdei^ne  a  complete  reaction,  the  opinion  of  the 
Father  Darcj  as  thus  delivered,  sounded  to  him  as  the 
voice  of  God. 

*'  I  marvel  not  at  the  reluctance,  the  hesitations,  you 
have  experienced,"  continued  the  priest;  *'  the  deed 
though  glorious,  is  terrible.  You  did  well  to  consult  the 
voice  of  your  Church,  Robert  Gatesby,  and  in  her  name  I 
declare — ^not  only  that  this  undertaking  is  one  of  noble 
daring  such  as  immortalises  the  conqueror,  but  it  is  right- 
eous, holy,  sacred,  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  the  innume- 
rable host  of  heaven.  Go  forward  then  in  fidth ;  and  like 
the  mighty  king  of  old,  hallow  the  new  temple  erected 
to  the  honour  of  God,  by  the  sacrifice  of  thousands  of 
thousands." 

He  then,  with  almost  touching  solemnity,  adminis- 
tered the  rite  of  absolution,  and  mingling  his  tears,  his 
prayers,  his  blessing — yea  his  tears,  for  he  had  tears  at 
will,  and  in  good  truth  his  own  heart  was  greatly  excited 
by  the  magnificence  of  the  prospect  before  him — dis- 
missed Catesby  confirmed  in  his  resolutions,  and  his  heart 
lightened  for  the  moment  of  an  insupportable  burden. 

His  feelings  might  yet  vary  with  his  varying  spirits; 
but  this  and  succeeding  interviews  with  Mr.  Darcy, 
who  was  now  unremitting  in  his  exertions,  conspired  to 
maintain  him  at  the  true  pitch :  till  the  habit  of  regarding 
the  whole  business  as  a  righteous  judgment  upon  heresy 
and  treachery,  and  a  most  glorious  example  of  self-sacri- 
fice in  a  hallowed  cause,  became  almost  confirmed  in  his 
mind. 
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CHAPTER  Xm. 

*<  Cio  mi  tarmenta  piii  che  qneito  leUa' 


Mb.  Dabgt  had  suffered  himBelf  to  be  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  details  of  the  plot,  and  he  now  bent 
the  whole  force  of  his  powerful  mind  toward  forward- 
ing it  in  every  possible  manner. 

More  given  to  reflection  than  Catesby,  more  accus- 
tomed to  consider  the  issues  of  things,  he  was  not  inclined 
to  abandon  the  results  of  this  terrible  blow  when 
effected,  to  the  chances  of  accident;  as  the  conspirators, 
in  their  blind  reUance  upon  the  support  of  the  Cathohc 
body,  and  in  their  now  enthusiastic  persuasion  of  the 
righteousness  of  their  cause,  and  of  the  special  protecdon 
of  Heaven,  seemed  inclined  to  do. 

Of  the  special  protection  of  Heaven,  Mr.  Darcy 
thought  little  enough,  and  of  the  righteousness  of  the 
measure,  he  did  not  choose  to  think  at  all;  his  mind 
had  been  too  long  filled  with  schemes  of  mere  worldly 
policy  to  be  open  to  any  genuine  sentiments  of  religion 
or  morality.  His  own  moral  sense  had  been  totally 
blunted  and  destroyed  by  his  casuistical  habit  of  dealing 
with  the  consciences  of  others  according  to  circumstance, 
instead  of  according  to  principle ;  and  his  religion  had 
been  destroyed  "b^  i(!tv!^  ^\;^  V^y^  qC  assuming  to  himself 
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Spiritual  powers  wliich  he  knew  did  not  leally  exist ;  and 
of  teaching  to  others  many  things,  in  which  it  was  impos- 
sible a  man  of  Yns  enlightened  turn  of  mind  should 
liimself  believe.  The  pernicious  institution  also  of  au- 
licular  confession,  whatever  its  effects  may  be  upon  the 
penitent,  must  inevitably  produce  the  most  baneful 
results  upon  the  character  of  the  confessor  himself;  and 
tend  almost  entirely  to  obliterate  the  finer  sense  of  truth 
and  sincerity,  if  not  to  destroy  the  principle  altogether. 
To  be  every  day  of  a  man's  life  in  the  habit  of  hearing 
that  which  is  never^  under  any  condition,  to  be  revealed : 
to  know  one  thing,  and  have  to  act,  and  speak,  and  even 
look,  as  if  imder  the  firm  conviction  of  another; — ^to  be 
privy  to  so  much  secret  crime,  and  have  to  wear  the 
&ce  of  outward  approbation,  to  be  conscious  of  so  much 
evil,  and  not  to  be  allowed  to  move  a  finger  to  avert  it; 
what  dangerous  perplexities,  and  conflictiDg  duties, 
must  from  such  a  situation  arise !  But,  above  all,  the 
£ital  habit  of  tampering  with  his  own  mind,  and  classing 
dicumstances  and  the  obligations  thence  arising,  not 
according  to  their  intrinsic  importance,  but  according  to 
their  revelation  in  or  out  of  confession,  must  disorder 
the  whole  system  of  moral  life  within  the  bosom  of  that 
unhappy  victim  to  false  views  of  religion,  the  Catholic 
priest. 

We  may,  however,  spare  ourselves  from  any  useless 
pity  for  Mr.  Darcy.  He  was  a  man  of  far  too  clear  a 
perception,  and  too  strong  a  character  to  be  perverted, 
had  he  not  chosen  to  pervert  himself.  But  he  had  early 
surrendered  his  soul  to  the  things  of  this  world,  and 
made  his  spiritual  character  a  mere  cloak  for  the  most 
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ilr.  Fiwkes  had  ilreaiv  crossed  over  to  Flanders,  to 
cnd-eavr.nr  to  obtain  the  co-operation  of  the  Archduke, 
through  the  medium  of  Sir  William  Stanley  and  Owen, 
to  both  of  whom,  under  the  seal  of  secrecy,  he  was 
allowed  to  open  the  business.  Sir  William  Stanley  he 
did  not  sec;  with  Owen  he  entered  into  a  complete 
understanding;  but  he  had  no  encouragement  to  depend 
upon  the  assistance  of  the  Spaniard,  who  seemed,  at 
present,  determined  to  maintain  the  treaty  of  peace. 
But  what  the  resolutions  of  Spain  might  become,  after 
the  catastrophe  had  taken  place  which  would  anni- 
hilate the  Protestant  government,  remained  to  be  seen. 
Mr.  Fawkes  returned  to  London  about  the  end  of 
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August;  parliament  liayixig  been  again  prorogued  from 
the  third  of  October  to  the  fifth  of  November. 

In  the  meantime,  Gramet  had  written  to  Baldwin, 
the  Legier,*  as  it  was  called,  Jesuit  in  the  Liow  Countries 
— to  move  the  Marquis  Spinola  for  a  regiment  of  horse 
to  be  given  to  Mr.  Catesby;  under  pretence  of  levying 
men  and  horses,  for  which  military  provision  might  be 
made  and  men  enrolled,  who  would  be  in  readiness 
when  wanted. 

These  arrangements  furnished  a  plausible  excuse  for 
the  occupation,  in  which,  with  his  usual  ardour,  Mr. 
Catcsby  immediately  engaged.  But  the  preparations 
consumed  what  little  money  he  had  left,  after  the  large 
expenses  already  incurred;  and  yet  the  necessity  of 
being  well  provided  with  funds,  when  the  actual  rising 
ahould  take  place,  was  evident  to  all. 

Father  Garnet,  Mr.  Catesby,  Winter,  and  Piercy  had 
numerous  interviews  at  their  various  secret  haunts  to 
discuss  this  subject.  Piercy,  who  was  in  the  habit  of 
receiving  the  rents  for  his  kinsman,  the  Duke  of 
Northumberland,  proposed  to  detain  the  money  that 
should  next  come  to  hand,  and  held  out  an  expecta- 
tion of  being  able  to  contribute  four  thousand  pounds 
and  ten  galloping  horses  to  the  service. 

But  what  was  wanted  was  an  immediate  supply  to 
complete  the  expensive  preparations  for  Catesby's  regi- 
ment. He  proposed  to  apply  to  his  mother :  she  liad  a 
very  large  jointure  upon  his  estate,  the  Midsummer 
instahnent  of  which  had  just  become  due.     She  had 

*  Legier— resident,   rcpresentatiye,   and    agent    at   a   foreign 
oonrt. 
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likewise  a  oonsideiable  property  in  jewels  and  plate, 
which  was  in  her  son's  posseseion.  He  made  litde 
doubt,  though  he  and  his  mother  were  on  somewliat 
indifferent  terms,  that  he  should  be  able  to  persuade 
her  to  assist  him  under  pretence  of  the  raising  Us 
regiment.  As  to  giving  a  person  so  violent  and  un- 
guarded the  slightest  suspicion  of  the  matter  really  m 
hand — ^that  was  not  to  be  thought  of. 

But  he  found  himself  entirely  deceived  in  his  ex- 
pectations. 

His  mother  had  never  loved  him.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  excited,  susceptible,  and  highly  imagiaar 
tive  character  of  her  son,  his  uncontrollable  qpint, 
and  reckless  conduct,  in  violent  contrast  to  her  own 
ideas  and  feelings.  Rigid,  stem,  and  cold  in  her 
exterior;  narrow  in  her  views;  and  accustomed  to  pre- 
serve the  habit  of  austere  and  monotonous  order  in 
all  her  proceedings,  though  of  a  deep  sensibility  to 
wrong  and  suffering;  there  was  nothing  of  sympathy 
between  them. 

And  the  harshness  of  her  voice  and  manners — the 
indifference  to  his  feelings  and  comforts  which  she 
showed  whenever  he  happened  to  visit  his  gloomy  h<HDe 
— ^liad  aided  that  severance  from  aU  the  love  and  tende^ 
ncss  of  domestic  life,  which,  beginning  with  the  bitter 
disappointment  endured  firom  the  rejection  of  the  Ladj 
Grace,  was  completed  by  this  alienation  from  his 
mother. 

His  home  was  to  him  joyless  and  indifferent  When 
at  Ashby,  his  time  was  chiefly  spent  in  moody,  soE- 
tary  contemplation;  rarely  exchanging  a  word  except 
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at  meab  "with  liis  mother,  whose  dissatisfaction  was  only 
increased  bj  his  want  of  confidence.  But  now  it  was 
become  necessary  to  discuss  the  subject  of  the  accom- 
modation required,  and  he  returned  home  to  Ashby  to 
enter  at  once  upon  the  business. 

He  arrived  one  fine  evening  in  August,  traversing  a 
oountry  covered  with  corn-fields;  and  where  the  harvest, 
80  joyous  an  event  in  those  jocimd  days,  was  going  on. 
Hie  golden  sheaves  stood  in  ranks  upon  the  rich  fields, 
or  nodded  in  the  huge  wains  as  they  tottered  heavily 
laden  along;  the  laugh  and  the  song  resounded  fix)m 
the  merry  lads  and  lasses  employed  in  reaping;  and  the 
eharp  sounds  of  a  fiddle  from  the  neighbouring  bam, 
the  property  of  some  itinerant  musician,  showed  that 
preparation  was  already  making  for  the  rustic  dance, 
which  was  to  conclude  the  toil  of  the  day. 

*'  The  valleys,"  to  use  the  emphatic  language  of  a 
Scripture,  "  are  covered  over  with  com,  they  shout  for 
joy,  they  also  sing." 

While  Catesby,  intent  upon  his  fearful  purpose,  and 
lieedless  of  the  happiness  of  a  society  he  hoped  to  rend 
asunder,  galloped  in  his  usual  impetuous  manner  through 
the  lanes,  and  between  the  embowering  hedges  that 
bordered  them. 

It  was  evening  when  he  arrived,  and  crossed  the 
brook  and  the  green,  round  which  the  Uttle  cottages 
of  the  village  of  Ashby  lie  scattered.  The  men  were 
playing  at  quoits  upon  the  green;  the  young  women 
with  their  scarlet  top-knots  and  gay  laced  bodices  were 
smiling,  coquetting,  and  looking  on;  and  there  were 
matrons  knitting  and  spinning  under  the  trees,  while  the 
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children,  busy  at  plaj,  sailed  their  boats  of  leaves  upon  a 
little  lake  formed  by  the  prattling  stream. 

The  bells  of  the  little  church  were  ringing  menily 
for  some  holiday  festival  or  other ;  as  this  man  of  naaerj, 
casting  a  hurried  glance  at  the  cheerful  scene,  hastened 
by,  and  arrived  at  his  own  door. 

The  low  gloomy  hall  was  wrapped  in  twilight;  the 
thick  trees  obscured  the  rays  of  the  sinking  sun;  and 
the  strange  figures  painted  upon  the  walls  looked  like 
lurid  spectres,  as  the  uncertain  light  now  played,  now 
retreated :  he  opened  the  door  of  the  dark  parlour — ^in 
melancholy  contrast  with  the  rich  gladness  of  nature 
without — ^and  there,  in  gloomy  opposition  to  the  scene 
of  healthful  enjojrment  which  he  had  just  passed,  were 
his  mother,  and  his  two  little  children. 

The  lady  was  engaged  spinning  at  a  wheel  of  wood 
as  dark  as  ebony;  and  the  monotonous  hum  of  the 
wheel  was  the  only  sound  to  be  heard;  the  two  Uttle 
boys,  wrapped  in  each  other's  arras,  had  fallen  asleep. 
They  were  both  resting  against  the  huge  ban-dog,  whose 
services  had  rendered  him  a  permitted  guest  in  any  apart- 
ment in  the  house;  and  who  was  the  kindest  and  almost 
the  only  friend  the  poor  little  fellows  possessed.  One 
little  arm  of  each  was  thrown  over  the  sagacious  crea- 
ture's neck,  whose  huge  ferocious  looking  head  reposed 
between  them.  The  dog  opened  his  large  intelligent  eye  as 
Catesby  entered ;  gave  him  one  of  those  strange,  meaning 
looks  by  which  dogs  convey  so  much,  seeming  to  saj, 
*^  You  see  what  I  am  in  charge  of;"  and  then  closing 
his  eye-lids  without  moving  a  muscle,  continued  to  doze 
between  the  slumbering  children. 
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Gitesby  bent  one  knee  to  the  earth,  and  kissed  the 
forehead  of  each  little  sleeper:  he  loved  them  both  in 
his  way — ^but  his  cares  for  their  welfare  or  happiness 
were  slight.  He  never  even  observed  their  pale  and  suf- 
feacing  &ce8;  the  only  feeling  of  compassion  connected 
with  them  arose,  when  he  remembered  that  he  was 
patting  the  inheritance  into  jeopardy,  which  was  to 
devolve  upon  the  elder;  but  his  confidence  in  the  ulti« 
mate  success  of  his  imdertaking  was  so  complete,  that 
such  thoughts  merely  glanced  at  intervals  across  his 
mind. 

-He  now  went  up  to  his  mother,  whose  droning 
wheel  had  already  ceased.  She  had  arisen  from  her 
seat  at  his  entrance,  and  a  cold  greeting  was  exchanged 
between  them. 

She  reseated  herself,  while  he  drew  a  chair,  and  sat 
down  at  some  little  distance. 

"  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  son,"  began  the  mother,  with 
some  formality.  '*  This  is  an,  unexpected  pleasure,  the 
seeing  you  to-night.  1  thought  you  had  been  too  busy 
with  your  warlike preparationSj*  with  a  sort  of  ironical 
emphasis,  '*  to  come  near  me." 

**I  am  sorry,"  he  said,  "  my  warlike  preparations 
as  she  pleases  to  call  them,  are  so  unpalatable  to 
my  mother;  but  I  should  have  thought  that  when 
there  was  no  enterprise  in  which  a  gentleman  of 
honour  could  engage  on  this  side  the  water — she 
Would  have  been  pleased  to  see  her  son  preparing  to 
serve  in  a  Catholic  army,  and  under  a  Catholic  leader, 
upon  the  other." 

"  Under  the  reign  of  the  noble  Phillip  of  pious  memory, 
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wlientheSpAiiiaidwisthebuhnDkQftheCSiiiick — ^imder 
die  generalship  of  the  hooic  Ahm^  when  the  demmi 
of  heiesj  was  trampled  under  foot — ^when  the  CSithoSc 
socnned  to  ahow  mercy  to  the  impioaSy  or  hold  oat  the 
light  hand  of  fellowship  to  the  enemies  of  God^s  hsij 
Qinrch — <A«jf ,  whater^  the  woik  left  nnattempted  at 
home,  the  widow  of  the  sainted  Sir  William  CaieAj 
m^gfat  have  rejoiced  to  see  hisfiEither's  son  fighting  nnder 
such  banners-^but  now  !•..." 

"  It  is  still  a  CSatholic  and  a  Spanidi  aimj,"  said  her 
son — '^  and  the  Marquis  Spinola  and  the  Arrhdiike . . .  .* 

'*  Mention  not  their  names  to  me  I — Presume  not  to 
speakof  them  tome/  The  Spaniard  has  entered  into  an 
unholy  league  with  this  arch-traitor,  this  deceitful  chief 
of  a  set  of  beggarly  Scotch  adventurers.  Oh  imworthy 
son  of  the  sainted  Mary !"  lifting  up  her  eyes,  "  Spain  has 
lent  itself  to  all  the  grievous  oppressions,  robberies,  and 
outrages  that  this  rascally  bare-l^ged  fellow's  crew  have 
inflicted  upon  us,  and  has  not  even  once  raised  a  voice 
for  our  relief.  Talk  not  to  me  of  the  Spaniard !  he  is 
henceforth  to  be  regarded  as  a  mere  spiritless  time-serv- 
ing  renegade — and  my  son  expects  me  to  rejoice  thst 
he  is  about  to  enlist  under  such  banners !" 

'^  Mother,  you  were  ever  hasty  in  judgment,  and  impa- 
tient under  suffering,^'  said  Catesby,  with  some  iiritih 
tion;  "  the  widow  of  Sir  William  Catesby  might  have 
learned  to  bide  the  time" — but,  interrupting  himadf^ 
"  What  is  there  better  to  be  done?  There  is  no  stir  to 
be  expected  in  England.  Are  we  not  commanded  to  re- 
main in  peace?  Such  inaction  is  death  to  me;  and  I 
have  no  resource  but  in  the  foreign  wars." 
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^^  Commanded  to  remain  in  peace !"  in  a  sarcastic 
tone.  "  The  blood  firom  whence  you  sprang,  young  man 
-*4he  blood  that  floi¥8  in  the  veins  of  Throckmortons 
and  CSatesbya — ^was  not  wont  to  be  so  acquiescent  in 
peaceable  suggestions." 

^'I  repeat  it^''  said  he;  the  dark  colour  ridng  to  his 
hollow  cheek;  ^'  and  with  that  feeling  of  violent  irrita* 
tioQ  which  the  slightest  contradiction  now  produced, 
^'  that  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  in  England.  I  re- 
peat it'* — laying  his  wasted,  sinewy,  fevered  hand  upon 
the  table  before  her,  ^^  that  the  life  I  at  present  lead  is 
killing  me  by  inches.  To  raise  a  regiment  and  serve 
under  Spinola  is  what  I  have  resolved  to  do — and  I 
am  come  to  ask  you  whether  you  wiU  assist  me  with  the 
means. 

'*  No/^  said  she,  bluntly  but  decisively,  ^'  that  will  I 
not.  You  have  chosen  to  waste  your  patrimony  in  a 
life  of  riot  and  disorder,  and  it  is  bootless  to  come  to 
me.  For  the  cause  of  God  in  England,  every  penny 
in  my  possession,  ay,  the  very  bread  that  was  actually 
between  my  teeth,  should  have  been  offered  as  freely  as  I 
would  offer  a  pin  I  But  for  the  service  of  the  treacherous 
Spaniard !  no !— did  I  possess  mountains  of  untold  gold, 
not  one  poor  mite  should  all  your  prayers  or  your  re- 
proaches wrest  from  me." 

He  turned  from  her  with  a  gesture  of  rage  and  con- 
tempt, which  was  not  lost  upon  her. 

^*  You  imderstand  me,  I  hope,"  said  she,  still  more 
angered,  by  his  manner.  '^  Not  a  doit,  not  a  penny- 
weight, not  a  grain  of  gold,  need  Robert  Catesby  look 
fixr  from  me." 


--  I  v^s  be:  A  fool  to  ask  any  thing  of  anj  kind  firam 
SQc^  m  mctt^er  as  mine,^  said  ke;  "  but,  Tnadam,  Ikait 
le«£  asg^LS*  pcichanoe  by  you,  or  it  may  be  by  otkeni 
this  vriese  toe  necesEUy  of  the  case  justifies  it,  the  old 
cbscaese  scpexsdtioii  of  the  lights  of  meum  and  tmm 
iCLTSsz  h^  d^ienaed  with.  I  do  not  very  well  see  the 
i:£«6ce  c£  vcclt  reo^ving  the  better  half  of  the  rents  of 
wcjl:  ^  kn  ca"  mv  &iher  s  estates:  to  spend,  I  know  not 
how.  ^isd  cue  niX  how.  The  honour  of  his  son  is  en- 
Ci^.\i  tor  the  propi^  ordering  and  furnishing  of  this  re- 
pniT:^;  which  he  has  pledged  himself  to  raise;  and  the 
Lil:'  ve^  s  n»it  now  received  from  the  tenants,  tad 
w>ic!i  I  was  about  to  ask  of  jou  as  a  loon,  to  be  repaid 
in  duo  U310,  may  • .  . ." 

"  A  loan  to  K?  repaid  in  due  time ! — aye — aye — aye; 
;he  oi<priii^  of  Cdtesbv  and  Throckmorton  no  doubt, 
:<  abou:  :o  become  a  robber-soldier;  to  fatten  his  puise 
;AnNl  ivirievo  the  waste  made  during  his  scandalous  and 
cisoTvierlv  vouih,  bv  filohinir  velvets  and  point  laces 
lK>:;i  the  buriraers  of  the  rich  German  towns.  Will  vou 
scr  up  s>.op  and  sell  by  the  yard?  How  much  an  ell, 
gov\i  goa:Ic:uau— ouipursc — soldier?  How  much  an  ell 
for  FLuivloi^  Lice?  .  .  . ." 

Caiosby  b:i  his  lips — he  looked  at  her  sternly,  then 
he  s;\iJ — 

"  Very  well,  madam,  as  it  is  not  to  be  a  loan,  it  may 
as  well  be  a  robbery  at  once.  You  will  not  look  for  your 
rents  this  midsummer:  I  have  need  of  them.  He 
offspring  of  the  noble  houses  of  Catesby  and  Throck- 
morton will  not  go  like  a  base  beggar  to  these  wars, 
let  it  be  how  it  may.    Certain  jewels  and  plate  too,  that 
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were  never  justly  your  own,  are  needed — Believe  me, 
good  mother,  they  will  look  better  sparkling  in  the  sun 
on  the  steel-clad  breasts  of  brave  men,  than  ever  they 
did  locked  up  in  the  strong-room  at  Catesby." 

"  Take  them  if  you  will,"  said  the  lady,  scornfully, 
'*  and  spend  them  in  rioting  with  the  mercenary  soldiers 
of  Spinola;  I  am  told  there  is  no  stint  either  of  wine  or 
of  dice  in  his  camp..  If  by  stretching  out  this  fore- 
finger I  copld  snatch  them  out  of  your  hand,  I  would 
not  deign  to  do  it.  But  as  for  these  Midsummer  rents, 
which  you  are  pleased  to  make  so  sure  of^  they  have, 
daring  your  absence  on  some  of  your  wild  goose 
sdiemes,  been  all  paid  in  to  me.  I  have  already  said  it. 
Not  all  your  prayers  shall  wring  one  ducat  from  me 
in  Much  a  quarrel.  I  have  said  it,  and  the  tortures  of 
the  rack,  or  the  slow  fire  of  the  stake,  should  not  draw 
a  penny's  fee  from  me.  Go  your  ways,  Mr.  Catesby; 
forsake  your  country;  despise  the  holy  cause  of  your 
religion  and  your  God.  My  gold  at  least  shall  go  for 
a  better  service,  where  these  poor  withered  arms  are 
useless." 

The  crimson  of  rage  forsook  his  cheek;  he  looked 
pale  with  anger,  as  between  his  shut  teeth  he  mut- 
tered: 

**  You  have  got  it  all  then?* 

**  Every  stiver  of  it." 

"  And  you  positively  refuse,'^  violently  seizing  her 
arm,  "  to  assist  your  son?" 

'*  Have  done,  sir,"  wresting  her  arm  from  his  grasp. 
"  Son !  No  son  of  mine !  I  have  ever  despised,  and 
now  I—" 
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'«  Madam,"  said  he,  diopping  his  h(dd,  and  hk  man- 
ner suddenly  changing  to  a  sort  of  momnful  solaiiiiitj, 
««  if  you  were  about  to  cuise  your  son,  yoa  may  sput 
yourself  the  pains — that  ia  done  alieady .    I — ** 

Then  turning  away — 

"  I  want  nothing  from  jTOu;  I  wiUnow  accept  nothing 
firom  you.  Keep  your  miserable  gold,  your  hoaid  o{ 
plate  and  jewels;  other  means  shall  be  found." 

And  kneeling  down,  he  kissed  his  slumbering  childieD, 
whom,  under  the  softened  feeling  of  the  moDient»  he 
couM  not  help  r^arding  as  innocent  victims  about  to  be 
o&red  up  for  a  cause,  in  devotion  to  which  he  was  at 
that  mcnnent  rending  asunder  the  dearest  ties  <d  oar 
turc.  Twice  he  stooped  and  kissed  them,  while  his 
parched  lips  seemed  striving  to  mutter  a  blessing — ^the 
little  ones  moved,  but  he  started  away,  and  without 
looking  again  at  his  mother,  abruptly  left  the  room. 

The  noise  of  his  horse's  footsteps  was  heard  echoing 
^  under  the  gate-house. 

He  never  saw  his  mother  or  his  children  again. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

*  I  thought  of  thee,  my  partner  and  my  friend. 
As  being  cast  awaj— Vain  lympathieB!" 

Wordtwortk* 

**  Money — mcfnej !"  repeated  Mr.  Darcy,  "  is  Indis- 
pensable. To  attempt  to  raise  it  by  a  general  contiibu- 
tion  from  the  Catholic  body  would  be  to  betray  our 
secret;  upon  the  absolute  preservation  of  which  the 
iriiole  success  of  this  great  enterprise  depends. 

'^  There  is  no  help  for  it,**  he  continued,  after  a  little 
coDsiderationy  *^  one  or  two  more,  and  these  finmi  among 
the  most  wealthy,  must  be  called  in — ^Men  who  will  be 
aUe  and  willing  to  assist  us  in  the  present  emergency, 
^lie  blow  once  struck,  and  the  whole  Catholic  body  in 
nms,  ndther  men  nor  money  will  be  wanting,  but 
money  must  be  raised  now.  I  repeat  it— one  or  two  of 
the  most  wealthy  must  be  called  in*" 

Winter,  who  was  looking  out  of  the  window,  now 
tamed  round  and  said — "  There  are  few  or  none  of 
ihooe  that  are  wealthy,  and  consequently  well  known, 
who  would  choose  to  have  their  names  handed  loosely 
about  among  the  present  confederatea  Where  such 
men  as  Eeyes  and  Bates,  and  John  and  Kit  Wright  take 
a  part,  men  will  be  distrustful — ^though  toe  know  them 
better." 

^  There  is  no  necessi^  for  thdr  being  in  this  intelli- 
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gence,"  said  the  priest.  '*  Let  Mr.  Catesby  call  secretly 
on  one  or  two — such  as  I  wiU  name  to  you  by-and-by, 
without  communicating  the  matter  to  the  rest" 

*'  That  would  not  be  honourable/'  said  Wi]|le9^ 
"  That  would  be  incondstent  with  our  oath." 

The  father  looked  somewhat  contemptuously  at  him, 
as  men  of  energy  and  action  are  wont  to  look^  when  some 
unexpected  obstruction  to  their  plans  arises,  firom  whit 
they  regard  as  mere  childish  scruples.  But  he  knew 
Mr.  Winter's  plain  way  of  thinking  too  well  to  Tentore 
to  contradict  his  sentiments;  he  only  said,  *^  their  coa- 
sent  might  perhaps  be  obtained." 

*'Many,"  added  Catesby,  ''may  be  content  that  I 
should  know — ^who  would  not,  therefore,  that  all  the 
company  should  be  acquainted  with  their  names." 

"  It  were  a  thing  most  easy  to  obtain  that  consent," 
said  Winter,  now  coming  up  to  the  table,  "for  such 
is  the  opinion  all  these  gentlemen  hold  of  Mr.  Gitesbj} 
that  they  love  and  respect  him  as  their  own  life." 

And  he  looked  at  his  friend  with  that  honest  pride 
and  affection  which  filled  his  heart. 

Catesby  made  no  reply  to  this  remark;  but  a  slight 
suffusion  passed  over  his  cheek,  as  he  thought  of  the 
friends  who  so  dearly  loved  him,  and  of  the  gul|A 
into  which  he  was  about  to  lead  them.  He  only  said, 
addressing  himself  to  Father  Darcy, 

"  You,  sir,  are  well  acquainted  with  all  the  more 
eminent  and  wealthy  members  of  oiur  party.  Who 
would  you  recommend  to  be  dealt  with.  There  is  Mn 
Talbot  of  Grafton — the  Lord  Windsor.  . .  ." 

The  priest  shook  his  head  negatively. 
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'^I  doubt  whether  jour  influence  or  mine,  Mr. 
Gatesby,  would  be  sufficient  to  engage  these  gentlemen. 
I  doubt  not  of  their  support  in  the  sequel;  but  it  is 
better  to  forbear  handling  the  matter  with  them  for 
the  present.  The  fewer  the  1)etter,  for  the  plot  hath 
already  a  somewhat  too  wide  basis.  I  have  thought  of 
three — Ambrose  Rookwood,  Francis  Tresham,  and 
Everard  Digby." 

"  Digby !"  exclaimed  Catesby,  "  alas !  no !" 

**  Rookwood,"  continued  the  priest,  paying  no  atten- 
tion to  the  exclamation,  '*  is  ripe — his  family  have  never 
forgiven  the  insult  offered  to  one  of  its  members  in 
the  time  of  the  late  queen.  Mr.  Catesby,  this  will  be 
acceptable  news  for  him,  take  my  word  for  it.  As  for 
Francis  Tresham,  he  is  more  doubtful.  There  is  a  cau- 
tion about  that  yoimg  man  which  I  do  not  quite 
understand  ;  but  his  ability  is  great,  his  principles  im- 
questionable  (witness  the  late  admirable  book  he  has 
published  upon  some  of  the  bearings  of  this  question); 
he  has  a  long  accoimt  of  his  father's.  Sir  Thomas 
Tresham,  to  settle  with  the  government,  and  Francis 
18  a  pious  son.  Aye,  aye,  Francis  is  pious  in  his 
way.  He  is,  moreover,  very  rich,  and  no  niggard. 
As  for  . . . ." 

"  Digby  I"  again  exclaimed  Catesby,  "  let  us  have 
nothing  to  do  with  Digby." 

And  pray  why  not,  sir?"  said  the  priest,  quietly; 
what  has  Sir  Everard  Digby  done,  that  he  shoidd 
be  refused  a  share  in  this  important  matter?  Why  is 
Everard  Digby  to  be  excluded  from  participation  in 
that  crown  prepared  for  those  who  greatly  suffer  in 
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the  cause  of  heaven?  Tou  mistake  die  bent  of  Digby's 
mind  altogether,  Mr.  Gatesbj.  I  have  sounded  its 
depths  and  shallows;  he  is  greatly  angered  at  the  late 
proceedings,  and  at  smidrj  cases  of  partLcoIar  hardshipB 
which  have  fallen  within  his  own  observation.  He  is 
ripe  for  any  enterprisei  and  will  esteem  it  no  proof  of 
fiiendship  on  your  part,  Mr.  Catesby,  that  he  should  be 
excluded  from  this.  Besides,  Tresham  will  never  stb 
without  Kgby." 

A  picture  of  that  terrace  at  Dry  Stoke,  as  he  had 
last  seen  it;  the  sun  sinking  behind  the  Rutlandidiiie 
hills;  the  blackbirds  and  thrushes  singing  in  the  brakes; 
and  that  bench  under  the  large  lime-tree  ;  where 
Everard  sat  with  Evelyn,  her  head  leaning  upon  his 
shoulder,  while  he  with  his  sweet  tender  eye  was  watch- 
ing his  little  children  at  play — ^passed  before  the  mental 
eye  of  Gatesby^  with  all  the  distinctness  of  actual  vifflon. 
And  then  the  scene  as  suddenly  changing,  he  saw  his 
friend  pale  and  faded;  the  gaping  crowd,  the  gallows, 
the  execution,  the  fire,  the  knife;  and  he  turned  away 
and  again  repeated,  **  Not  Digby." 

But  he,  who  could  have  been  persuaded,  or  have  per- 
suaded himself  to  what  he  had  already  done,  was  not 
long  proof  against  the  artfid  suggestions,  special  plead- 
ings, and  subtle  insinuations  of  the  priest. 

Catcsby  was  led  to  consent  to  the  sacrifice  of  Us 
friend — the  sacrifice  of  his  friend,  we  call  it;  but  he 
had  been  persuaded  into  looking  upon  it  in  a  somewhat 
different  light. 
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It  was  a  weeping  day — a  cold,  doudj  day,  at  the 
Teiy  beginning  of  September.  A  sort  of  portentous 
gloom  kong  over  the  heavens.  It  rained  heavily  at  inter- 
Tab;  at  intervals  the  wind  moaned  gloomily  roimd  the 
house  at  Dry  Stoke,  while  the  dark  inky  clouds  sailed 
Bk>wly  above  the  Rutlandshire  hills;  but  the  gloom 
without  was  only  in  too  just  accordance  with  the 
melancholy  within. 

In  a  small  parlour  which  was  appropriated  to  Evelyn's 
use,  the  family  were  assembled.  Everard  was  sitting 
moodily  over  the  fire,  a  book  in  his  hand,  reading; 
wlule  at  times,  his  finger  in  the  pages,  and  the  book 
on  his  knee,  he  seemed  lost  in  meditation  upon  its 
contents.  The  book  was  a  casuistical  production,  written 
by  Francis  Tresham;  its  title  being  De  Officio  Prin- 
dpis.  It  was  a  defence  of  rebellion  against  heretical 
governments,  and  treated  of  the  duties,  or  rather  how 
to  dispense  with  the  duties,  of  allegiance. 

The  sentence  he  was  at  that  moment  pondering  over, 
was  this: 

*'  Siprinceps  hcsreticus  sit,  et  nbstmater  ac  pertina' 
titer  mtolerabiUsj  summi  Pastaris  ditrina  potestate  des- 
mmatUTy  et  altdd  caput  canstituatur^  cui  subdite  sejungcmt, 
tt  legiiimoordinietautharitateamaoecmt.  Prmceps  indul- 
gendo  fuBretictcs  nan  solum  Deum  offendity  sed  perdit  et 
Ttgnum  et  gentem. 

Almost  distracted  by  the  increasing  misery  he  saw 
around  him,  his  thoughts  running  incessantly  upon  the 
means  of  relief,  he  had  already  begun  to  tamper  with  his 
long  maintained  principles  of  allegiance ;  and  now  his 
faded,  anxious  brow,  and  restless,  painful  expression  of 
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countenance,  betrayed  the  internal  contest  at  woik 
within.  Leaning  in  his  accustomed  attitude,  againat 
the  side  of  the  window,  was  Fabian;  his  countenance 
had  not  entirely  lost  its  peculiar  expression  of  mingied 
silliness  and  sharpness,  but  there  was  a  grave  earnest- 
ness in  it  now,  which  almost  redeemed  it  &om  the  first 
characterisdc,  as  his  eye  travelled  from  one  group  in  the 
room  to  another. 

Tlie  gentle  Lady  Digby,  now  grave,  sad,  and  serious, 
was  sitting  upon  a  low  chair,  one  little  child  upon 
her  lap,  the  other  standing  against  her  knee.  She  was 
engaged  in  showing  the  little  ones  pictures  of  suck 
pleasing  natural  objects  as  delight  the  childish  eye;  for, 
unlike  the  method  pursued  with  the  imhappy  inmates  at 
Ashby  St.  Legers,  she  wished  to  fill  their  young  minds 
with  pleasant  ideas,  and  to  excite  their  iniant  attention 
to  the  wonders  of  the  beautiful  world  around  them. 
She  spoke  in  a  hushed  voice,  and  the  little  ones  in 
wliispers.  Now  and  then  she  lifted  up  her  head,  and 
watched  a  figure,  which  rested  upon  a  low  couch  stand- 
ing near  the  chimney,  where  blazed  a  large  fire. 

In  the  face  of  the  unhappy  victim  of  disappointment, 
now  apparently  sinking  into  a  slow  decline,  you  could 
scarcely  have  distinguished  the  once  beautiful  and 
blooming  Eleanor. 

Her  wasted  fonn,  her  faded  cheek,  her  failing  spirits, 
all  spoke  the  dire  efiect  of  that  secret  anguish  which  was 
wasting  her  away. 

The  blow  which  the  priest  had  struck  with  so  much 
indifTorencc,  had  told  but  too  well,  and  the  information 
that  Robert  Catesby  was  raising  a  regiment  of  horse  and 
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was  about  to  depart  for  Flanders,  had  completed  the 
catastrophe.  Tlic  fond  hopes  she  liad  till  then  cherished, 
vanished  altogether;  and  she  had  sunk  rapidly. 

Everard  was  sitting  by  her  side ;  every  now  and  then, 
as  she  moved,  he  turned  towards  her  to  smooth  her  pil- 
low, or  arrange  the  cloak  that  was  laid  over  her.  At 
the  back  of  the  couch  leaned  Jolm  Digby. 

The  wind  howled  and  roared,  and  now  and  then  a 
splash  of  sudden  rain  beat  with  violence  against  the  win- 
dow; the  sufierer  shivered  and  started.  The  affectionate 
brothers  bent  over  her,  and  again  T\Tapped  the  cloak 
more  closely  ;  while  Evelyn  would  raise  her  head,  watch 
anxiously  till  she  composed  again,  and  then,  casting  a 
glance  at  the  storm  without,  would  stoop  down  and 
press  her  little  ones  closer  to  her. 

The  window  looked  out  upon  the  front  of  the  house; 
the  bell  at  the  large  gate  rang,  the  large  gate  banging 
and  shaking  in  the  wind  was  opened,  and  a  man  mounted 
upon  XI  powerful  horse  galloped  up  to  the  door. 

He  was  speedily  admitted  into  the  hall,  the  door  of 
the  sitting-room  opened,  and  the  serving-man  without 
iiirthcr  ceremony  ushered  in  Mr.  Catesby. 

He  had  not  visited  Dry  Stoke  for  some  time. 

Ho  came  in  as  one  assured  of  a  welcome  from  his 
friend,  but  shaking  with  a  strange  sort  of  hurry  and 
trepidation;  and  his  face,  whether  heated  by  his  ride  or 
fix)m  some  other  cause,  was  all  blotched  over  and  dis- 
coloured. He  wrung  the  hand  of  Everard  with  more 
than  his  usual  feeling;  gazed  round  the  room;  started  as 
he  saw  the  figure  of  Eleanor  extended  upon  tlie  couch; 
and  his  countenance  assumed  a  still  gloomier  expression, 

VOL.  II.  Q 


242  FATHEB  DABCT. 

as  he  looked  upon  Eveljii  and  her  litde  childien.  She 
had  lisen,  and  stood,  her  infant  in  her  armSy  and  ha 
little  boy  clinging  to  her  robe,  holding  out  her  hand 
to  welcome  him.  That  he  was  the  fiiend  bebyed  by 
Everardy  was  sufficient  to  insure  him  a  welcome  fitm 
Evelyn.  But  John  Digby  fixed  his  black  eye  in  an 
interrogating  manner  upon  his  face ;  and  Fabian,  whose 
presence  no  one  seemed  to  perceive,  watched  eveiy 
gesture  with  an  air  of  most  anxious  interest 

'^  Win  you  not  sit,  Mr.  Gatesby  ?'  said  John  Bigbyt 
presenting  a  chair,  while  the  lips  of  Eleanor  grew  white 
as  death.  "What  is  the  matter,  Eleanor?'  bending 
down  over  her. 

"  Oh  nothing,  nothing,"  in  a  low,  hoarse  voioe,  "  take 
no  notice  of  me — ^I  was  only  startled  at  his  sudden 
entrance :  take  no  heed  of  me,  dear  John." 

Gatesby  took  no  further  notice  of  her  presence  than 
was  indicated  by  his  first  start  as  he  entered  the  room; 
his  mind  was  raised  to  far  too  high  a  pitch  to  be 
sensible  to  the  common  interests  of  life. 

He  placed  his  hands  upon  the  back  of  the  chair  which 
Jolm  Digby  had  offered,  but  did  not  at  down;  he  kept 
standing,  and  looking  at  Everard,  and  from  Everaid  to 
his  wife  and  children.  That  fiery  eye  melted  to  softnesB 
as  he  gazed ;  and  while  he  suppressed  a  heavy  agh,  the 
last  cooling  drop  that  ever  was  known  to  visit  them, 
swelled  between  the  eyelids  as  he  gazed. 

His  manner  was  so  strange,  that  both  Everard  and 
Evelyn  stood  watching  him  without  speaking,  waiting 
what  should  come  next. 

The  pause  might  be  for  about  three  minutes;  at  last 
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be  suddenly  roused  and  seemed  to  recollect  himself,  and 
shaking  off  the  sort  of  dream  j  visionary  feeling  that  had 
overpowered  him,  seated  himself  abruptly  in  the  chair, 
and  turning  to  Everard,  siud : 

*'  Itis  a  rough  day,  but  I  want  you  to  ride  with  me  " 

Evelyn  cast  her  eyes  in  a  sort  of  dumb  remonstrance 
upon  the  window. 

Everard  was,  as  I  have  said,  of  a  frame  exquisitely 
iusccptible  to  phymcal  expressions.  He  had  never  been 
able  to  harden  himself  as  other  young  men  do,  even  to 
the  action  of  the  elements. 

But  he  said  at  once: 

"  If  it  be  upon  business  of  any  weight,  you  know^ 
Bobert,  I  do  not  heed  a  wet  jacket." 

'*  A  mutual  flriend  of  our's  desires  a  conference,  and 
is  not  able  to  come  to  you.  Will  you  ride  with  me,  as 
soon  as  my  horse  has  baited?  We  shall  be  at  Rushton 
SjeJI  before  night.  It  is  Francis  Tresham  who  wants 
to  see  you." 

**  It  is  a  very  bad  day,"  said  Evelyn. 

A  fresh  gust  of  wind  and  the  clatter  of  rain  pelting 
against  the  window. 

Just  such  a  day  as  Robert  desired.  He  was  anxious 
that  his  motions  in  connexion  with  Rushton  Hall  and 
Dry  Stoke  should  be  as  little  noticed  as  possible. 

*^  Everard  has  a  doak,  I  suppose,"  he  said,  blimtly. 
*'  Tlie  ride  is  not  a  long  one;  Francis  has  some  business 
of  importance  on  which  he  wishes  to  consult  him ;  he  is 
very  urgent  to  sec  him  tliis  night  at  Rushton.  You 
shall  have  him  again,  Lady  Digby,  to-morrow,  we  shall 
not  detain  him  long.     Everard,"  with  a  stem  and  almost 
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A  glass  wherein  you  may  behold 

Each  fltonn  that  stops  our  breath, 

Our  bed  the  grave — our  clothes  like  mouldy 

And  sleep  like  dreadful  death." 

The  Lady  Digby  looked  at  him  and  said:  "  Those 
verses  are  melancholy,  Fabian.  You  know  I  do  not 
like  such." 

•*  Unhappy  man!  that  runneth  on  thy  race, 
Not  minding  where  thy  crazed  bones  must  rest; 
But  woe  to  Uiee  that  doth  forget  the  place 
Purchas't  for  thee  to  live  among  the  blest" 

•*  Don't  let  Everard  go  with  him,  lady." 
**  I  cannot  interfere  with  ray  husband's  purposes,"  said 
ffhe^  gravely ;  but  a  strange  feeling  of  terror  was  creeping 
through  her  nerves.  "  Nor  do  I  imderstand  what  reason 
you  have,  Fabian,  for  your  evil-omened  songs.  Pray 
let  me  have  no  more  of  them." 

**  I  saw  his  face,"  said  Fabian,  **  that  is  enough  for 
zne.  Forgive  me,  madam,  I  have  ever  had  the  same 
foreboding  about  Mr.  Catesby;  he  is  the  evil  genius  of 
my  honourable  master,  who  hath  never  reaped  satisfac- 
tion, nay,  rather,  careful  and  anxious  dcbatings  within 
'  Jiimself,  from  communication  with  that  gentleman.  And 
jwhy  should  he  come  with  that  dark  troubled  visage  of 
his  to  tempt  my  master  to  ride  in  such  weather  as  this  ? 
Depend  upon  it,  madam,  there  is  evil  abroad. 

**  *  Leave  in  the  world  to  looke  for  any  love. 
For  on  this  earth  is  little  faith  to  find;' 

May  our  good,  our  best  master,  never  live  to  rue  the 
day  he  trusted  to  the  love  of  Mr.  Catesby."  ^ 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  re-entrance  of  Everard, 
He  came,  as  was  his  custom,  to  bid  adieu  to  his  wife,  to 
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kiss  his  children,  and  embrace  his  sister,  before  he  rode 
forth  for  any  time. 

The  expression  of  his  countenance  was  sweet  and 
cheerful;  he  did  not  seem  to  be  infected  with  Ae  fore- 
bodings of  the  others;  he  was  not  sorry  to  dissipate  the 
restless  cogitations  of  the  morning  by  a  brisk  ride  upcm 
a  stormy  day.  It  was  touching  to  see  the  sweet,  tender 
serenity  of  his  countenance.  His  wife  felt  reassured  by 
it;  her  melancholy  dissipated;  and  she  sat  down  cheer- 
fully with  her  little  ones  again,  to  renew  her  talk  with  her 
clever  little  Kenelm.  Eleanor  again  closed  her  eyes, 
and  seemed  to  doze.  But  the  jester  turned  his  face  to  the 
window;  and  as  he  saw  Everard  mount  his  horse  and 
ride  forth  with  his  usual  spirit  and  alacrity,  while  the 
dark  figure  of  Catesby  might  be  seen  issuing  from  the 
gate  upon  his  coal-black  steed — following  him  like  some 
evil  destiny — ^large  tears,  for  which  he  might  have  foimd 
it  difficult  to  render  a  reason,  coursed  like  the  rain  diop6 
down  the  window  pane  against  which  he  was  leaning. 


Tlie  wind  lulled,  though  the  rain  continued  to  &il 
heavily;  the  fire  blazed  cheerfully;  the  little  children 
slumbered  in  their  beds ;  the  tender  Evelyn  sat  holding 
Eleanor's  hand  till  she  seemed  composed  and  slumbered 
too ;  the  clock  ticked  in  the  hall,  the  church  bell  tolled 
eleven. 

Then  all  retired  to  rest  in  that  household,  blesed  of 
God  and  beloved  of  man ;  and  the  angel  of  peace,  ftr 
the  last  time,  brooded  over  it  with  his  shrouding  wings. 
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In  the  woods  at  Rushton  stands  a  small,  triangular 
summer-house. 

It  has  stood  there  for  centuries,  it  stands  there  still. 
It  contains  a  room  of  a  moderate  size,  and  from  within 
that  room  a  subterranean  passage  descends,  which  com- 
municates with  the  adjoining  country. 

Robert  and  Everard  had  ridden  at  the  utmost  speed 
to  which  they  could  urge  their  horses;  Robert,  it  will 
be  remembered  was  a  desperate  rider,  and  now  he 
hurried  on  like  the  spectre  horseman  in  the  German  tale. 
He  clattered  down  the  steep  stony  descent  from  Dry 
Stoke,  crossed  the  valley,  mounted  the  precipitous  ascent 
by  Rockingham  Castle,  and  avoiding  the  great  roads, 
by  hollow  and  secluded  lanes,  pushed  forward,  until 
ihey  arrived  at  a  Uttle  brambly  wood,  so  thick  and  so 
pathless,  that  it  would  seem  no  one  had  visited  it  for 
years.  On  the  outside  of  this  was  a  lonely  field,  in 
which  stood  a  small,  ruinous,  wooden  bam. 

"  Were  you  ever  here  before?"  said  Catesby,  breaking 
olence  now  for  the  first  time  during  a  couple  of  hours. 

"  No,"  said  Digby,  "  I  thought  you  wanted  me  at 
Rushton." 

"Those  are  the  woods  of  Rushton,"  said  Robert, 
pointing  to  a  long  line  of  woods  at  no  great  distance ; 
discernible  by  the  pale  light  of  a  crescent  moon  wading 
among  the  black  and  lowering  clouds.  ^'  Do  you  know 
where  you  are?' 

*^  Not  in  the  least,  that  is  to  say,  I  never  certainly  was 
here  before,  but  I  suppose  we  must  be  on  the  skirts  of 
Buditon  Park.  Why  all  this  mystery  in  your  proceed- 
ings, Catesby?" 
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He  made  no  answer,  except  by  sayingi  '*  We  had 
better  leave  our  horses  here." 

And  opening  the  gate,  be  led  the  way  to  the  bam. 
It  was  an  old,  decaying  place,  whidi  even  the  xito 
seemed  to  have  deserted;  fodder  or  proviaoa  there 
was,  however,  in  some  coarse  rough  hay. 

Catcsbv  shook  down  a  little  before  the  horses,  and 
having  fastened  them  as  well  as  he  could,  he  went  oat, 
carefully  closing  the  door  after  him ;  then  springing  over 
a  hedge  which  enclosed  the  thickets^  he  entered  the 
wockI,  and  began  to  force  his  way  through  the  brambles 
and  bushes,  Everard  following. 

They  proceeded  about  half  a  mile  through  this 
thicket,  then  they  came  to  a  very  large  holly  tree,  whose 
branches  failing  close  to  the  groimd,  covered  a  very 
considerable  extent.  Catesby  lifted  up  the  branches^ 
and  ma  Jo  way  for  Everard  to  enter;  there  was  a  ^'acant 
space  imJemcaili  the  tree,  covered  with  dead  and 
dooaying  leaves.  Having  hastily  cleared  away  some  of 
ihcso.  a  flat  stone  became  visible;  with  some  little  diffi- 
culty Catesby  lilted  it  up,  and  a  flight  of  very  narrow 
stair?,  just  broad  enough  for  one  man  to  pass  down,  ap- 
{K\ired,  leading  to  Avhat  seemed  a  dark  vault  beneath. 

•*  We  shall  be  better  without  a  light,"  said  Catesby; 
**  go  you  down  first,  you  cannot  miss  your  way,  for  it 
is  a  narrow  way  enough ;  I  will  only  close  the  trap,  and 
follow  you ;  when  you  come  to  a  door,  stop." 

Everard  did  as  he  was  directed,  and  Catesby,  having 
carefully  closed  the  trap,  followed  immediately.  Some 
iew  small  concealed  openings  in  the  roof  of  the  jiassage 
admitted  the  faint  light  of  the  moon,  serving  but  to 
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show  the  narrow  dimensions  of  this  low  underground 
passage.  Robert  and  Everard  were  both  tall  men,  and 
could  not  walk  upright  in  it. 

'*  (jo  on,"  said  Oatesby. 

^*  Here  is  the  door,"  Everard  replied. 

^*  Is  it  fastened?' 
Yes." 
Knock  then." 

He  did  so. 

A  voice  behind  the  door  was  heard.    **  Wlio's  there  ?" 

"  Answer,"  said  Catesby;  **  say  Dry  Stoke." 

The  door  was  unclosed  noiselessly,  and  they  entered 
by  what  seemed  a  panel  of  the  wall  into  the  small  apart- 
ment The  room  was  without  lights,  and  would  have 
been  perfectly  dark,  but  that  through  the  trees  and 
shrubs  that  hung  around  the  window,  the  moon  shed  a 
pale  reflection  upon  the  floor;  and  by  it  tlie  eye  which 
had  been  accustomed  to  a  yet  deeper  obscurity,  might 
discern  a  small  table  standing  in  the  centre  of  the  room, 
with  a  book  and  a  silver  cup  containing  holy  water 
upon  it;  three  chairs  were  placed  round,  one  of  which 
was  already  occupied. 

**  I  have  not  ventured  to  bring  a  light,"  said  the  voice 
of  Francis  Tresham,  "  for  the  window  of  this  summer- 
house  is  to  be  seen  from  many  places;  what  we  have  to 
do,  requires  none.  All  that  is  necessary  is,  that  Mr. 
Catesby  should  be  satisfied  that  the  book  which  lies 
upon  the  table  is  a  primer,  and  that  no  deception  shall 
be  put  upon  him  with  regard  to  the  oath  he  is  about  to 
administer." 
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The  contempt  depicted  upon  Catesby's  comiteniiioe 
at  this  speech,  would  have  been  Tiable  enough  had 
there  been  a  light;  he  took  up  the  book,  however,  and 
walking  to  the  window,  by  the  &int  light  of  the  moon, 
satisfied  himself  that  it  was  the  book  in  qnefltion. 

Then  letuming  to  the  table,  he  said,  with  some 
solemnity: 

^'  Everard,  I  have  loved  thee  as  my  own  soul,  and 
thou  hast  loved  me — and  now  I  am  about  to  shaie  with 
thee  and  with  Tiesham,  the  most  tremendous  secret  that 
ever  was  imparted  by  man  to  man.  But  first  yoamost 
swear  never  to  betray,  by  word,  look,  or  deed,  the  trust 
reposed  in  you ;  as  I  am  ready  to  swear  that  your  pa^ 
tidpation  in  this  matter  is  known  to  no  human  being 
but  Thomas  Winter,  Father  Darcy,  and  myself." 

The  oaths  were  then  administered  by  Catesby  to 
Everard  and  Tresham,  and  by  Tresham  to  Catesby. 

"  Now  let  us  sit  down,"  said  Catesby. 

They  all  did  so. 

And  then  one  of  his  cold  fits  of  remorse  again  stole 
over  the  wretched  man,  as  he  thought  upon  this  yonng, 
noble,  and  confiding  being,  standing  on  the  brink  of 
that  pit  into  which  he  was  about  to  betray  him; 
and  a  foreboding  of  the  fate  which  awaited  them  all, 
sickened  his  heart  Not  for  himself,  let  justice  be  done 
even  to  him — ^but  for  his  friends.  Once  or  twice  he 
looked  wistfully  at  Everard,  on  whose  &ce  the  beami 
from  the  moonlight  were  then  falling,  displaying  the 
calm,  gentle,  and  somewhat  melancholy  expression  of  a 
countenance,  which  was  to  Robert  Catesby  so  dear  and  so 
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interestiiig;  and  then  again  his  heart  smote  him,  and  dire 
Tiaons  of  future  anguish  passed  before  him,  and  starting 
Iiasfcily  firom  his  chair,  he  rushed  out  into  the  night. 

Loud  roared  the  wind,  the  trees  rocked  and  screeched 
in  the  gusts  as  they  swept  by,  chasing  the  black  heavy 
clouds  across  the  heavens  and  over  the  face  of  the  pale, 
sickly  moon.  A  dreary  night,  black,  and  threatening, 
and  in  sympathy  with  his  secret  horror. 

He  hurried  along,  lifting  up  his  clenched  hands  and 
haggard  &ce£rom  time  to  time,  as  if  imploring  Heaven — 
passionately  imprecating  from  the  Holy  Virgin  and  sacred 
company  of  saints  a  something — ^he  knew  not  well  what 
he  asked-^'a  help  in  this  hour  of  agony — ^then,  as  he  ve- 
hemently offered  up  the  sacrifice  of  this  his  last  and 
dearest  earthly  friendship,  once  more,  to  his  enthusiastic 
and  excited  fancy,  the  aspect  of  his  purpose  changed,  the 
horror  passed  away,  and  was  lost  in  a  sort  of  glorious 
confusion  of  ideas  of  heroism,  martyrdom,  and  victory. 
And  so  he  returned  to  the  summer  house,  where,  his  eyes 
darting  with  almost  preternatural  lustre,  his  heart 
trembling  with  agitation,  but  his  cheek  glowing  with 
renewed  colour,  he  prepared  to  vanquish  by  his  reason- 
ings the  scruples  of  his  friend. 

What  arguments  he  used  to  recondle  a  heart  so 
good,  an  understanding  so  dear,  a  temper  so  humane, 
to  the  dreadful  scheme,  remains  a  mysteiy.  Some 
alight  indication  may  be  gathered  £rom  the  letters  and 
speeches  of  the  tmhappy  victim  afW  the  catastrophe. 
His  mind  seems  to  have  been  blinded  to  the  iniquity 
-of  the  plot,  by  the  persuasion  that  it  would  meet 
with  the  imiversal  approbation  and  applause  of  the 
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Catholic  bodj;  ind  moet  eBptsaaHj  and  particiikily  of 
the  pnesfis;  tbat  it  was  a  thing  aooeptaUe  to  God; 
ami  that  this  ooe  eflbit,  tzemendoos  as  were  the  xn€Uii 
cmployedf  woold  rescue  the  whole  soffisiiiig  body  of  the 
Catholic  Chozch  from  the  dreadful  oppreanon  under 
which  thej  laboured,  and  restore  the  true  religion  to 
his  country. 

In  spite  of  the  exceadve  anxiety  he  shows  to  oom- 
prooiise  no  one,  by  his  confesaon  there  can  be  no 
doubc  but  that  the  name  and  authority  of  Father  Dazcy 
were  made  powerful  use  of,  to  xecondle  him  to  the 
scheme;  but  even  the  effect  of  this  influence,  great  is 
it  w;is,  was  small  in  comparison  with  the  unaccountable 
personal  influence  exercised  by  Robert  Catesby.  The 
eSSdct  of  which  remains,  alas !  unquestionable. 

The  hazard  he  was  incurring  both  for  himself  and 
thcsse  he  loved,  seems  to  have  been  present  with  him 
irom  the  drst ;  and  the  generous  didnterestcdness  with 
which  he  risked  every  thing  most  dear  for  an  object  in 
which  he  had  so  little  personal  interest,  appears  to 
have  blinded  him  in  the  most  infatuated  manner  to 
the  horrible  iniquity  of  the  deed. 

Unhappy  man ! 

Human  life  under  some  of  its  aspects  exceeds  the 
wildest  creations  of  romance;  and  it  is  with  a  sort  of 
shuddering  incredulity  that  wc  conader  a  heart  such 
as  this,  betrayed  by  ialse  views  and  evil  principles  of 
religion  into  an  abyss  of  crime  so  frightfuL 

Yet  such  is  the  o'er  true  tale. 

The  pen  drops  from  my  hand;  I  despair  of  deli* 
neating  the  picture. 
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I  would  rather  you  should  follow  him  home,  op- 
{OGseed  by  the  weight  of  his  tremendous  secret,  and  his 
lieait  bleeding  inwardly  at  the  thought  of  the  perils  to 
which  he  was  exposing  all  those  he  so  tenderly  loved, 
I  would  wish  to  show  him— his  soul  elevated  almost 
to  delirium  with  the  enthusiasm  of  self-sacrifice,  while 
his  bosom  is  melting  and  overflowing  with  pity  and 
tenderness.  His  wife,  his  loved,  hia  idolised  Evelyn, 
the  tender  partner  of  his  bosom's  cares,  is  now  no  longer 
idlowed  to  share  his  thoughts.  He  is  silent  and  re- 
served, and  she  feels  that  some  important  secret  ia  with- 
held, and  the  first  breach  in  their  mutual  confidence 
made.  And  yet  how  exquisitely  sweet  are  his  tones; 
how  exquiritely  tender  that  melancholy  look  of  interest 
and  love  with  which  he  regards  her;  how  earnest  the 
pressure  with  which  he  str^ns  her  to  his  bosom.  His 
shoulder  is  watered  with  her  silent  tears — but  his  eye, 
alas !  is  never,  never  visited  by  one.  His  countenance 
is  wasted  as  with  intense  but  Iiiddcn  fever :  his  eye  has 
a  wild  distraction  in  it;  and  there  is  a  dreadful  expres- 
mon  upon  his  brow — strange  visitant  there ! — that  dark 
expression  which  ia  the  seal  of  crime. 

When  his  children  are  fondling  at  his  feet,  he  o^en 
snatches  one  or  other  up,  huddles  it  to  liis  bosom, 
puts  it  down,  turns  away,  and  walks  hurriedly  up  and 
down  the  room.  Sometimes  he  sita  by  the  side  of 
hb  suflering  Eleanor,  soothing  her  by  his  words  of  inef- 
iable  kindness  and  affection;  oi  more  o^en  lost  in 
thought,  and  insensible  to  the  presence  of  all,  he 
is  thrown  back,  his  face  covered  by  bis  hand,  in  his 
large  elbow-chair.    With  his  brother,  John  Digby, 
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there  seemed  at  this  time  no  exchange  of  sympa&y  or 
of  affection;  that  cahn,  sober,  reasonable  John  Digby. 

Everard  at  once  reverences  and  envies  him. 

The  Fool  was  a  witness  of  all  this.  His  snsfncioDS 
approached  as  nearly  to  the  truih  as  was.  within  the 
limits  of  posdbility,  but  he  dared  not  breathe  a  eyIkUe 
upon  the  subject.  One  angle  hint,  in  the  then  state  of 
things,  might  have  sufficed  to  bring  down  the  dreaded 
ruin  at  once  upon  their  heads. 

He  used  to  lie  by  himself  upon  the  floor  of  his  Hide 
upper  room,  wrapped  in  his  mantle,  blubbering  and 
sobbing  like  a  child  for  hours. 

**  Weepe  not,  bat  weepe,  ttint  tears,  shower  criei^ 
Cease  sorrowes,  yet  begin  lament— 
Weepe  for  your  children  and  allies^ 
Weepe  not  for  me,  'tis  tears  misspent; 
Bewaile  the  offipring  of  your  woombe; 
Sentenced,  succeeding  Tengeanoe,  doome." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

**  Cerbero,  fiera  cradele  e  diy^na, 
Contregole — ** 

Dante. 

A  FEW  days  after  the  fatal  journey  of  Everard  to 
Bnahton,  the  Father  Darcy  again  appeared  at  his  table. 
He  was  this  time  as  before  dressed  in  the  secular  habit, 
and  was  attended  by  his  servant  Owen,  or  Little  John, 
B8  he  was  sometimes  called;  a  small,  sharp,  desperate 
looking,  restless  sort  of  fellow,  who  seemed  as  if  he  cared 
not  very  much  for  any  thing  in  this  world  or  the  next, 
except  it  might  be  for  bodily  pains  and  privations,  hunger 
or  thirst.  To  the  little  power  he  possessed  for  enduring 
Buch  things,  it  is  perhaps  owing  that  the  world  is  in  pos- 
seBsion  of  the  true  character  of  Father  Darcy  aKas 
Garnet,  and  is  not  to  be  deceived  by  the  false  lustre 
with  which  numbers  of  his  party  have  endeavoured,  not 
altogether  without  success,  to  illustrate  his  name,  and 
Uind  the  searching  eye  of  history. 

Evelyn  had  long  learned  to  rejoice,  like  others,  in  the 
appearance  of  this  man  as  the  harbinger  of  peace  and 
consolation — shall  it  be  said  of  flattery?  For  exempt 
as  this  yoimg  creature  was  £rom  self-conceit  or  arro- 
gancei  she  was  perhaps  the  less  likely  to  stand  proof 
against  tlie  adulations,  insinuated  rather  than  expressed, 
rf  a  man  so  highly  regarded  and  esteemed  by  every 
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one  around  her;  both  on  aooount  of  his  inteUectnal 
qualities,  and  exemplary  piety. 

The  Father,  who  had  been  apt  to  forget  himself  at  times, 
we  have  once  or  twice  seen,  and  to  make  a  stqp  in  the 
wrong  direction,  had  taken  some  pains  also  toefike 
from  the  mind  of  Eleanor,  the  recollection  of  the  cxuA 
conversation  at  Harroden*  But,  with  all  his  art,  he 
had  not  altogether  succeeded.  Eleanor  was  of  a  deef^ 
resentful  temper.  She  had  been  accustomed  to  look  up 
to  her  director  as  her  best  and  only  friend ;  to  derive  en- 
couragement from  the  false  hope  he  held  out,  and  coih 
solution  from  liis  flatteries;  and  the  sudden  and  unex- 
pected tone  of  severity  in  which  he  had  indulged,  had 
told  with  a  force  of  which  he  was  little  aware.  For  he 
was  of  too  cold  a  temper  himself  to  calculate  to  its  fiifl 
extent  the  power  of  genuine  and  cnthuaastic  passion. 

He  liad  4ong  held,  as  he  thought,  all  these  young 
hearts  like  wax  in  liis  hands,  to  mould  them  at  will  to  his 
purposes — but  there  were  moments  when  honest  natore 
was  too  strong  even  for  him,  and  by  her  revolt  avenged 
her  violated  rights. 

Ever  since  that  day,  therefore,  Eleanor  had  received 
Father  Darcy  with  gloom  and  suUcnness;  her  manner, 
though  submissive  and  reverential,  was  cold.  She 
answered  when  he  spoke  with  a  certain  forced  deferencet 
but  her  replies  were  brief,  her  words  pointed,  almost 
sarcastic.  Evelyn  and  Everard  remarked  this  change 
in  her  behaviour,  but  attributed  it  to  the  caprice  of 
illness — to  the  true  cause  of  which  they  were  sbll 
bUnded  ;  attributing  it  to  that  fever  on  the  spirits,  or 
one  of  that  long  category  of  nervous  diseases,  as  to  the 
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natuie  of  which  men  were  then  so  ignorant  that  the 
best  informed  most  often  could  attribute  them,  only  to 
the  influence  of  the  demon,  or  to  witchcraft. 

Mr.  Darcy  continued  to  conduct  himself  under  these 
Gueomstances,  so  as  to  insure  the  esteem  of  the  friends 
lie  desired  to  please;  and  while  Eleanor,  in  spite 
of  all  her  feelings  of  rebellion,  trembled  and  shook 
irith  terror  when  she  caught,  unperceived  by  others, 
the  stem  look  of  the  impitying  director — Evelyn  and 
Bverard  were  both  the  dupes  of  his  apparent  gentle- 
ness and  tender  concern  for  the  sufferer. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  the  father  made  his 
appearance — about  eight  o'clock — ^whcn  the  family  were 
about  to  sit  down  to  supper.  The  night  was  dark,  and 
be  entered  at  a  postern-gate,  so  that  he  was  ushered 
into  the  parlour  without  being  expected. 

Everard,  his  head  resting  upon  his  hand,  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  table,  lost  in  one  of  his  late  deep  fits  of 
muang,  sat  with  his  supper  untasted  before  him;  his 
affectionate  wife,  equally  anxious  and  still  more  rest- 
less, had  fixed  her  eyes  upon  him,  and  was  watching 
liim  with  a  look  of  the  tcnderest  interest. 

John  Digby  and  Eleanor  were  both  finishing  their 
meal  in  silence  when  the  father  entered. 

Evelyn  had  been  used  of  late  to  receive  his  visits 
with  joy;  he  always  appeared  to  succeed  in  soothing 
the  troubled  mind  of  her  husband :  and  with  a  slight 
exclamation  of  pleasure  and  surprise,  she  rose  from  her 
seat  and  offered  him  her  hand. 

But  the  face  of  the  father  was  darkened,  his  brow 
clouded,  and  his  eye  filled  with  unusual  melancholy 
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and  wwlTiffgii.  Eyelpi  dropped  Ids  hmd  as  die  mt 
approeched  to  adnte  liim,  and  diauppointed  lelmaed 
to  her  place  at  the  taUe. 

''  It  is  kind  of  yon,  Mr.  Fanner,"  fixr  that  nas  die 
name  b j  which  he  was  known  among  the  wafantg  it 
Dry  Stoke.  **  It  is  Tcry  kind  of  yon,  Mr.  Fanner," 
said  Ererurd,  endeaTonzing  to  aamune  an  air  of  esiy 
hospitality  before  his  honseholdy  '^  to  call  in  upon  m 
this  night.  Yoar  afiin,  no  doobt,  lead  yon  into 
Yorkshire,  where  I  am  told  the  catde  fidra  will  lie 
better  attended  than  nsoal  this  year.  Ebiye  yon  Isige 
ordeis  <m  the  part  of  the  lords  and  gentlemen  atpresent? 
Hie  pasaon  fisr  hunting,  whidi  seems  to  engage  Ui 
majesty,  will  make  the  coortieis  torn  aU  th^  anbk 
land  into  forest,  or  deer  park,  it  is  said,  before  kHig." 

"  In  consequence  of  which,''  replied  the  &ther  with 
a  smile,  taking  his  seat  by  Ey^rard,  at  the  bottom  of 
the  table,  "  I  have  large  orders.     There  is  such  wassail 
kept  at  the  court  of  our  royal  and  royally  caraaaog 
long  and  master,  that  beef  and  ale  will  be  at  a  premium 
in  London  this  year.     Nothing  is  to  be  heard  talk  of 
but   feasts  and  junkettings,  and   carousals   loud  and 
long — from   which  banquettings  the  beauteous  sex," 
turning  to   Evelyn  and  Eleanor,    "  is  not  ezduded. 
What  think  the  fair  saints  of  Dry  Stoke,  of  queois 
and  ladies  rolling  in  their  cups  upon  the  floor?    Our 
importations  from   Scotland,   whether  of  men  or  of 
manners,  are  rare  in  all  ways — ^but  the  droves  of  BBgli- 
land  beeves  which  come  to  the  Yorkshire  maikets,  are 
some  compensation  to  men  of  my  calling." 

While  the  servants  continued  in  attendance,  sack 
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was  the  talk;  and  Mr.  Farmer  afiected  an  ease  and 
dieerfnlness,  which  harmonised  very  ill  with  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance.  As  soon  as  they  were 
gone  and  the  door  closed,  he  turned  to  the  two  ladies 
and  John  Digby,  and  said  significantly:  '*  The  secrets 
of  my  trade,  you  know,  are  not  to  be  lightly  commu- 
mcated  to  those  who  are  without.  I  have  some  talk 
to  hold  with  Sir  Everard,  on  the  subject  of  these 
Highland  droves  that  are  constantly  crossing  the 
bonders  to  graze  in  the  fat  pastures  of  England.  May 
I,**  with  a  polite  bend  to  Evelyn,  "  in  indulgence  to 
the  peculiar  occasion,  crave  the  use  of  this  parlour  for 
ouTselves-^a  space?' 

They  all  rose  and  left  the  room.  Evelyn  retired  to 
her  children's  apartment,  Eleanor  and  John  went  into 
ihe  ball,  and  began  to  walk  up  and  down  it  together. 

"  How  I  detest,"  said  John  Digby,  "  all  this  system 
of  pretendings  and  deceivings.  How  can  Everard 
lend  himself  to  such  things?  Does  he  think  to  de- 
oerre  his  servants  by  these  tricks?  As  if  every  one 
of  them  did  not  see  through  it  all  as  clearly  as 
erystaL — He!  a  Yorkshire  salesman!  Why  that  ex- 
tremely delicate  white  hand  of  his  which  he  is  so  fond 
to  display,  with  its  jewel  upon  the  little  finger,  would  be 
sufficient  to  betray  him.  Eleanor,  my  flesh  creeps  at 
that  man — and  what  you  can  all  see  in  him  I  cannot 
guess?' 

"  Hush — ^hush !"  said  she,  looking  in  a  fearful  man- 
ner rounds,  **  if  he  should  hear  us !" 

"  And  what  if  he  did  ? — What  harm  could  he 
do  us?' 

s2 
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She  again  looked  round  and  trembled  a  little. 

'*  Ah,  holy  saints!  How  daringly  jou  talk;  h&, 
he  not  the  power  of  the  keys?" 

"  No,"  said  John,  bluntly,  "  the  keys  are  inAe 
hands  of  one  only — ^the  holy  Roman  fiiiher.  That 
men  take  too  much  upon  themselves." 

She  again  looked  roimd — during  the  whole  (^  die 
ensuing  conversation,  she  spoke  and  acted  like  one 
in  terror  of  some  invisible  power  that  was  presort  m 
all  places,  and  could  listen  even  in  the  most  secset 
chambers. 

"  For  the  love  of  the  Holy  Virgin !  take  care  lAtX 
you  are  saying,  John — this  man  can  read  the  inmort 
secret  of  the  heart — and  where  he  thinks  fit  to  pimisli 
for  presumption ! — Oh  Queen  of  Heaven !" 

"  He  is  your  director,  Eleanor — thank  Heaven  he  is 
not  mine.  I  am  in  the  hands  of  a  plain  old  fellow  of  tic 
other  party,  and  of  the  days  gone  by;  but  when  he  is 
dead,  and  he  cannot  last  long,  what  is  to  become  of 
me  ?  I  must  put  myself  under  the  care  of  some  of  these 
new  priests,  sooner  or  later;  but  Farmer,  or  that  black- 
visaged  Tesmond,  or  that  little  sharp  knave  of  a  Father 
Gerard,  or  any  one  among  them  all,  of  those  that  come 
here,  it  shall  never  be — of  that  you  may  make  suiei 
Eleanor." 

"  Take  care — take  care  what  you  say,"  in  a  low, 
trembling  voice. 

"  I  defy  them  all,"  said  John,  **  and  I  only  wish  .  ' 

''AVhat— what?" 

*^  Why,  that  the  laws  of  our  good  queen  of  glorious 
memory  had  run  their  course,  and  that  we  had  neTcr 
seen  Jesuit  oi  ixnsisicmax^  ^^^^  in  the  land." 
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The  answer  was  a  heavy  sigh. 

Then  she  said  in  a  whisper: 

**  John,  what  did  you  think  of  Robert  Catesby's 
hurried  viat  the  other  night?' 

«  What  the  Fool  did,"  said  John. 

*•  Don't  give  me  such  answers,"  said  she,  rather  im- 
patiently. '*  Why  will  you  make  sport  of  me?  I  am 
in  no  humour  for  nonsense." 

"  It's  no  nonsense ;  the  Fool  has  the  best  head  amongst 
us;  I  would  rather  follow  the  Fool  than  the  Jesuit  any 
day,  or  than  the  Jesuit's  dupe — our  loved,  our  ho- 
noured, our  excellent  Everard,"  added  he,  with  a  slight 
ehange  in  his  voice. 

"  And  what  says  the  fool?' 

*'  *  The  fortune  of  a  8tag%(like  fortune's  self), 
Amazeth  greater  judgments;  and  none  knows. 
The  hidden  causes  of  those  strange  effects; 
That  rise  from  this  hell,  or  fall  from  this  heayen.' " 

**  That  is  like  all  Fabian's  dark  sentences,"  said  she, 
contemptuously,  "  it  just  to  me  means  nothing  at  all." 

**  Do  you  understand  this  better,  then?"  said  her 
brother. 

'*  '  Then  for  thy  partners'  and  thy  children's  sake 
Tender  my  suit:  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
The  shame,  that  fh)m  them  no  device  can  take. 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot* " 

"  Not  one  whit  better,"  said  she. 
"  Then  take  it  in  plain  prose. — God  send  Everard  a 
better  counsellor." 


The  result  of  the  conference  between  Father  Darcy 
and  Everard  was  a  determination  on  his  part  to  leave 
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Diy  Stoke  with  liis  fiunify,  and  lepair  to  Goddedimst, 
as  lying  moie  conveniently  in  the  way  fcr  cazijing  out 
the  part  allotted  to  himself  in  the  undertaking. 

The  father  had  spared  no  pains  to  encourage  Evemd 
in  the  course  he  had  adopted;  he  praised  his  geoeiou 
resolution,  exhorted  him  to  pexseveranoe,  and  anmed 
him  the  undertaking  was  (me  that  would  find  &foiir 
in  the  eyes  of  God  and  man,  being  entirely  justified 
by  the  necessity  of  the  case.  He  inveighed  with  a 
force  and  an  asperity  which  their  conduct  but  too  wcfl 
justified,  against  the  tergiversations  of  the  leading  Pro- 
testant noblemen,  against  their  base  subservience  before 
their  odious  and  contemptible  king,  against  the  gioB- 
ness  and  dissoluteness  of  manners  now  prevailing,  till 
he  wound  up  the  susceptible  mind  of  his  hearer  to  a 
pitxih  of  the  most  indignant  abhorrence. 

He  did  not  forget  to  enlarge  upon  the  dangers  the  con- 
spirators incurred ;  nor  upon  the  vengeance  that  would 
be  heaped  upon  them  by  an  enraged  government  if  dis- 
covered ;  and  dwelt  upon  the  noble  sacrifice  of  life  and 
estate,  and  house  and  family,  for  a  cause  in  which  they 
had  no  private  interest,  nor  the  slightest  personal  object 
in  view;  till  the  heart  of  Everard  beat  high  with 
generous  ardour,  at  the  idea  of  the  disinterested  sacrifice, 
and  of  sharing  the  dangers  of  Robert  Catesby. 

*^  My  love  for  Mr.  Catesfiy,  whom  I  honoured  and 
loved  more  than  any  man  living,"  he  acknowledged 
afterwards  to  have  been  one  principal  motive  which  im- 
pelled him  to  this  fatal  crime. 

But  Father  Darcy  had  yet  another  object  to  accom- 
plish in  this  visit  to  Dry  Stoke. 
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Parlument  had  been  prorogued  to  October  3rd;  on 
that  day  it  was  eaq>ected  to  meet  Hia  intention  was  to 
hold  himaelf  apart  from  the  immediate  soene  of  action 
at  the'time;  thus  retaining  to  himself  the  power  to  ac- 
knowledge or  deny  the  share  he  had  taken  in  it  as  cir- 
cnmstanoes  might  render  advisable. 

Hiere  appears  to  have  been  policy  on  hispart,  rather 
than  superstition,  in  the  plan  he  at  the  moment  formed 
tar  a  solemn  pilgrimage  to  St  Winifred's  Well,  in  Flint- 
ddxe,  to  be  imdertaken  by  the  principal  Catholic  ladies. 
He  probably  thought  it  prudent  to  occupy  some  in  this 
way,  whose  restless  zeal  and  curiosity  might  render  them 
dangerous  observers  at  such  a  moment ;  when  to  prevent 
the  slightest  suspicion  and  keep  every  thing  profoundly 
quiet,  was  the  great  object  to  be  pursued;  for  nothing 
Imt  imprudence  on  the  part  of  some  who  were  in  the 
aecret,  or  some  imcalled-for  display  of  sentiment  on  the 
part  of  any  of  the  general  body  of  the  Catholics  which 
might  excite  extraordinary  vigilance  on  the  part  of  the 
government,  could  now,  as  he  thought,  prevent  the 
well-planned  conspiracy  firom  taking  effect. 

Things  will,  however,  take  wind. 
.  In  spite  of  every  precaution  a  slight  smoke  will  arise 
where  there  is  much  fire:  yet  never,  perhaps,  in  the 
history  of  man  had  conspiracy  been  so  long  and  so  success- 
fully hidden  as  this.  It  was  now  eighteen  months  since 
the  design  had  first  been  agitated;  nearly  twelve  once 
the  mine  had  been  begun;  and  yet,  save  some  vague 
rumours  of  a  stir  that  might  be  expected  among  the 
Catholics,  which  had  reached  them  from  Flanders,  not 
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the  sUghtest  suspicion  of  the  troth  had  Tiaited  Ae 
Council:  nor,  except  a  aort  of  iragne  hope  and  eipedih 
tion  that  something  after  all  would  be  attempted,  Ind 
spread  among  the  CathbticB  themwelvee. 

But  husbands  had  been  of  kte  admitted  into  Ae 
secret,  men  tenderly  attached  to  and  under  the  infln- 
ence  of  wives;  and  those  wives  being  sincerelj  defotod 
to  the  Catholic  interest,  their  presence  was  at  that  mo- 
ment, perhaps,  only  the  more  dangerous. 

The  judicious  Father  Darcy  would  have  more  wit 
lingly  trusted  the  discretion  of  these  yonng  men  hid 
their  wives  been  Protestant,  and  manifestly  inimical  to 
the  great  cause:  but  he  knew  human  nature  well,  and 
the  excuses  it  can  render  to  itself  for  what  it  is  tempted 
to  do.  And  to  open  the  heart  to  those  who  so  an- 
cerelj  sjrmpathised  in  all  their  religious  and  political 
feelings,  was  a  species  of  indulgence  apparently  as  con- 
sonant to  reason  as  to  inclination.  So  the  father  detei- 
mined  upon  persuading  all  these  ladies  to  the  pilgiim- 
age. 

The  next  morning  he  explained  to  Evelyn  the  cause 
of  her  husband's  melancholy,  and  of  his  own  gloom 
and  imeasiness;  attributing  it  to  the  shocking  billi» 
which  he  assured  her  he  knew  from  unquestiooaUe 
authority,  were  to  be  presented  to  the  ensuing  parlia- 
ment. He  preached  submission  as  usual;  but  sug- 
gested, that  by  a  general  act  of  humiliation,  and  by 
the  performance  of  pious  ceremonies,  the  impending 
wrath  of  Heaven  (called  down,  perhaps,  by  a  too  ge* 
ncral  neglect,  among  the  English  Catholics,  of  such 
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obserranoes,)  might  be  averted  ;  and  the  saints  be 
mored  to  assist  with  their  prayers  their  suffering  bre- 
thren upon  earth. 

Unhappiness  is  apt  to  engender  superstition. 

Evelyn,  educated  though  she  had  been  in  the  liberal 
and  just  views  of  her  father,  began,  anxious  and 
wretched  as  she  felt,  to  ask  herself  whether  such  views 
as  his  were  altogether  right.  Whether,  in  his  opposition 
to  the  general  voice  and  practice  of  the  church  for 
centuries,  in  his  contempt  for  agnuB  dei  relics,  pilgri- 
mages, things  which  Mr.  Darcy  and  those  who  acted 
with  him  regarded  as  so  efficdEicious  and  holy,  his  ideas 
might  not  have  been  in  some  degree  misled  by  the 
teadbings  of  that  old  school  of  Anglo-CathoHc  divi- 
nity, the  doctrines  of  which  were  now  by  the  universal 
church  regarded  as  verging  upon  heresy. 

She  wasimhappy:  she  had  no  brave  mental  coun- 
sellor to  bid  her  have  faith,  to  bid  her  lift  her  eyes  to  the 
Father  of  all,  and  stand  courageously  by  the  offering 
of  an  honest  heart,  purged  from  such  vain  devices. 
She  suffered;  and  her  ideas  were  all  in  confusion. 

She  felt  quite  alone,  as  if  a  mysterious  veil  had  fallen 
and  separated  her,  as  it  were,  from  her  husband's  heart. 
She  was  bewildered — she  was  miserable.  Might  not 
a  humble  pilgrimage  to  the  consecrated  well — her  feet 
cut  by  the  flinty  stones,  her  tears  falling  humbly  on  the 
dust — ^move  the  pity  of  that  heavenly  mother,  so  gentle 
and  pitying  to  sorrow?  Should  she  be  absent  when 
so  many  other  Catholic  ladies,  her  friends  and  her 
usual  companions,  were  uniting  in  this  peaceful  offering 
of  humble  piety  ? 
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Father  Darcy  prevtiled. 

And  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Mnlsho  undertook  a  pit 

grimage  to  St  Winifired's  WelL 

The  pilgrims  were  to  asBemUe  at  GroddoBhixnti  and 
orders  were  give  for  the  &mily  of  Sb  E^enxd  Digbj 
to  remoY  e  there  in  two  days. 

His  eye  was  bent  fondly  upon  her,  as  they  wiDoed 
up  and  down  the  atdng-room.  She  had  been  teDing 
him  of  her  determination;  had  oon&ssed  her  anirietifli; 
acknowledged  her  supeistition,  and  her  weakness;  nil 
her  deare  to  make  one  in  this  pilgrimage. 

"  Aye,  go,"  he  said,  "  kny  sweet  one.  It  may  1»- 
who  can  tell?  the  ample,  humble  pie^  of  innocenlii 
like  thee,  may  yet  move  the  host  of  Heaven,  inl 
this  cup,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  melanclu^r 
'^  may  be  passed  firom  us ;  but,"  he  added  with  solemn 
fervour,  in  the  awful  words  of  Scripture — "  *  If  this  cup 
may  not  pass  irom  me  unless  I  drink  it,  thy  will  be 
done.' " 

"  Everard,"  said  Evelyn,  lifting  her  head  from  his 
bosom  on  which  it  was  resting,  disengaging  herself  from 
his  arms,  and  looking  at  him  steadily  and  senoudy: 
*'  sometliing  more  than  common  is  the  matter  iinth 
you.  You  have  a  secret,  and  you  keep  it  from  yonr 
wife." 

He  answered  the  expression  of  her  eye  with  a  certain 
air  of  stem  determination,  such  as  never  had  met  an 
appeal  of  hers  before.  * 

**  And  had  I  so?  Does  it  belong  to  the  wife  of  an 
honourable  man  to  endeavour  to  read  it?  I  have  loved 
you,  Evelyn ;  I  have  trusted  you,"  said  he,  gravely ;  **  but 
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take  care  how  you  endeavour  to  piy  into  that  hidden 
chamber,  if  such  theie  be,  of  which  jour  husband  with- 
holds the  key.  Your  curiosity  is  womanly  and  weak.  I 
will  not  gratify  it  so  far  as  even  to  declare  that  I  have 
no  secret  Your  discretion  should  prevent  your  urging 
your  husband  even  to  the  necesdty  of  an  avowal  such 
as  that" 

He  turned  away  from  her^  and  without  uttering  one 
word  more  lefl  the  room. 

While  she,  amazed  and  bewildered  at  this  new  and 
unexpected  reproof,  stood  trembling  and  changing 
oolour  in  the  place  where  he  had  left  her. 

But  the  severity,  if  severe  he  were,  was  but  the  se- 
Terity  of  a  moment.  With  the  gentle  kindness  of  an 
angel  did  Everard  from  that  moment  strive,  as  it  ap- 
peared, to  atone  for  the  momentary  harshness.  Evelyn, 
even  during  her  exquisitely  happy  life  of  marriage, 
seemed  yet  to  have  been  a  stranger  to  the  full  treasures 
of  tenderness  possessed  by  that  heart. 

The  sweetness  of  these  last  hours  of  affection  seemed 
zendered  still  more  deeply  penetrating,  by  the  profound 
melancholy  which  seemed  to  he  at  the  root  of  it. 

"  Oh  happiness,  exgoj'd  bat  of  a  few ! 
And  if  possessed,  as  soon  decay 'd  and  done^ 
As  is  the  morning's  silyer  melting  dew, 
Against  the  golden  splendour  of  the  sun." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

**  But  thoQ,  my  nster,  doomed  to  be 

The  last  leaf  which,  bj  HeaTen's  decree. 

Must  hang  upon  a  blighted  tree, 

Be  strong" 

WordtworA. 

How  holy  is  autumn  I — ^holy  as  old  age.  Whatacalm 
and  religious  stillness  pervades  the  woods ! — whea  the 
busy  life  of  the  summer  is  over,  and  in  all  the  calni 
serene  beauty  of  its  decay,  the  year  prepares  to  ask 
into  the  wasting  arms  of  death. 

How  pure  and  still  was  the  air  !  how  lovely  the 
face  of  nature!  how  imposing  the  brown  horrors  of 
those  fading  woods,  through  which,  in  her  coach  with 
lier  husband,  and  her  two  Uttle  children,  Eveljm  pur- 
sued her  way  to  Goddeshurst. 

Ah!  often,  in  the  dark  terrors  of  those  miserable 
nights  which  she,  imhappy  one,  was  afWwards  de^ 
tined  to  spend,  would  she  start  from  her  troubled 
slumber;  those  words,  that  hour  of  peace,  had  been  in 
her  dreams;  that  hand  had  pressed  hers — those  looks  of 
sweetest  tenderness  and  ailection  had  met  hers;  the  little 
children  lay  asleep  in  their  arms;  they  passed  amid  those 
lonely  hills,  and  through  those  brown  and  quiet  woods 
— and  her  faltering  heart  kept  asking,  why  was  she  not 
happy? — And  then  a  horrid  change  comes  over  her 
dream — the  trampling  crowds,  the  black,  threatening 
ecaflbld — and  he,  the  adored,  the  idolised  of  her  heart!— 
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Oh,  Father  of  Heaven !^h,  Christ!— oh,  Virgin 
Mother  of  God— oh,  mercy — ^mercy — mercy ! 


There  was  a  large  company  assembled  at  Goddes- 
hnrst.  Father  Darcy  was  there  to  direct  and  accom- 
pany the  pilgrims — that  tender,  pious,  and  fatherly 
man.  His  heart  seemed  unruffled  by  the  vain  anxieties 
of  this  short  fleeting  world.  With  the  simplicity  and 
innocence  of  a  child  was  he  endeavouring  to  direct  the 
hearts  of  his  flock  to  that  better  country,  where  all  the 
hopes  of  the  children  of  God  should  rest 

He  spoke  of  the  worthlessness  of  sublunary  things; 
of  the  debasing  nature  of  earthly  cares ;  of  that  peace 
which  visits  the  heart  of  the  just;  and  of  that  devotion 
which  oSsTB  to  Heaven  its  all — not  only  its  heart,  its 
life,  but  all  those  smaller  acts  of  piety  and  observance, 
which  the  Lord  of  the  Universe  condescends  to  accept 
from  his  children.  He  spoke  till  the  hearts  of  his  au- 
ditors were  rapt  and  melted  within  them;  he  spoke  till 
the  sweet  colour  glowed  on  the  faded  cheek  of  Grrace 
Vaux,  as  her  eyes  were  rivetted  upon  the  speaker; 
till  lihe  worthy  and  simple-hearted  Mrs.  Brooksby,  sister 
of  that  beauteous  votary,  burst  into  tears;  lill  the  eye 
of  Evel3m  kindled,  and  her  heart  beat  high. 

And  he  all  this  time,  if  we  may  believe  himself,  suf- 
fered agonies  under  the  weight  of  his  insupportable  se- 
cret ;  and  awoke  in  the  mornings  bathed  in  a  cold  sweat, 
firom  those  frightful  visions  of  the  night  which  had 
displayed  the  coming  destruction  in  all  its  terror.  A 
destruction  which  he — certainly  little  blinded  by  reli- 
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giouszeal— of  wUchhepoflseflBed  no  gresi  flhne — mm 
moved  a  finger  to  avert. 

The  rest  were  animated  by  an  almost  delirioiu  pi- 
roxysm  of  enthusiastic  self-devotion;  he  knew  of  no 
such  things.  '^  We  did  obeerve,"  said  a  whaea 
upon  his  trial,  who  had  listened  to  his  ccmnni- 
tions  with  Oldcome,  another  Jesuit,  when  impiiaGned 
imder  charge  of  high  treason  in  the  Tower,  ^^  that  from 
the  beginning  to  the  ending  of  the  oonferenoe,  nathet 
of  them  named  God,  or  recommended  their  came  or 
themselves  to  God,  but  applied  themselves  wholly  to  Ae 
matter."  , 

Grace  V aux,  perhaps  one  of  the  most  deqdy  to  k 
lamented  of  the  numerous  victims  of  this  false  shepheid, 
was  now  become  a  mere  visionary  devotee.  In  oom- 
pany  with  her  sister,  Mrs.  Brooksby,  and  her  sisto^s 
husband,  she  waited  upon  and  attended  Garnet  in  all 
his  journeys  and  dififerent  sojourns,  whether  at  the  houses 
purchased  by  the  Jesuits,  or  at  those  of  the  Cathdk 
gentry;  ministering  to  his  comforts  with  a  duteooB 
observance  which  could  have  rivalled  that  of  tbe 
most  pious  of  daughters.  Her  natural  feelings  diverted 
from  their  true  course,  all  her  strong  and  ardent  affe^ 
tions  were  devoted  to  the  ghostly  father  of  her  spiritual 
life,  whom  she  regarded  with  a  reverence  approaching 
almost  to  idolatry. 

The  father,  who  Httle  practised  the  self-command  he 
exacted  from  others,  had  not  been  proof  against  the 
temptation  of  confiding  to  Grace  Vaux  that  some  tre- 
mendous conspiracy  was  in  agitation ;  nor  could  he  resaat 
the  pleasure  of  allowing  her  secretly  to  participate  in  his 
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trimnpliant  anticipations  when  anj  new  act  of  oppres- 
sion on  the  part  of  the  government  excited  the  mut- 
tered execrations  of  his  party.  At  those  times  it  was 
a  gratification  to  be  able  to  exchange  looks  of  meaning 
with  this  *'  sister  in  the  church,"  as  he  called  her; 
while  she,  the  once  tender  Grace  Vaux,  her  character 
all  perverted,  felt  her  heart  shudder  with  unhallowed 
pleasure^  as  she  thought  of  the  dreadful  day  of  rec^ 


Hie  pilgrims  conasted  of  a  company  of  about  thir^ 
persons  in  all.  They  were  to  proceed  by  Daventry  to 
John  Grant's,  at  Norbrook,  thence  to  Robert  Winter's, 
at  Huddington,  and  so  by  Shrewsbury,  to  Flintshire. 

The  houses  of  all  the  conspirators  were  thus  cleared 
of  their  female  relations;  a  few  of  the  more  weak  and 
▼iolent  among  the  men,  among  their  intimate  con- 
nexions,  being  also  of  the  party;  and  thus  were  the  rest 
left  at  liberty  to  spend  the  time  together,  and  ripen  their 
plans  at  each  other's  houses,  without  bemg  exposed  to 
the  dangerous  casualties  of  domestic  life. 

The  pilgrims,  unlike  the  pilgrims  of  Chaucer,  tra- 
velled in  their  coaches  till  they  reached  Holt,  in  Flint- 
shire, from  whence  the  real  pilgrimage  began;  and 
with  bare  bleeding  feet  the  remainder  of  the  way  was 
completed. 

Many  a  heavy  heart  was  there^  and  many  a  tear  of 
deep  devotion  shed;  and,  with  the  spirit  of  many  a 
poor  simple  creature  consoled  by  this  romantic  act  of 


272  FATHER  BABCT. 

piety,  after  the  absence  of  aboat  a  fortiiight  they  ie> 
turned  home. 


In  the  meantime,  how  had  it  been  with  the  othen? 
Ever  since  that  evening  when  they  had  met  in  die 
summer-hoose  at  Roshton  Hall,  how  had  the  wodd 
changed  its  aspect  to  many  of  them ! 

Catesby,  ever  since  that  fatal  hour  when  he  had 
brought  Digby  and  Tresham  into  the  conspiracy,  ins  a 
changed  man — a  foreboding  of  disaster,  it  is  said,  fiam 
that  moment  haunted  him;  his  imagination  was  filled 
with  the  direst  images,  and  at  times  he  was  a  victim  of 
the  most  miserable  despondency.  A  deep-seated  distnut 
of  Tresham,  and  bitter  regret  at  having  intrusted  \m 
with  tlie  secret,  was  what  he  confided  to  Winter,  as  the 
cause  of  his  uneasiness ;  but  the  demon  of  remorse  that 
haunted  him  arose  from  the  recollection  of  Digby. 
Of  Everard — the  excellent  Everard,  betrayed  through 
the  influence  of  a  devoted  attachment  to  himself  into  so 
dreadful  a  situation !  The  simple  faith  in  the  merito- 
rious nature  of  the  action  which  led  Everard,  once  en- 
gaged, to  enter  into  it  with  his  whole  heart;  this  contrast 
between  the  simple  confidence  of  his  friend  and  his  own 
irresolution,  hesitations,  and  remorses,  moved  him 
deeply.  He  felt  the  remorse  of  one  who  had  betrayed 
an  innocent  child. 

Everard's  simple  security;  his  faith  in  the  purity  of  his 
own  motives;  his  faith  in  the  righteousness  of  the  cause 
in  which  he  was  engaged ;  his  confidence  in  the  recti- 
tude of  his  friends — in  the  approbation  of  the  whole 
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Catholic  "world;  contrasted  but  too  sadly  witK  his  own 
uncertain  motives — the  pride,  the  revenge,  the  ambition, 
the  love  of  violence,  which  mingled  with  his  better 
purposes.  But  he  strove  to  harden  his  heart  against 
such  reflections.  Much  of  his  time  was  spent  in  the 
secret  consultations  at  the  house  on  Enfield  Chasc^ 
where  so  many  meetings  had  before  been  held.  There 
Catesby,  Winter,  Fawkes,  Sir  Everard  and  the  others 
met  repeatedly,  and  discussed  their  future  proceedings. 
Fawkes,  whose  tried  courage  and  unflinching  resolution 
had  inspired  his  companions  with  the  utmost  confidence, 
▼olunteered,  and  was  accepted,  as  the  person  best  fitted 
for  the  perilous  enterprise  of  firing  the  mine.  A  train 
was  to  be  laid,  which  he  calculated  would  allow  him 
one  quarter  of  an  hour  to  escape;  he  was  to  immediately 
go  on  board  a  small  ship  waiting  in  the  Thames,  and 
thence  directly  sail  for  Flanders  to  procure  succours. 

On  the  5th  of  November — the  fatal  day — Sir  Evc- 
lard  was  to  assemble  as  large  a  party  as  possible  of  his 
£nends  at  Dunchurch,  under  the  pretence  of  a  grand 
iiunting  match  on  the  wild  heath  of  Dunsmoor.  Thence 
.they  were  to  proceed  to  raise  the  country,  and  to  seize 
upon  the  Princess  Elizabeth  then  residing  at  Lord 
Harrington's  in  the  neighbourhood.  They  were  after- 
wards to  proceed  in  a  body  to  Warwick  Castle;  take 
possession  of  the  horses  there;  and  thence  to  Whewell 
Grange,  in  Worcestershire,  the  house  of  the  Lord 
Windsor,  where  there  was  a  large  store  of  armour,  and 
anns,  and  ammunition. 

"  And  by  that  time,"  said  Catesby,  **  I  hope  some 
friends  will  come  and  take  our  parts.*' 

VOL.  II.  8 
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While  Catesbj,  Winter,  Fawkes,  and  tlie  two 
Wrights  thus  settled  the  plan  of  piooeedings,  aittbg 
round  the  little  oaken  table  in  that  twilight  parlour  at 
White  Webbes,  Eyerard,  his  hat  pulled  over  his  browii 
paced  up  and  down  the  room  in  thoughtful  oknee. 
At  last  he  came  up  to  the  table  and  said, 

^'  However  well  my  conscience  has  been  satiified 
with  the  respect  to  the  destruction  at  one  blow  of  tUs 
unrighteous  king  and  most  wicked  goTemxnent — yet  I 
am  imeaqr  at  the  very  great  peril  into  which  some  d 
our  best  friends,  Catholic  gentlemen  of  high  blood  and 
great  piety,  shall  be  placed.  Tou  have  said  that  ^tdds 
shall  be  put  upon  them  all'  to  prevent  their  attendingat 
this  parliament — ^but  how  and  ihey  should  fail?  It  seeoH 
to  me  that  the  blood  of  one  of  such  men  were  moie 
than  enough  to  extinguish  the  whole  glory  of  the  enr 
terprise  . . .  ." 

The  gentlemen  present  looked  significantly  at  each 
other.     Fawkes  said — 

"  Sir  Everard  Digby  hath  not  served,  it  would  qh 
p^r,  or  he  would  know  that  many  are  commanded  to 
the  inevitable  breach  who  are  from  among  the  most 
gallant  of  the  army.  What  is  human  life  of  accoanti 
except  to  be  perilled  in  enterprises  of  moment!  And 
yet,  methinks,  the  Lord  Montague  should  be  spaied; 
he  is  a  nobleman  of  great  worth  and  courage,  and  the 
loss  of  his  services  would  be  fatal  to  the  cause.** 

Piercy  spoke  for  his  kinsman,  the  great  Elarl  of  Nor- 
thumberland;  Keyes  for  Lord  Mordaunt,  his  friend  and 
patron ;  most  of  them  for  the  young  Earl  of  ArundeL 
While  Everard  shuddered  to  see  the  question  of  the  Hfc 
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and  death  of  men  so  revered,  thrown  into  the  balance 
and  weighed  against  other  considerations,  when  he  ¥ras 
for  saying  every  one  of  them. 

But  Catesby,  irritated  and  angry,  said  in  a  low  tone 
to  Winter,  ''  That  he  made  as  much  account  of  the 
nobility,  one  and  all,  as  of  so  many  atheists,  fools,  and 
cofwaids,"  adding,  looking  round  him,  *'  that  lusty  bo- 
dies would  be  better  for  the  commonwealth  than  they."* 

Whatever  their  own  secret  intention^  they  contrived, 
liowever,  to  soothe  and  pacify  the  scruples  of  Everard, 
*^  Divers  were  to  have  been  brought  out  of  danger ..." 
aays  he,  in  a  letter  to  his  wife.  ^'  I  do  not  think 
there  would  have  been  three  worth  saving  that  would 
liave  been  lost."  But  when  Everard  had  quitted  the 
company  to  return  homewards  to  Groddeshurst,  the  con- 
qpirators  came  to  very  different  resolutions.  The  mani- 
fest risk  of  discovery  which  would  arise  from  any  thing 
like  a  general  warning  being  given  to  the  Catholic 
members  of  both  houses,  decided  them  against  any 
attempt  of  the  kind.  ^^  We  durst  not  forewarn  them," 
odd  Fawkes,  in  his  confession,  '^  for  fear  we  should  be 
discovered;  we  meant  principally  to  have  respected  our 
own  safety,  and  woidd  have  prayed  for  them." 

They  however,  it  appears,  agreed  among  themselves 
to  dissuade  such  of  their  friends  as  they  could  privately 
influence,  to  forbear  attendance  upon  this  parliament; 
under  pretence  that  little  good  could  be  done  by  so 
small  and  uninfluential  a  body  in  resisting  the  intended  ^ 
enactments. 


^HUtoricaL 
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Sir  Eycrard  had  left  White  Webbes  satisfied  that 
every  exertion  would  be  made  to  savei  not  only  the 
^rsonal  friends  of  the  conspirators,  but  every  man  nn- 
concerned  in  those  persecutions  for  which  he  conadezed 
this  tremendous  blow  in  the  light  of  a  xighteons  judg- 
ment and  punishment — ^but  not  so  Tresham. 

He  was  an  older  and  a  more  experienced  man  than 
Everard;  and  of  a  temper  far  less  simple  and  confiding. 
At  a  second  meeting  at  White  Webbes,  where  were 
present  only  Catesby,  Thomas  Winter,  Fawkes,  and 
himself,  he  passionately  enlarged  upon  the  tremendoui 
destruction  awaiting  those  of  their  own  faith  and  party; 
and  insisted  vehemently  that  warning  should  be  given  to 
the  Lord  Mountcaglc,  his  kinsman — ^an  old  associate  of 
their  own — who,  it  is  certain,  had  entered  largely  into 
the  former  transactions  with  Spain,  in  regard  to  the  suc- 
cession of  the  Infanta. 

Terror  for  himself — for  the  risk  he  ran  in  his  own  life 
and  fortunes — ^had  mingled  with  the  natural  horror 
which  the  whole  scheme  upon  reflection  excited  in  his 
mind.  The  very  coldness  of  his  temper  led  him  to  per- 
ceive its  full  enormity;  a  thing  hidden  from  the  rest, 
by  their  ardent  fanaticism  and  excited  imaginations  and 
passions.  He  stood  at  the  head  of  the  table  arguing  and 
representing,  with  a  vehemence  and  earnestness  of  emo- 
tion common  to  men  of  cold  tempers  when  once 
thoroughly  aroused.  He  painted  in  the  most  alarming 
colours  the  perils  of  the  enterprise,  the  frightful  de- 
struction which  would  ensue,  and  the  detestation  which 
would  pursue  their  names  and  memories  to  eternity. 

*'  Besides,"  he  said,  **  the  money  that  1  have  promiaed 
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to  advance,  and  which  is  indispensable  to  the  further- 
ance of  this  enterprise,  cannot  possibly  be  forthcoming 
at  the  time.  I  must  dispose  of  the  outlaying  estates  in 
Northamptonshire,  and  these  times  are  unfavourable. 
Hiere  is  a  rumour  of  discontents  afloat,  which  dis- 
inclines men  to  be  purchasers:  better  delay  this  en- 
terprise till  a  later  day.  Why  not  the  day  of  proroga- 
tion or  di^olution  instead  of  that  of  the  opening  of 
parliament?  Retire  to  Flanders;  my  purse,  my  in- 
terest, shall  be  yours,  Catesby;  draw  upon  me  for  what 
you  will." 

"  It  was  the  only  way  I  could  resolve  on,"  as  he  after- 
wards confessed, "  to  save  their  lives,  and  to  preserve  my 
own  fortunes,  life,  and  reputation." 

The  three  gentlemen  sat  observing  his  passionate  ges- 
tures, the  tears  starting  into  his  eyes ;  and  they  listened 
to  his  broken  and  earnest  discourse  in  profound  silence. 

The  eyes  of  each  were  fixed  upon  the  speaker  with  a 
sort  of  gloomy  attention — they  listened,  but  the  expres- 
sion  of  their  countenances  showed  that  they  were  not  in 
the  least  persuaded. 

The  face  of  Catesby  grew  darker  and  darker.  A  sort 
of  heavy  cloud  of  settled  despair  was  gathering  slowly 
over  his  brow  and  eyes — but  it  was  a  dogged  despair; 
there  was  nothing  in  it  of  relenting  or  hesitation.  It  told 
that  he  was  beginning  to  look  upon  his  enterprise  as 
lost;  but  that  he  did  not  on  that  account,  in  the  least 
degree,  waver  in  his  resolution.  What  love  and  pity 
for  Evemrd  had  been  powerless  to  effect,  it  was  not 
given  to  the  eloquence  of  Tresham  to  accomplish. 

When  Tresham  ceased — 
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Robert  turned  to  Winter,  and  said,  in  a  Toioe  tint 
was  almost  a  whisper — 

'^  Tou  see  how  it  is:  mj  heart  foreboded  it:  that  msi 
is  to  me  as  the  evil  genius  of  Brutus:  we  shall  meet  him 
again  at  Philippi." 

The  mournful  expression  of  Winter's  eye,  epAt 
compassion  for  his  friend;  he  never  seemed  to  think 
of  himself.  Fawkes  fixed  his  stem  gaze  upon  Tresham, 
as  if  he  would  dive  into  his  heart;  and  once  or  twice 
his  right  hand  fumbled  with  the  hilt  of  his  poignaid. 

'*  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Tresham,"  said  Catesby,  at  hit 
breaking  silence,  '*  your  oflers  are  liberaL  When  lam 
inclined  to  take  refuge  in  Flanders,  as  my  pone  is 
emptied  of  its  last  rose  noble,  I  may  perchance  tij 
what  may  be  found  in  yours.  For  the  present,  howerer, 
my  purpose  varies  not.  I  have  enlisted  with  a  few 
other  generous  spirits  in  the  cause  of  God  and  his  holy 
church — ^honoured  as  the  minister  of  His  sharp  ven- 
geance on  impiety  and  tyranny.  When  I  undertook  thi 
championship,  I  set  aside  all  other  regards.  We  hare 
put  our  hands  to  the  plough — we  cannot  look  back/' 

"  Yet  listen  to  reason,  Catesby,"  Tresham  again  began. 

^^  My  conscience  has  been  satisfied,  and  that  is  enough; 
I  leave  reason  to  cowards  and  traitors." 

"  That  will  I  be  never,"  said  Tresham,  "  you  know 
me  better,  all  of  you;  yet  if  I  might  be  heard — ^if  pitf 
for  yourselves,  for  your  families,  for  your  children, 
Robert  Catesby — " 

"  Poor  little  wretches." 

"  You  have  no  children,  Mr.  Winter,  it  is  vain  to 
appeal  to  such  afiections  in  you." 
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"  I  have  a  fnend^^^  said  Winter,  stretcliing  out  his 
hand,  and  with  a  look  of  ineffable  affection  laying  it  on 
that  of  Catesby.  A  fervent  grasp  was  exchanged  be- 
tween them;  then  their  countenances  settled  again,  and 
they  sat  as  if  prepared  to  hear  with  passive  indiJBfercnce; 
whatever  more  Tresham  had  to  urge.  But  he  had  done : 
overcome  with  a  variety  of  feelings,  the  cold,  cautious, 
Tresham  sank  down  upon  a  chair,  and  covering  his  face 
with  his  hands,  abandoned  himself  to  his  emotions. 

In  a  few  moments,  however,  he  conquered  his  agita- 
tion, and  rising  from  his  seat,  left  the  room. 

"  There  goes  a  traitor,"  said  Mr.  Fawkes. 

But  neither  Catesby  nor  Winter  spoke. 

Catesby  was  lost  in  his  own  thoughts  He  saw  before 
his  mental  eye  this  edifice  of  his  pride,  his  passion,  and 
hi.  fenatidsm,  to  which  he  clurg  with  an  obstinacy  and 
pertinacity  which  increased  with  the  difficulties  which 
surrounded  him,  levelled  to  the  dust,  and  all  his  slaugh- 
tered friends  and  associates  scattered  round  it. 

While  Winter,  in  the  destruction  they  both  antici- 
pftfeed,  seemed  to  see  but  one  figure;  and  that  was  the 
hero  of  his  imagination,  the  idol  of  his  soul,  the  friend 
of  his  heart,  all  blackened  and  bleeding,  expiring  upon 
the  ground. 

Filled  with  such  forebodings,  they  separated. 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

*^  Ton  light  b  not  daylight,  I  know  it,  I: 
It  i5  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales.** 

ShoJupnu€» 

Tu£  26th  of  October,  1605,  was  a  calm  and  pleasant 
day,  a  separate  sweet,  sober,  Autumn  day,  and  the  Lord 
Moimtcagle  summoned  his  page  into  his  closet,  where  he 
had  been  writing  since  the  morning,  and  told  him  that  as 
it  proiui?ed  to  be  a  fine  evening,  and  might  be  the  last 
which  the  season  would  allow  him  to  enjoy,  he  would 
spend  it  at  his  coim  try -house  at  Hoxton.  "  Where,"  said 
he,  *•  I  have  not  been  for  a  month;  so  order  a  man  and 
hon?e  to  set  otf  forthwith,  and  apprise  my  housekeeper 
thoiv,  that  I  shall  expect  to  find  a  supper  prepared  for 
mo  at  eight  o'clock,  and  to  taste  of  Dame  Margery's 
bo<t  syllabubs  and  junkets;  for  I  am  weary  of  much 
thought  and  much  writing,  and  pant  for  the  shade  of 
my  walnut  trees,  and  a  mouthful  of  fresh  air.  My 
socrotarv  and  ordinarv  <]vntlcmcn  in  waiting;  will  attend 
upon  nie,  but  they  need  expect  no  other  guests." 

The  page  made  his  obeisance  and  disappeared;  and 
tlio  earl,  having  carefully  folded  the  papers  on  which 
he  had  been  engaged,  and  placed  them  in  his  strong 
Iron  chest,  wliich  ho  locked,  deposited  the  key  in  his 
pocket,  rose  from  his  seat,  and  going  to  the  window, 
threw  it  up,  and  looked  out. 
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His  house  commanded  a  view  of  the  busy  and  opulent 
city ;  and  the  stirring  sounds  of  commerce,  the  rolling  of 
drays,  the  noise  of  the  carters'  whips,  and  their  voices 
as  they  cheered  their  horses,  and  all  the  various  hum  of 
busy  industry,  rose  to  his  ear.  In  spite  of  the  contests 
of  religious  parties,  and  the  wrongs  and  injuries  by  so 
many  endured,  it  could  not  be  denied  that  the  country 
was  in  a  flourishing  condition.  This  Scotchman  and 
his  ministers  after  all,  with  their  Spanish  peace,  and 
iheir  abhorrence  of  war,  its  expenses  and  its  dangers,  had 
not  done  so  ill.  So  this  nobleman  had  long  thought; 
and  had  abjured  all  his  Spanish  intrigues,  and  had  given 
his  adherence  with  imfeigncd  sincerity  to  an  adminis- 
tration,  which  he  was  persuaded,  upon  the  whole,  was 
pursuing  the  best  interests  of  the  coimtry. 

The  Lord  Mounteagle  understood  the  position  of 
things,  and  the  difficulties  with  respect  to  religion — 
difficulties  which  so  greatly  embarrass  governments,  and 
expose  them  to  the  censure  of  men  at  too  wide  a  dis- 
tance from  affiiirs  to  calculate  the  perplexities,  and  the 
contradictory  nature  of  the  duties  of  those  more  closely 
engaged  in  them. 

He  had  become  considerate  and  temperate,  while  so 
many  of  his  former  friends  and  associates  had  become 
exasperated  to  desperation;  and  in  spite  of  his  very 
near  relationship  to  the  families  of  some  deeply  en- 
gaged, had  been  kept  in  total  ignorance  of  what  was  in 
agitation. 

So  on  the  26th  of  October  he  was  calmly  meditating 
upon  the  advantages  of  peace,  the  rewards  of  commerce. 
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and  the  benefit  of  good  order  and  quiet  sahniiflnQii  to 
the  existing  government;  as  he  rode  through  jdeuuit 
lanes,  and  between  well  enclosed  and  cultiyated  fiddly 
and,  accompanied  by  his  secretary,  Mr.  Ward,  anda  feir 
other  of  his  gentlemen,  at  length  reached  his  house  at 
Hoxton.  The  house  was  handsomely  built  in  what  wii 
quite  the  modem  taste  of  that  day;  the  halls  were 
lofty  and  airy,  and  paved  with  many-coloured  marUa; 
and  the  supper-room,  where  was  a  handsome  reptft 
served  upon  gilt  plate,  and  already  lighted  by  wam^ 
rous  wax  candles^  displayed  the  wealth  and  easy  haUti 
of  the  possessor.  The  gentlemen  sat  down,  my  had  it 
the  head  of  the  table,  and  b^an  sodably  to  discuss  the 
viands  before  them;  the  glass  circulated,  and  the  talk 
was  cheerful  and  animated;  they  spoke  of  the  ensoing 
meeting  of  Parliament,  and  of  the  measures  to  be  agi- 
tated; and  of  their  good  hopes,  by  a  well-concerted 
opposition  and  peaceable  exposure  of  their  grievances,  to 
obtain  by  degrees  from  the  government  such  conces- 
sions as  were  wanting. 

They  spoke  as  those  speak  of  persecution  and  oppres- 
sion which  they  have  no  apprehension  will  extend  to 
themselves;  and  with  that  tranquil  sense  of  the  inju- 
ries of  others,  which  visits  men  who  have  not  had  much 
reason  to  smart  for  their  own.  But  still  th^  did 
discuss  the  subject;  and  they  did  intend  to  use  their 
best  exertions  in  the  cause;  and  they  had  good  reaxA 
to  hope  not  without  success — that  is,  the  great  lord 
spoke  of  his  own  intentions,  be  it  understood;  for 
the  gentlemen  who  attended  upon  him,  though  thejr 
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would  have  ranked  as  men  of  independence  in  our 
own  daysy  were  then  but  as  small  satellites  that  inra- 
liably  followed  in  the  track  of  the  superior  planet. 

Hie  gentleman  called  Mr.  Ward,  who  was  high  in 
tlie  Lord  Mounteagle's  confidence,  did  not  mingle 
much  in  the  conversation.  Whilst  that  nobleman 
spoke  of  the  extraordinary  tranquillity  maintained  by 
the  Catholics,  and  praised  their  patience  and  their 
prudence;  accompanying  his  observations  with  the  most 
fluguine  anticipation  of  the  good  recompense  which 
diould  finally  attend  upon  such  conduct,  if  they  had 
the  virtue  to  persevere;  Mr.  Ward  kept  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  his  plate,  and  continued  his  supper  in  profound 
flilence,  every  now  and  then  drinking  large  beakers  of 
wsler,  as  if  tormented  by  a  grievous  thirst. 

He  sat  on  his  lord's  left  hand,  who,  however,  seemed 
not  to  observe  his  behaviour. 

There  were  a  number  of  pages  in  waiting  at  this 
supper.  My  lord  asked  for  a  glass  of  sack;  and  on  its 
being  presented  by  a  handsome  young  gentleman  of 
about  twelve  years  of  age,  who,  being  something  new 
in  the  service,  spilled  a  little  wine  upon  the  silver  salver 
in  the  haste  and  hurry  of  presenting  it, — he  demanded 
where  was  Roland,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  serving 
him  with  wine,  and  giving  the  little  boy  a  fillip  with 
a  good-natured  smile  at  his  awkwardness,  told  him  to 
go  and  fetch  Roland,  and  tell  him  to  pour  out  for  him 
a  cap  of  Malvoide. 

**  For  the  sack  is  naught,  after  all,"  he  said;  ^*  and 
I  wish  what  you  have  s^nlledi  you  young  caitiffi  wefe 
aU  that  I  have  tasted." 
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The  boy  went  out,  and  on  the  instant  Bbianii  re- 
turned. 

He  had  a  letter  in  his  hand* 

*'  Where  hast  thou  been,  boy?*  said  my  lord,  wifli 
some  little  displeasure  in  his  tone;  **I  do  notuaeto 
want  your  services  at  supper-— choose  some  other  hour 
in  the  day  for  your  amusements.  Tou  have  twenty 
out  of  the  twenty-four,  I  bethink  me,  to  idle  or  deef 
at  your  pleasure." 

"  May  it  please  your  lordship,"  said  the  boy,  with 
much  respect  in  his  manner,  but  his  face  was  flushed 
and  his  voice  hurried;  *'  one  called  me  out  from  die 
supper-room  to  speak  with  a  fellow  who  stood  \7ith0at 
at  the  postern-door.  He  said  he  had  a  message  for  your 
lordship,  and  would  deliver  it  to  none  but  the  page 
who  waited  on  your  lordship's  own  person." 

"  Didst  thou  go?  It  was  an  idle  foolery  of  some 
of  the  scullions,  no  doubt  to  get  thee  a  whipping  for 
thy  officious  pains." 

"  So  I  thought,  my  lord,  but  I  went  nevertheless; 
I  don't  know  well  why  I  went,  but  I  did  go.  There  was 
no  one  at  the  postern  when  I  got  there." 

**  I  could  have  told  thee  so,*'  said  my  lord,  laughing 
good-humourcdly, 

*'  Phillip  told  me  that  certainly  one  had  knocked 
at  the  postern,  and  when  he  answered  it  there  stood  a 
strange  man  there,  who  spoke  in  haste,  but  with  a 
sort  of  solemncss  which  made  Phillip  believe  that 
there  was  more  than  foolery  in  the  matter.  He  bade 
him  call  one  of  your  lordship's  pages,  and  teU  him  he 
would  be  waiting  for  him  in  the  street." 
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.   *'  So  jou  went  into  the  street,  and  found  as  much 
as  at  the  postern,  I  will  warrant  you,"  said  my  lord. 

'*  No,  my  lord>  I  found  the  man;  he  stood  outside  the 
sfable-yard  gate;  but  it  is  pitch  dark  to-night — ^I  could 
just  see  one  huddled  up  in  a  dark  cloak,  standing  in  a 
comer  of  the  wall,  so  that  passers-by  would  have  not 
discerned  him.  He  said  he  had  a  message  for  your 
lordship,  and  asked  how  he  was  to  come  at  the  speech 
of  you.  I  told  him  your  lordship  was  at  supper,  and 
must  not  be  disturbed,  but  that  I  would  mention  the 
matter,  and  doubted  not  in  the  morning,  at  a  proper 
hour,  you  would  be  pleased  to  grant  him  an  audience. 
The  matter  was  pressing,  he  said,  and  would  not  brook 
delay,  '  But  this,'  said  he,  '  as  if  speaking  to  himself, 
*  may  do  as  well;  nay,  it  is  the  better  way,'  and  stretch- 
ing his  hand  from  under  his  doak,  he  gave  me  this 
letter,  charging  me  to  deliver  it  into  my  lord's  own 
hands,  '  as  it  contains  matters,'  said  he, '  of  importance.' " 

*'  Poor  devil !"  said  my  lord,  "  important  enough  to 
him,  I'll  be  bound — the  usual  petition.  Some  mise- 
rable caitifif  recusant  obliged  to  fly  from  inability  to  pay 
his  fines,  and  craving  assistance.  Here,  Ward,  it  seems 
written  in  a  strange  crabbed  hand,  and  marvellously  ill 
spelt,  if  one  may  guess  by  the  superscription. 

** '  To  the  right  honourable  the  lord  mowteagle.^ 

'*  Tour  eyes  are  better  than  mine:  read  it  aloud.  It 
seems  written  in  a  woman's  hand  afler  all." 

Shall  I  'give  you  the  well-known  letter  in  its  original 
form  and  spelling? 

**  *  My  lord  out  of  the  love  i  beare  to  some  of  youer 
frends  i  have  a  caer  of  youer  preservacion  therefor  i 
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would  advjse  yowe  as  yowe  tender  yooer  fyf  to  defjR 
some  excuse  to  shift  of  yoner  attendance  at  this  pn» 
leament  for  god  and  man  liath  concimed  to  ponishe  the 
wickedness  of  this  tyme  and  thynke  not  dighdye  of  dni 
adverdsement  but  letyeze  yoareself  into  yome  ooaitai 
wheare  yowe  maye  expect  the  event  in  safti  for  though 
theare  be  no  apparance  of  anni  stir  yet  i  saye  they  sfatll 
receyre  a  terrible  blowe  this  parleament  and  yet  thef 
shall  not  seie  who  hurts  them  this  councel  is  not  to  be 
contemned  because  it  maye  do  yowe  good  and  can  do 
yowe  no  harm  for  the  dangere  is  passed  as  soon  as  yowe 
have  burnt  the  letter  audi  hope  god  will  give  yoweAe 
grace  to  make  good  use  of  it  to  whose  holy  pioteetifln  i 
commend  you." 


Mr.  Ward's  cheek  was  as  pale  as  death  ere  he  hid 
finished,  but  not  much  paler  than  that  of  my  lord  snd 
his  company. 

Lford  Mounteagle  took  the  letter  firom  his  secretaiy's 
hand. 

'^  What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  said  he.  He  examined 
the  hand- writing  with  the  closest  attention.  *^  Is  it— 
no,  it  cannot  surely  be — it  cannot  be  Grace  Vaux?" 

'^  This  is  evidently  a  disguised  hand,"  remarked  Mr. 
Ward,  now  speaking  with  some  difficulty,  and  eviden^ 
struggling  hard  to  preserve  an  appearance  of  indifference' 
^^  Mrs.  Vaux,  had  she  any  communication  of  import' 
ancc  to  make  to  your  lordship,  being  of  kin  to  yonr 
kin,  might  siurely  have  found  some  better  manner  of 
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eonveying  it.  This  is,  after  all,  as  your  lordship's  pe- 
netration at  first  conjectured,  merely  a  trick  to  fool  your 
lordship's  pages:  and  look/'  said  he,  endeavouring  to 
laugh,  but  it  was  a  very  hollow  laugh,  '^  the  planner 
lias  succeeded;  for  not  only  the  pages,  but  the  whole 
company  seem    struck  dumb,  and  look  as  white  as 


II 


He  was  going  to  take  the  letter  as  if  to  tear  it  with 
oontempt* 

**  But,  hold,  Mr.  Ward,"  said  Lord  Mounteagle, 
**  these  are  not  times  in  which  such  warnings  should  be 
dismissed  so  eanly.  I  think  with  you  the  hand-writing 
is  not  that  of  Mrs.  Vaux,  but  be  it  hers  or  not  I 
shall  hold  myself  bound  to  lay  this  before  the  Privy 
Council  immediately.*' 

"  You  will  not  surely,  my  lord,"  said  Ward,  pressing 
his  hand  upon  the  paper,  in  his  earnestness,  as  it  lay 
upon  the  table  before  him.  '^  Pardon  me,  my  honoured 
lord,  you  would  not  surely  disturb  the  minds  of  the 
government  with  such  an  unauthorised  and  imauthen- 
ticated  paper  as  this !  Consider  how  prone  they  are  to 
suspicion  on  the  lightest  groimds.  How  much  ill  blood 
and  ili  disposition  . . . .  " 

*'  Take  your  hand  off  the  paper,  so  please  you,  Mr. 
Ward,"  said  the  nobleman,  eyeing  him  sharply,  ^'  and 
mind  your  own  business.  When  I  run  my  neck  into  a 
case  of  misprision  of  treason  it  will  be  time  enough  to 
look  upon  me  as  incapable  of  managing  my  own  afibirs. 
Order  my  horses,  Roland,"  turning  to  his  page,  "  I  re- 
tom  to  London  to-night" 

Mr.  Ward  withdrew  his  hand  £rom  the  paper,  and 
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bowed  in  submission  to  bis  lordship's  deciaon.  Onoe 
he  lilted  up  his  eyes  and  endeavoured  to  meet  those  of 
his  patron,  but  they  were  fixed  upon  bim  in  such  t 
scrutinising  manner  that  his  sank  before  them* 

"  I  suppose  Mr.  Ward  knew  nothing  of  this  letter  T 
said  the  nobleman,  at  last,  in  a  tone  of  inquiry;  whik 
his  eves  seemed  as  if  they  would  pierce  his  inmost 
thoucrhts. 

''  How  is  it  possible  ray  lord  should  suspect  me  of  suA 
an  impudent  piece  of  presumption  as  to  attempt  to  plij 
upon  his  credulity?  Moreover,  his  lordship  may  be 
pleased  to  call  to  mind  that  I  was  about  to  undo  my  own 
foolish  plot — for  it  was  I  who  counselled  him  to  pay  no 
regard  to  this  ill-spelled,  ill-penned,  and  ill-expressed 
attempt  at  a  mj-stery." 

*•  True — true/'  said  Lord  Mounteagle,  taking  his 
eyes  from  Mr.  Ward,  and  once  more  scrutinising  the 
letter,  everv  sentence  of  which,  obscure  as  it  was, 
seemed  big  with  meaning — real,  serious  meaning 

*'  This  is  no  jester's  letter,"  said  he,  to  himself.  "Ttis 
is  tlie  writing  of  one  deeply  in  earnest." 

The  horses  were  announced,  and  Lord  Mounteagle 
carefully  depositing  the  letter  in  his  own  pouch,  mounted, 
and  accompanied  by  his  gentlemen,  returned  to  town. 

lie  rode  straight  to  Whitehall  to  the  lodging  of 
Robert  Cecil,  now  Lord  Salisbury.  A  Council  is  sum- 
moned hastily  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  and  the  mys- 
terious and  terrible  paper  laid  before  them. 

They  were  all  men  of  courage  and  sense,  and  pos- 
sessed that  contempt  for  idle  mysteries  and  rumours 
of  imaginary  dangers  which  marks  the  man  practised  in 
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the  affidrs  of  the  world;  but  there  was  something  in  this 
paper  which  seized  upon  the  imagination  of  them  all.  It 
commanded  atteniion.  There  thej  sat,  with  their  strong 
countenances  agitated  by  a  sort  of  vague  terror,  their  eyes 
xivetted  upon  the  terrible  morsel  of  paper — that  small 
m-written,  ill-spelt  morsel,  which  still  exists,  and  upon 
whose  brief  words  depended  the  fate  of  a  nation,  of  a 
monarchy,  of  a  religion,  and  the  lives  of  thousands 
and  thousands  of  innocent  creatures. 

The  king  was  hunting  at  Royston. 

Hesitating  between  the  terror  which  the  anon3rmous 
letter  inspired,  and  that  fear  of  the  ridiculous  which 
leads  men  to  hold  in  so  much  dread  the  apprehension  of 
having  been  led  to  give  undue  importance  to  anonymous 
threats  of  this  nature,  the  Coimcil  at  last  came  to  the 
decision  to  await  his  majesty's  return,  lay  the  letter 
before  him,  and  take  his  directions  upon  the  subject: 
or,  in  other  words,  if  rash  confidence  there  were,  or 
groundless  apprehension,  to  throw  the  whole  respon- 
sibility of  it  upon  him. 


The  very  next  morning  Thomas  Winter  was  in 
possession  of  the  fact  that  the  letter  had  been  delivered. 

Mr.  Ward  called  upon  him  and  made  the  communi- 
cation. It  is  not  probable  that  Mr.  Ward  was  in  the 
secret  of  the  plot;  but  he  had,  like  many  other  Catho- 
lics, an  impression  that  some  stir,  as  it  was  called,  was 
In  agitation  among  the  partisans  of  the  cause;  and  he 
lost  no  time  in  conveying  the  intelligence  of  what  had 
passed^  to  his  acquaintance  and  friend. 

VOL.  II.  T 
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Thomas  repaired  immediatelj  to  the  small  ohecuR 
lodging,  still  occupied  by  Gitesbj,  at  Lambeth— he 
was  at  home.  Thomas  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  smaB 
back  parlour  which  he  usuallj  occupied,  and  was  inm^ 
diately  admitted. 

He  found  his  friend  standing  by  the  window,  looldng 
out  upon  the  country  which  lay  before  him.  The  day 
was  perfectly  still,  but  it  was  dark  and  cold,  and  heafj 
lowering  clouds  obscured  the  face  of  the  heav^^iB: 
the  trees  were  bare  of  their  leaves,  the  aspect  of  nature 
dreary  and  sad:  but  what  was  that,  compared  to  the 
deep  shadows  of  inexpressible  melancholy  which  doiaded 
the  countenance  of  the  wretched  man. 

His  haggard  and  sallow  cheek  was  oyerfamig  hj 
brows  which  were  shaggy,  savage,  and  lowering;  hi 
eye  burned  within  its  socket  like  a  fiery  coal;  his  lips 
were  nearly  concealed  by  his  rough  unshaven  beud; 
and  his  hair  of  amazing  thickness,  but  all  neglected, 
hung  over  his  rich  embroidered  collar.  His  dress  WM 
handsome  as  it  had  ever  been — ^but  all  iaded  and  in  dis- 
order. Never  was  misery,  never  was  remorse,  never  was 
despair,  written  in  characters  more  dismal  upon  a  hunun 
countenance:  but  it  was  the  misery,  the  remorse, the 
despair,  of  the  for  ever  lost. 

There  was  not  the  slightest  sign  of  occupation  to  be 
seen  in  the  room ;  no  pens  or  papers  upon  the  table- 
no  books  or  writings;  he  seemed  so  absorbed  in  hi 
own  miserable  thoughts,  as  to  have  found  all  emploj- 
mcnt  irksome  and  insupportable.  He  was  standing  widi 
his  face  leaning  against  the  panes  of  the  window,  wh«n 
his  friend  knocked — ^he  turned  round  and  bade  hin 
enter. 
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Thomas  Winter  liimself  was  much  changed ;  his 
cheek  was  pale  and  extenuated,  and  his  pleasant  blue 
eye  had  lost  its  lustre:  but  he,  like  the  subject  angels 
of  the  gloomj  pit,  suffered  far  less  in  spirit  than  did 
the  unhappj  leader.  He  had  flung  his  conscience  as 
it  were,  into  the  keeping  of  his  friend,  and  to  follow 
him,  whatsoever  the  enterprise,  had  in  it  something  of 
satisfaction.  He  was  spared,  by  this  submission  of  the 
understanding,  all  those  agonies  of  remorse  which 
agitated  the  desperate  contriver  of  this  dreadful  plot. 

"  Did  you  dream  bad  dreams,  Robert,'  last  night?" 
was  Winter's  first  address,  as  he  looked  upon  his 
friend's  haggard  face;  ''  or  have  you  already  heard 
what  I  come  here  to  tell  you?" 

"  I  cannot  very  easily  have  bad  dreams,"  said  Robert, 
*^  for  it  is  long  since  I  have  known  what  it  was  to 
deep.  The  innocent  sleep,"  said  he,  with  a  sort  of  pas- 
donate  melancholy  of  tone — "  Sleep,  is  for  the  inno- 
cent-—or  for  the  indifferent — ^which  is  it? — for  to  tell 
truth,  Winter,"  putting  his  hand  to  his  brow,  "  things 
get  confused  here;  and  I  scarcely  know  whether  to 
detest  myself  as  a  monstrous  criminal,  or  glorify  my- 
flelf  as  a  martyr — ^whether  to  despise  or  to  envy  most 
those  who  are  contented  to  sit  still  under  their  injuries. 
But  your  eye  is  more  troubled  than  iisual  to-day:  what 
news?** 

"  The  news  will  soon  be  abroad,"  said  Winter, 
endeavouring  to  recover  his  spirits,  "  *  That  God  and 
man  have  conspired  to  punish  the  wickedness  of  these 
times;  and  that  they  shall  receive  a  terrible  blow  this 
parliament^  and  yet  they  shall  not  see  who  hurts  them.' 

t2 
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That  is  tte  intelligence  now  lying  before  his  majesty's 
most  honourable  privy  council;  and  perhaps  it  might  be 
as  well,  Mr.  Catesby,  before  amusing  ourselves  with  the 
old  chapter  of  the  casuists  which  I  thought  had  <fc- 
cided  the  question  in  our  favour  long  ago— to  conader 
what  were  best  to  be  done  to  save  our  own  heads;  and 
whether  we  had  not  better  try  the  air  on  the  other  adc 
the  water." 

During  this  speech  Catesby  had  stood  perfectly  still, 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  Winter's  face. 
"  Explain  yourself,"  he  said. 
The  narration  was  soon  made. 
"  I  have  thought  so  from  the  first,"  said  Catesby, 
after  he  had  stood  some  time  motionless  and  perfectly 
silent.      "  Treshara    has   betrayed   us.     I   have   long 
thought,  Tliomas   Winter,"   taking   his  friend's  hand 
and  wrintrinfj  it  in  his — **  that  I  was  a  doomed  man: 
That  not  the  deliverance  of  my  churcli  and  party,  but 
the  destruction  of  all  who  have  loved  and  trusted  me. 
was  to  be  my  portion.     The  infatuation  which  led  me 
to  confide  in  Tresham  seems  fatal.     But,  so  help  me 
Heaven,"  said  he  with  a  strange  fervency,  "  as  I  per- 
severe to  the  last     This  news  will  soon  get  abroad;  and 
some   cravens  of  our  league,  will  in  all   probability 
desert  us — but  I  have  put  my  hand  to  the  plough — and 
I  will  not  look  back.     If  all  the  horrors  of  my  own 
thoughts  have  been  without  power  to  shake  my  resolu- 
tion,  neither  shall  the    fear    of  what   man    can  da 
What  say  you,  Thomas  Winter — will  you  try  the  air  of 
Flanders?     Do  so,  and  leave  me  to  fire  the  mine  with 
this  hand." 
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"  The  secret  of  this  letter  lies  at  present  between  us 
twain,"  answered  Winter — "  and  the  thing  is  after  all 
perhaps  not  lost.  It  is  certain  that  the  Lord  Mount- 
eagle  himself,  was  strangely  puzzled  with  regard  to  the 
letter;  and  knew  not  whether  to  look  upon  it  as  a  trick 
or  as  a  warning.  His  majesty's  honoumble  privy 
council  maybe  will  think  themselves  too  great  and 
wise  to  be  moved  by  such  stories.  Come,  man,  let  us 
take  heart,  I  spoke  of  the  air  of  Flanders — ^for,  Catcsby, 
there  is  that  about  you,  which  all  men  hold  precious, 
and  desire  to  save — but  if  you  peril  your  life,  much 
better  may  I  mine.  I  shall  follow  your  path,  lead  where 
it  may — be  ye  sure  of  that — ^never  call  Thomas  Winter 
fiiend  else." 

Catesby  answered  this  effusion  with  a  pressure  of  the 
liand.  He  looked  some  time  at  liis  friend  with  a  strange 
sort  of  melancholy  tenderness  and  admiration. 

"  Well" — with  some  effort  collecting  his  spirits, 
"  you  say  well.  This  business  may,  after  all,  end  here 
— ^and  at  present  we  had  best  keep  the  knowledge  of  it 
to  ourselves,  we  may  else  discourage  our  friends.  Our 
part  is  to  lie  perdue,  and  watch  the  course  of  events. 
But  most  of  all  it  imports  to  confer  with  that  miserable 
traitor,  Tresham,  and  learn  from  him  how  far  he  has 
been  privy  to  this  letter,  and  how  far  he  has  betrayed 
us  to  the  government.  He  is  now  down  in  Northampton- 
shire; in  three  days  we  may  expect  him  in  town;  send 
him  word  to  meet  us  at  White  Wcbbes,  and  let  us  search 
to  the  bottom  of  this  secret.  If  my  suspicions  prove 
jtist,"  said  he  with  a  terrible  smile,  and  putting  his  hand 
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upon  the  Hit  of  his  dagger — **  the  wood  is  very  iask 
round  White  Webbes;  audit  is  the  fashion  of  thephoe 
to  look  to  the  keeping  of  secrets.** 

Winter  nodded  assent. 

It  was  upon  the  30th  of  October,  that  in  that  smiD 
room,  so  often  described  at  White  Webbes,  these  tfaiee 
met.  They  had  sent  to  Tresham  to  meet  them  at  tUi 
secluded  house,  on  the  pretence  of  discussing  important 
business,  and  had  agreed  to  regard  his  refusal  to  obqr 
the  summons  as  full  confirmation  of  all  their  suspicioiis. 

But  Tresham  came. 

The  room,  as  I  have  told  you,  was  lighted  only  hj 
windows  at  the  top  of  the  high  walls.  No  one  could  look 
from  within  upon  what  passed  without — no  one  from 
without  could  observe  what  passed  within.  The  two 
friends  sat  upon  the  oaken  benches  by  the  side  of  the 
fire,  for  the  weather  was  very  cold  and  chilly.  They  had 
laid  aside  their  swords  as  cumbersome,  but  each  had 
his  hand  upon  the  hilt  of  the  sharp,  long,  bright  dagger 
which  was  stuck  in  the  girdle. 

Tlie  noise  of  a  horse  approaching  was  heard. 

**  He  is  come,  however,"  said  they. 

The  door  opened,  and  he  entered. 

There  was  neither  embarrassment  nor  hesitation  in 
feature  or  gesture — neither  hurry  nor  reluctance:  he 
entered  with  his  usual  cold,  reserved  air,  and  coming 
up  to  the  fire  where  the  others  were  still  sitting,  for 
they  did  not  even  rise  to  receive  him,  asked  what 
they  would,  and  what  was  the  news  now. 

Their  eyes  were  fixed  sternly  upon  him,  watching 
every  look  and  motion;  but  he  appeared  quite  uncon- 
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tamed,  sod  drawing  a  chux,  nt  dotm  between  them, 
mtpng, 

"  What  ii  die  matter  bow?  Yoa  look  strangely  npon 
■e,  both  of  yon.  Tell  me,  is  there  anj  thing  new  of 
laoment  h^pened,  ibr  I  am  hut  just  retuined?" 

**  Only,"  Boid  Gatesby,  his  dark,  threatening  eye  fixing 
ki^  "  that  some  viUain  has  betrayed  us;  and  Tom  and 
I  here  are  meditating  upon  the  proper  method  of 
rtop[nng  his  mouth." 

And  his  hand  ragnificantly  pulled  at  his  dagger, 
and  displayed  a  few  lines  of  the  shining  blade. 

"  I  wish  you  would  explain  yourself  a  little  more 
olearly,  Mr.  Catesby,  when  you  are  speaking  to  me," 
nid  Tresham:  "  my  genius  does  not  lie  in  expounding 
dark  speeches. — Cannot  you  or  Mr.  Winter  here,  tell 
me  in  one  word  what  haa  happened ;  and  in  what  fresh 
peril  youi  life,  and  the  lives  of  all  of  us  who  have  trusted 
you,  are  placed  ?' 

"  The  Lord  Mountcagle  was  siting  at  supper  .  .  ." 
began  Catesby,  still  sternly  eyeing  him. 

But  Tresham  altered  not  a  feature,  he  looked  ramply 
attentive. 

"  And  his  page  delivered  a  letter — " 

Still  no  variation  of  colour  or  expression. 

"  It  waimed  him  not  to  attend  in  his  place  in  par' 
liauent,  and  it  came  from  you." 

And  starting  up,  he  grasped  him  by  the  collar  with 
one  band,  while,  with  the  other,  he  drew  from  its 
sheath  his  glittering  dagger,  and  flashed  it  before  hia 
cr^es.  Tresham  nused  his  hand  quietly,  and  put  aside 
tiie  blade: 
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'*  So  help  me  all  the  holy  ones  of  Heaven,  as  I  oi 
ignorant  what  you  are  speaking  of,"  said  he,  solenui^a 
<^  If  you  think,  Robert  Catesby,  because  I  have  pleaded, 
even  to  tears,  to  persuade  you  to  abandon  this  matter 
and  save  your  own  lives,  and  the  lives  of  so  maaj. 
brave  men  and  innocent  fellow-creatures  as  thisbna- 
ness  will  put  in  jeopardy — ^if  you  think  that  there- 
fore I  would  betray  your  secret  and  break  my  saca- 
mental  oath — ^you  know  me  not.  Here,"  rising,  for  the 
hand  of  Catesby  had  relaxed  as  he  spoke,  and  loosened 
from  his  collar,  "here,"  rising  and  sinking  on  cm 
knee,  "  1  solemnly  invoke  all  the  saints  of  Heaven  ai 
witness  of  my  oath — ^I  have  not  uttered  word  nor  written 
line  that  could  betray  you;  though  I  would  lay  down 
life  to  dissuade  you  from  this  perilous,  and  I  doubt 
devilish  enterprise." 

He  rose  from  his  knees. 

"  Poignard  me,  if  you  will,"  he  said,  with  his  usual 
coldness,  "  but  I  warn  you,  if  you  do  —that  you  wifl 
slay  an  innocent  man." 

The  dagger  of  Catesby  fell  into  its  sheath,  the  hand 
of  Winter  loosed  the  handle  of  his. 

"  Then  who  can  it  be? — " 

**  Nay,"  said  Trcsham,  "  you  know  best  who  is  in 
the  secret  of  this  business.  For  me,  I  think  you  might 
have  supposed  that  to  a  kinsman  like  my  Lord  Mount- 
eagle,  I,  for  one,  need  not,  had  I  been  so  inclined,  have 
risked  myself  by  a  dangerous  letter — ^half-a-dozen  syl- 
lables spoken  in  the  car  would  have  sufficed." 

"  True,"  said  Catesby  and  Winter  at  once — and  they 
resumed  their  places.     But  vain  was  conjecture.    The 
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determination  to  puniah  perfidy  witJi  which  they  had 
come  to  White  Webbes,  was  rather  diyerted,  than  their 
auspicions  altogether  allayed  :  thej  still  looked  at 
Treaham  suspiciously,  and  seemed  to  avoid  conversing 
before  him  of  any  of  their  plans.  He  perceived  this, 
and  rose  from  his  chair,  saying,  with  some  dignity, 

^^  Is  this  all  you  had  to  say  to  me?  If  so,  let  me  be 
gone.  Not  that  I  wish  to  depart,  if  you  have  still  any 
doubt  remaining  which  I  can  clear.  I  tell  you  both, 
jou  are  mistaken  in  this  matter,  and  I  offer  to  purge 
myself  by  any  oath  you  can  devise — ^but  before  I  go, 
let  me  repeat,  for  I  am  not  afraid  to  repeat — ^that  you 
are  in  a  dreadful  conjuncture,  Robert  Catesby;  that  this 
is  an  awful  and  a  horrible  business ;  and  that  neither  God 
nor  man,  neither  Catholic  nor  heretic,  as  you  will  too 
late  find,  but  will  curse  the  memory  of  the  man  whose 
evil  brain  conceived  of  it.  Abandon  it,  Catesby.  Go 
to  Flanders;  my  purse  is  yours — ^live  upon  my  purse. 
Do  what  you  will  with  me — but  for  the  love  of  all 
that  is  good  on  earth,  or  sacred  in  Heaven,  have  done 
with  this  dreadful  matter,^* 

But  his  words  fell  as  water  upon  marble,  or  rather 
as  water  upon  fire,  which  it  is  powerless  to  extinguish, 
and  only  serves  to  feed.  The  opposition  of  Tresham, 
quite  ineffectual  to  move,  only  hardened  Robert  in 
his  dogged  determination  to  persevere  in  his  crime. 

"Thank  you,  Tresham,"  he  said,  **I  will  think  of 
what  you  say;  perhaps  it  may  be  as  well — ^who  knows? 
—Let  us  not,  however,  keep  you  here  any  longer:  your 
purgation  of  yourself  from  this  charge  is  a  great  satis- 


ftctkii^  both  to  Mr.  Winter  jmd  m jadf  :  as  to  job 
adrioey  ire  wiD  think  of  iL" 


u 


Think  of  it!  Aj,  so  we  wm,**  add  Oatesbj,  la 
a  tone  of  erolting  defiance,  as  Tresham  left  the  nomz 
''irell  think  of  it^well  think  of  it  yrbea  all  tihese 
iriDanooB  thieves  and  tynuits  are  blown  upward  wHt 
their  heels  to  the  sky;  and  a  CTatholic  parliament  is  ab- 
rogating all  their  accmsed  laws.  Yes,  we^U  think  of  it 
then,  Master  Tieshain — and  till  then,  think  you  as  little 
of  us  as  may  be.  His  purse,  indeed!  A  dependiot 
upon  the  purse  of  this  pitiful  miser,  with  heart  no 
bigger  than  a  qparrow*s  egg!  Flanders!  Ay,  ay!  tiie 
descendant  of  Richard  Catesby  starving  in  Flanden! 
No — ^no — ^no— honest  Tom — well  play  them  a  matdi 
yet,  shall  make  all  Europe  tremble  at  the  rebound. 
Tliis  government  is  too  wise  to  be  frightened  at  sha- 
dows it  seems.  The  letter  to  my  Lord  Mountcagle  is  it 
the  back  of  the  fire  by  this  time :  and  IMaster  Tresham 
will  take  care,  I  think,  how  he  indites  another.  I  am 
my  own  man  again,  Winter,  at  last.  Come,  Tom,  let 
us  up  and  be  doing — Six  more  days !  Come— come"— 
And  his  cheek  coloured,  his  whole  frame  dilated,  lib 
eye  spoke  exultation  and  assurance;  it  seemed  as  if 
every  doubt  and  apprehension  had  vanished — such  irete 
the  alternations  of  his  exdlted  mind. 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

*«Pftp6  SaUnI  Fq^  Satinl  Aleppe!" 


DanU. 


It  18  Allhallows-day,  the  1st  of  November,  1606 ; 
and  parliament  is  to  meet  upon  the  5th. 

G>iighton,  near  Alcester,  in  Worcestershire,  the  seat 
of  the  Throckmortons,  is  a  long,  long  way  from  I^ondon, 
and  what  is  done  there  on  the  1st,  will  never  be  visited 
by  punishment — for  the  whole  frame  of  government 
will  be  destroyed  upon  the  5th. 

And  Father  Darcy  and  Father  Tesmond,  already  ex- 
ulting in  the  success  of  their  long-concerted  plans,  are 
celebrating  openly  the  magnificent  rites  of  that  religion 
which  is  soon  to  establish  her  unquestioned  sway  over 
this  benighted  land.  No  longer  concealed  in  secret 
apartments,  no  longer  hidden  in  vaults  and  cellars — 
the  large  hall  at  Coughton  is  decorated  before  the 
open,  face  of  day  for  the  imposing  ceremony. 

The  high  altar  is  erected  at  one  end;  over  it  hangs  a 
magnificent  picture  of  the  annunciation;  the  tabernacle 
for  the  host  below  is  of  richly  sculptured  gold,  and  blazing 
with  jewels;  the  altar  is  decorated  with  its  spotless 
drapery — and  covered  with  rich  vases  of  silver  and 
rilver  gilt  filled  with  artificial  flowers  of  extraordinary 
beauty;  the  immense  candlesticks  support  a  multitude 
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of  blazing  irax  candles;  the  steps  of  the  altar  are  oo* 
Tcied  with  lich  caipets — and  Father  Daicj,  m  a 
f^ilendid  dress  of  crimson  embroidered  with  gold,  asosted 
bj  three  other  piiestSy  Tesmond,  Grerardy  and  Hall,  axid 
bj  a  number  of  yomig  bojs  in  their  white  dresses  of 
lawn  and  rich  crimson  sashes,  waring  censeis,  which 
scatter  incense  from  thdr  hands — is  celebrating  high 
mass  in  aU  its  anciqit  qilendoar. 

I  said  in  broad  daj — ^for  in  broad  day  were  all  these 
preparations  made;  but  it  is  now  a  dark  NoTember 
evening,  and  the  shadows  iall  heavy  round  the  home 
without,  while  the  blaze  of  light  within  is  only  the 
more  resplendent  for  the  contrast. 

Do  Tou  hear  the  grand  burst  of  voices  that  swdh 
under  the  lofty  roof  of  that  magnificent  hall?  The 
deep  roll  of  the  organ — the  voice  of  exulting  triumph, 
with  which  the  whole  assembled  multitude  unite  to 
utter  the  sacred  hvmn — 

**  Gcntem  aoferte  perfidam 
Credentioin  de  finibos ; 
Ut  Chzisti  Uudas  debitas 
PersolTamus  alacriter.** 

It  rings  through  the  vaulted  roof,  that  loud  song  of 
victory ;  it  sounds  through  the  long  galleries  and  passages 
of  that  ancient  mansion — ^it  echoes  trembling  in  many 
a  devoted  heart. 

Tlierc  is  Grace  Vaux  kneeling  not  far  from  the  altar, 
her  eyes  in  an  ecstasy  of  thankfulness  lifted  up  to 
Heaven,  her  face  no  longer  pale,  emaciated  and  spiritless, 
but  bright,  and  illuminated  with  exceeding  joy. 

Tliere  kneels  Evelyn,  her  eyes  bent  to  the  earth  in 
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deep  and  devout  thankfulness.  And  Eleanor,  in  a  sort 
of  passionate  rapture,  is  kneeling  too;  but  her  thoughts 
are  still  on  earth,  still  hover  round  the  man,  the  leader 
as  she  doubts  not,  of  this  sacred  band  which  is  to 
emancipate  them  all. 

For  they  were  now  made  aware  that  some  great 
enterprise  for  which  their  prayers  were  requested,  was 
afoot,  which,  was  to  result  in  the  final  triumph  of  their 
Holy  Church.  But  they  were  still  kept  in  profoimd 
ignorance  as  to  the  exact  plan  with  all  its  frightful 
details.  And  Father  Darcy^  as  daring  and  insolent  in 
success  as  he  had  been  reserved  and  timid  in  danger, 
now  summoned  them  all  to  unite  in  that  holy  service 
which  should  insure  the  co-operation  of  Heaven,  and 
the  prayers  of  the  hierarchy  of  saints,  for  the  success 
of  the  glorious  undertaking. 

And  there  he  stands  at  the  front  of  the  altar,  in  his 
magnificent  robes  of  purple  and  gold,  supported  by  the 
priests  in  dresses  almost  equally  rich  and  gorgeous;  he 
dares  to  lift  an  eye  unabashed  to  the  great  heavens;  he 
dares  to  elevate  the  Host>  the  awful  sacrifice  of  the 
Redeemer  of  all  mankind,  the  Lord  of  love,  and  Prince 
of  peace;  and  his  heart — black  with  deceit  and  treachery 
— ^to  consummate  the  awful  sacrifice  of  the  mass,  while 
the  assembly  are  humbly  and  devoutly  kneeling  around. 
The  marble  floor  is  covered  with  their  sweeping  gar- 
ments; all  eyes  are  bent  to  earth,  all  heads  are  bowed 
in  deep  and  grateful  reverence :  and  then  he  gives  out 
another  psalm.  Again  their  choral  voices  swell  to  the 
gilded  roof;  and  this  is  the  psalm  he  bade  them  sing. 


(F^ftZn  Ixxzx.    Dms  VmmaU  GemUi.) 
^  0&  God !  tLe  kestliai  are  come  into  thine  inhen- 
ce.  thj  bolj  temple  haTe  thej  deSledy  and  made 

^T!:^  dii»I  bodus  of  thy  aenranta  have  they  given  to 
fce  iBMtf  GO  the  tbwb  of  the  air,  and  the  fledi  of  thy 
L2S  ttafio  the  beasts  of  the  field. 
**Thgr  bu»i  hare  they  fhed  Kke  water,  and  thoe 

i»  Ban  to  hozj  them. 
^  We  are  become  an  open  shame  to  our  enemieB,  a 
verr  xocn  and  ^iwiiinii  imto  them  that  are  round  about 


*^  Lcfd,  how  long  wilt  ihoa  be  angry:  shall  thy  jes- 
VattFT  b«m  Eke  fire  tor  erer? 

*^  Pvrcir  .^as  ihine  indignation  upon  the  heathen  that 
b.iv\-  n::  kiic^iL  i^<«;  and  upon  the  kingdoms  that 
L&T^*  no:  ciilled  tkvq  ihv  name. 

**  O'n !  Les  irie  ven^^ance  of  thy  senrants*  blood  that 
i$  <CL^\i«  be  o>?iiIt  showed  upon  the  heathen  in  oar 

*'  And  for  trie  bLisphemj  wherewith  oar  neighbous 
have  bliirliemfrd  thee,  lewaid  thou  them,  oh  Lord! 
aeTvniVli  :a:o  tiieir  bosom. 

**  So  we«  tLi:  dire  thv  people,  and  sheep  of  thy  pasture, 
SEuII  ;z: ve  thee  thanks  lor  ever :  and  will  alwaT  be 
showing  torth  thv  praiie  from  generation  togeneratioa.* 

Ever^rvi  i<  present,  he  is  kneeling,  his  little  son  is 
knet^ILoj  bv  his  silo,  he  his  a  hand  in  his,  and  the  in- 
noct?nt  ovos  of  the  child  are  lifted  to  his  face,  fiikd 
wiih  a  son  of  nurvellln^  admiration,  at  this  unwonted 
^lendour.     Tears — the  tears  of  enthusiasm  stand  in  his 
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eyes,  and  his  countenance  is  lighted  up  with  a  sort  of 
wild  expression  of  passionate  self  immolation;  he  feels 
the  little  soft  trembling  innocent  hand  in  his;  he  hears 
the  loud  bursts  of  music;  and  his  heart  swells  to  the 
great  sacrifice  he  is  about  to  make  in  the  cause  of  that 
holj  ancient  church,  now  once  more  revealed  in  all  her 
splendour  before  his  eyes — ^The  church  no  longer  suffer- 
ing—the church  no  longer  militant — ^the  church  tri- 
umphant I  The  new  Jerusalem  as  a  bride  coming  down 
from  Heaven  I  And  even  these  little  innocents,  whose 
soft  hands  are  grappling  at  his  father's  heart— even  they, 
jea,  they — ^yea,  all  he  loves,  if  so  it  must  be,  shall  be 
offered  up  for  such  a  cause. 

For  an  offering  he  feels  it  to  be.  He  knows  not  why, 
but  rejoicing,  as  he  does,  in  a  victory  for  his  church,  he 
has  never  once  anticipated  his  own. 

From  the  first  moment  of  his  accession  to  the  con- 
spiracy, he  felt  himself  a  devoted  being — the  melancholy 
foreboding  was  invincible.  Was  it  destined  that 
his  heart,  that  heart  so  good  and  generous,  should  even, 
while  plunging  into  this  abyss  of  crime,  remain  un- 
stained— ^that  not  one  sentiment  of  interested  ambition, 
hope  of  personal  reputation,  or  purpose  of  private  re- 
venge, should  mar  the  purity  of  the  hapless  victim? 

This  disinterestedness  it  was  which  so  fatally  blinded 
him  to  the  enormity  of  the  crime  he  was  about  to  com- 
mit: and  when  in  his  last  agonies,  as  the  executioner 
pronounced  ^'  this  is  the  heart  of  a  traitor,*'  and  the 
dying  man  rallying  his  fleeting  spirits  exclaimed,  '^  Thou 
liest," — this  was  the  recollection  which  supported  him. 

And  now  the  ceremony  is  ended,  the  tables  are 
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^^rs^  izii  ol  £12  asBQ&Ued  compuiy,  filled  inritliex- 
^i£i3:r  Iicces.  jre  vrkscng  and  tnagt^ng  the  sacces  of 


Ji£i'ir  Darjx  ^  sz  the  Head  of  the  table  by  die 
Liiif  Tir>:imcr:k:c. :  ce  is  no  longer  in  his  secoltt 
2:i2:ir:  .le  T^nij-ia  to  weirois  Jesuit's  dress  as  do  tbe  other 
^mss — ^lid  TiiC  so  bland,  so  gentle,  so  engaging  as  he 
UL  -LUii  ;;T^*niil:l  eriEmng.  Could  you  belieye  that 
m:'\:.  itucv-Ler:  cLae  eye — that  peisoasiTe  smile — that 
3&Kk  loiii  IovIt.  ttijr  almost  too  humble  manner— 
ccTvrs  A  aearc  erTshing  in  the  posEession  of  the  diiot 
;^!cr^c«  .iSAi  rlocn^inuie  anticipation  of  gratified  ambitioa 
iio  r;v  .r::;^  ?  Ev^rr  now  and  then  he  starts  and  tuns 
iz.vi  l*:ck5  r:czd  iin :  in  lincy  he  hears  a  loud  explo- 
5L«:-.  izi  :lio  w'lilixr  shrieks  and  cries  of  thousands. 
P^:z.  in  ir;i:i.  .iL*  oie^  does  turn  pale,  and  a  slight 
<C'-iI:r  TtLsscs  owrr  him:  he  looks  round  with  a  suspi- 
vi.'u<.  v.-j.ud:uj  jlince ;  bu;  no  one  has  heard  the  phantom 
5CUI1  i  cXvvr:  h:zi5tl:l  and  he  resumes  his  supper,  and  poms 
Csi:  ^-lis  ^:":or  cUisJo:  SDorklim^  wine.  The  table  is  sor- 
rcuiivioi  ?v  p?z:Ienion  and  ladies  of  family  and  conse- 
quence, iiLvi  i2e  tiilk  is  of  the  cheerful  future.  But  of 
the  means  which  were  to  secure  that  prosperous  future 
no:  one.  bu:  the  two  Jesuits  and  Everard,  had  the  most 
disCwin:  suspicion.  It  is  but  justice  to  them  to  repeat 
this,  and  their  subsequent  conduct  supports  the 
conclusion,  that  had  they  suspected  the  nature  of  the 
plot  it  would  have  been  rejected  with  horror. 

But  a  stir  I  as  the  phrase  was — open  rebellion,  their 
arms  in  their  hands — was  what  most  among  them  would 
have  regarded  onlj  as  an  honourable  resistance  to  op- 
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piession;  f<»  bo  they  had  been  taught;  and  thia  was 
vhat  the;  expected — end  the  exultation  which  beamed 
&om  every  feature  of  the  man  in  whose  sagadty  they 
aU  pUced  imphcit  reliance,  was  received  as  an  earnest 
o£  coming  succeag. 

Grace  Vaux  was  certainly  no  partaker  in  the  feast 

Her  feelings  little  inclined  her  to  such  celebrations. 
She  is  kneeling  before  a  crucifix  in  a  small  secluded 
oratoiy,  pouring  out  her  feivent  heart  in  prayers  for  the 
success  of  the  great  enterprise;  her  heart  glowing  with 
Tapturc  at  the  thought  of  those  by  whom  the  great  un- 
dertaking was  conducted;  as  she  already,  in  her  ex* 
cited  fancy,  beheld  them  adorned  with  crowns  more 
glorious  than  earth  coidd  bestow ;  and  with  palms  in 
their  hands  receiving  from  the  redeemed  multitudes  that 
worship  which  was  ofiercd  to  the  heavenly  saints. 

Neither  were  Everard  or  Evelyn  to  be  seen  at  that 
supper;  they  were  walking  together  under  certain  clois- 
tered arches  on  one  side  of  the  manaon,  which  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  surrounding  country;  their  litUe 
children  were  with  them. 

Ibe  cloisters  were  now  deserted,  and  except  the 
fountain  splashing  into  the  basin  in  the  centre,  all  was 
still.  But  the  wind  might  be  heard  in  sullen  blasts, 
which  portended  approaching  storms  and  rain,  raving 
amid  the  tall  woods;  and  the  shrill  scream  of  the  vane 
at  the  top  of  the  stables  as  it  whirled  in  the  wind, 
seemed  to  give  a  wild  lamenting  sound. 

This  is  Friday,  it  is  a  day  of  evil  omen;  on  Sunday 
they  are  to  part.  Everard  has  assembled  a  large  hunt- 
ing party  to  hunt  on  the  dreary  wilds  of  Dunsmoor; 

TOL.  II.  U 
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smiled  upon  her  as  upon  one  b j  anticipation  already  a 
victim ;  lie  saw  as  with  a  spirit  of  prophecy  those 
sweet  eyes  all  darkened  with  horror,  and  tears  in  rivers 
lolling  down  pale  extenuated  cheeks,  now  so  sweetly 
rounded  with  health.  Sadly  and  tenderly  he  smiled 
upon  the  kind  comforter,  and  sadly  and  mournfully  he 
fiom  time  to  time  glanced  at  his  little  children. 


On  Sunday  evening  the  parting  was. 

The  great  himting  match  on  Dimsmoor,  was  to  begin 
on  the  Monday  morning.  Evelyn  stood  at  her  window 
and  watched  the  train  as  they  disappeared  behind  the 
rising  ground. 

Everard  was  at  the  head;  he  rode  gallantly  forward 
on  a  fine  spirited  horse,  but  he  paused,  and  turned,  and 
looked  back,  and  again  and  again  waved  his  hand  in 
fiurewelL  Even  at  that  distance  she  fancied  she  could 
discern  the  fond  tender  expression  of  his  countenance. 
Her  heart  yet  thrilled  with  the  memory  of  his  last  affec- 
tionate embrace — ^her  two  little  children  stood  at  her 
knee  watching  with  her. 

"  Father  is  gone, — quite  gone" — said  the  eldest,  as  he 
disappeared.  Evelyn  sighed,  and  shut  the  window. 
She  turned  with  her  usual  patient  fortitude  away. 

She  never  saw  him  more. 


"  We  have  doffed  our  black  robes,  Evelyn,  and  are 
come  out  all  glorious  in  scarlet  and  gold,"  was  the  re- 
mark of  Fabian,  as  he  met  her  on  the  evening  of  All 

U2 
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Saints'  day.  *^  And  we  have  all  been  thanking  Hcave&f 
and  making  sure,  as  every  one  does,  that  Heaven  is  en- 
gaged on  our  side.  But  for  my  part  I  could  wish  to 
see  people  less  secure  of  that  matter;  for  Heaven,  as  I 
have  heard  say,  loves  not  deeds  of  violence;  and  the 
new  robes  of  those  holy  men  have  marvellously  to  me 
the  aspect  of  those  of  that  terrible  being  in  the  book  of 
the  prophets,  whose  garments  had  been  rolled  in  blood." 
Nothing  had  ever  been  able  to  allay  the  suspicions 
which  the  jester  cherished  of  Father  Darcy,  nor  liis 
rooted  dislike  to  him.  But  he  had  long  learned  to 
know  that  such  dislike  must  be  confined  to  his  own 
bosom.  He  had  long  learned  to  sigh  over  the  in- 
fluence the  Provincial  had  obtained  even  over  the 
clear-sighted  Evelyn.  The  sagacity  of  Fabian  had 
made  him  well  aware  how  hopeless  is  the  war  which 
simple  good  sense  has  to  wage  against  enthusiasm 
and  prejudice;  and  that  the  part  of  the  poor  despised 
fool  never  could  be  made  good  against  that  of  the 
subtle  and  accomplished  Jesuit.  In  spite  of  all  hi 
tolerated  impcrtincncies,  the  poor  fellow  was  at  heart 
but  a  coward ;  he  loved  liis  mistress  too  dearly  to  ven- 
ture to  offend  her;  and  the  cloud  of  displeasure  which 
had  lately  darkened  over  Evelyn's  face  when  he  in- 
dulged himself  in  a  jester's  insinuations  against  Father 
Darcy,  had  taught  him  to  sigh  and  to  forbear.  At 
times,  however,  his  old  habits  prevailed,  and  imwd- 
come  truths  passed  his  lips;  but  there  was  little  encou- 
ragement to  persevere. 


—    -i   *. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

**  Ora  incomincian  le  dolente  note 
A  fiUrsi  sentire:  or  son  vennto 
La  dove  molto  pianto  mi  percuote." 

Dante, 

.  Eyerabd  is  riding  with  his  train  from  Coughton 
to  Goddeshurst,  this  dark  lowering  evening  of  Sunday 
the  3rd  of  November;  and  in  Lincohi's  Inn  Walks, 
which  are  at  present  deserted,  two  gentlemen  are  walk- 
ing together;  one  with  the  gestures  of  almost  a  frantic 
man,  is  conjuring  and  imploring  the  other  to  save  him- 
self and  his  friends  by  a  speedy  flight. 

The  clouds  overhead  are  black  and  threatening, 
and  seem  to  threaten  a  great  fall  of  rain,  and  the  wind 
makes  a  low  moaning  sound  among  the  branches  of  the 
elms  overhead,  which  tells  of  a  coming  tempest.  The 
darkness  of  the  evening  seems  to  lend  its  influence  in 
increasing  the  agonies  of  Tresham's  despair. 

But  Thomas  Winter  is  obstinate. 

"  Will  nothing  move  you?"  Trcsham  reiterates.  "  Is 
it  in  vain  for  me  to  repeat  that  I  know  the  whole  plot 
ifl  betrayed  to  the  privy  council — that  search  will  sooner 
or  later  be  made — that  we  shall  all  be  seized — ^that  the 
rack  Avill  wring  the  secret  from  one  or  other .  • .  that  poor 
creature  Bates,  for  instance;  and  that  a  death,  at  which 
the  bravest  heart  shrinks,  with  the  ruin,  root  and  branch, 
of  our  homes  and  families,  will  be  the  inevitable  conse- 
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quence.  Winter — ^Winter,  by  the  soul  of  your  modiff 
— ^by  the  ashes  of  your  fieither — by  all  you  love  oi 
earth  or  hold  aacied  in  Heaven — ^make  an  end  of  due 
detested  business.** 

Winter  is  immoveable. 

^^  Robert  Catesby  is  resolyed,  and  I  will  never  foidb 
my  firiend,'*  is  all  the  answer  that  can  be  got  out  of  lum. 

Thomas  Winter  poesesBes  the  obstinacy  of  gende 
and  pSable  characters  when  once  they  have  come  to  a 
fixed  resolution. 

That  night  the  consjurators  met  at  Lambeth,  and 
Winter  reported  to  them  what  had  passed. 

It  was  evident  to  them  all  that  Tresham  had  meua 
of  information  not  possessed  by  the  rest;  that  he  was 
in  communication  with  Lord  Mounteagle — ^it  might  be 
^viih  the  government — ^but  nothing  could  shake  them. 
The  thought  of  abandoning  an  enterprise  carried  on  » 
long^-contemplated  till  their  consciences  had  lost  all 
sense  of  its  enormity  in  the  anticipation  of  the  tremen- 
dous extent  of  its  consequences — ^was  insupportable. 
They  were  infatuated.  Piercy  was  the  most  determined 
of  all:  he  declared  that  be  the  consequence  what  it 
might,  he  would  abide  the  trial;  and  Catesby,  though 
he  had  from  the  first  delivery  of  the  letter  gloomily 
anticipated  the  result,  persisted  in  his  resolution  to 
stand  by  the  enterprise  to  the  last. 

Tliey  flattered  themselves  with  the  idea  that  Tresham 
might  have  exaggerated  the  danger  in  order  to  induce 
them  to  abandon  a  scheme  which  it  was  evident  he 
heartily  disliked.  Tlie  government  still  remained  pc^ 
f  ectly  inactive.     Mr.  Fawkes,  who  with  his  usual  intre- 
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jaiSity  hsA  visited  the  cellar  every  day,  found  that  all 
was  stiU  undistiirbed — and  now  eight-and-forty  hours 
only  need  elapse,  and  they  should  arrive  at  that  goal 
at  which  they  had  aimed  for  eighteen  months,  with 
each  singular  pertinacity  and  with  such  successful 
secrecy. 

To  abandon  their  purpose  now,  was  not  to  be  thought 
of.  There  they  all  stood  assembled — ^perplexed,  yet 
xesolved — alive  to  all  the  perils  that  surrounded  them, 
but  determined  and  undismayed. 

Alas !  that  so  much  courage — that  so  much  self-devo- 
tion— ^that  so  much  generous  disregard  of  personal  consi- 
derations, should  all  have  been  perverted  to  so  dreadful 
an  object  The  generous  zeal,  the  fine  moral  force,  all 
directed  to  evil  and  to  crime :  the  crime  only  the  more 
enormous,  the  evil  only  the  more  overwhelming,  from 
the  strength  of  those  generous,  but  fatally  misdirected 
principles,  from  which  it  had  taken  rise. 

Alas  I  when  the  Ught  that  is  within  men  is  darkness, 
how  great  is  that  darkness ! 

"  Oh  Ballard !  Ballard !  what  hast  thou  done, — a  sort 
of  brave  youths  otherwise  endowed  with  good  gifts,  hast 
thou  by  thy  persuasions  brought  to  this  utter  destruction 
and  confusion." 

There  stands  the  tall  figure  of  Piercy ,  his  high  military 
countenance,  determined  and  desperate.  There  stands 
Catesby,  gloomy  as  that  grave  which  he  sees  yawning 
before  him — obstinately  resolved.  There  stands  Thomas 
Winter,  his  hand  is  upon  the  shoulder  of  his  friend — on 
him  he  rests — ^he  follows,  he  cares  not  whither,  so  Catesby 
lead  the  way.     There  stand  the  two  Wrights,  their 
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coarse  countenances  lighted  up  irith  a  soii  of  fiexee, 
savage  defiance.  And  there  stands  Fawkes,  that  strong, 
iion-hearted  soldier,  prepared  with  the  indiffixenoecf  in 
old  veteran  of  the  cruel  Spanish  ynas,  to  dare  and  to 
suffer  alL  John  Grrant,  of  Norbrook  is  also  present,  Us 
countenance  lighted  up  with  the  gloomy  fire  of  despente 
fanaticism,  Keyes  also,  looking  like  a  gambler,  wbo 
throws  his  last  stake,  double  or  quits.  And  poor  smpk 
Bates,  his  head  uncovered,  his  mouth  open,  andhisejes 
staring,  gapes  and  wonders,  and  does  not  half  under- 
stand them  all.* 

After  much  consultation,  the  part  of  each  is  allotted 
and  accepted.  It  was  resolved  that  on  the  following 
afternoon  Catesby  and  John  Wright  should  leave  Lon- 
don, and  join  Sir  Everard  Digby,  at  Dunchurch;  that 
Piercy  and  Thomas  Winter  should  lie  concealed  in  town 
a  few  hours  longer,  to  watch  the  course  of  events;  and 
that  Fawkes,  his  matches  in  his  pocket,  and  his  dark 
lantern  in  his  hand,  should  repair  to  the  cellar,  and  there 
remain  till  the  fatal  moment  should  arrive. 

Dangerous  as  was  the  part  assigned  to  him,  Fawkes 
accepted  it,  or  rather  persisted  in  it,  without  the  slightest 
hesitation.  It  had  been  the  part  he  had  originally  imder- 
takcn,  on  account  of  his  knowledge  of  military  mining 
operations;  and  the  perils  which  surrounded  them  at 
the  present  moment,  did  not  seem  to  shake  his  resolution 
in  the  slightest  degree.  He  went  to  his  appointed  place 
with  the  intrepidity  of  a  veteran,  commanded  to  take 
his  station  upon  some  mine,  which  it  is  known,  will  in 

*  See  the  curious  old  print  in  the  BritiBh  Museum. 
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all  probabili^,  inunediately  npoa  his  occupation  of 
it,  explode. 

FearfollyfreTe  those  last  hours  spent  by  them  itlL  The 
hoRor  of  the  deed,  now  the  conaummation  so  nearly 
approached,  bathed  with  cold  Bweat  their  iaces,  and 
the  hair  of  th^  heads  stood  on  end. — ^Tliis  horror  being 
mingled  with  the  appalling  suspicion  that  the  whole 
scheme  was  already  discovered,  and  would,  even  &t  the 
very  last  moment  be  defeated.  ThentheawfulaltematiTe 
in  which  they  stood !  between  the  slaughter  of  countless 
numbers  of  mingled  innocent  and  guilty  creatures,  now 
Bleeping  in  peaceful  security,  to  be  awakened  as  at  the 
'  blast  of  the  last  trumpet,  and  hurried  into  eternity — or 
the  utter  destruction  of  themselves,  their  fiiends,  their 
houses,  their  lamilies,  while  their  very  names  should  be- 
come a  curse  and  a  by-word  among  men !  Such  were  the 
pictures  which  the  excitable  imagination  of  Catesby 
painted  in  dreadful  vividness  before  his  eyes,  as,  wander- 
ing  up  and  down  the  now  darkened  streets  of  the 
slumbering  city — for  which  of  them  could  taste  repose 
upon  that  fearful  night? — he  abandoned  himself  to  all 
the  agonies  of  his  despair. 

It  would  not  have  been  yet  too  late :  for,  such  was 
his  exceeding  influence  over  the  minds  of  his  friends, 
that  what  the  prospect  of  danger,  death,  torture,  and 
infamy,  was  powerless  to  effect,  one  word  &om  hia 
lips  would  have  brought  to  pass.  But  that  temper,  &a- 
tuially  obstinate,  reckless,  determined,  and  desperate, 
had  only  been  rendered  doubly  obstinate,  reckless,  de- 
termined, and  desperate,  imder  the  influences  to  which 
he  had  been  exposed.     And  though  voices,  as  of 
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sngds,  caning  from  above — end  thieatenings,  as  of 
demons,  damoming  from  below— seemed  soimding  in 
bis  eaiB  as  be  bumed  from  pkoe  to  place  doling  tbat 
frenzied  n^bi— calling  upon  bim  to  repent — ^toretuct 
— ^wbile  yet  tbeie  was  time — nothing  moved  bim. 

The  morning  broke  upon  that  fiided  countenanoe* 
&ded  like  one  changed  to  a  deathlike  paleness  by  the 
agonies  of  the  rack — ^but  that  eye  of  invincible  energy 
burned  with  unextinguishable  fire. 

It  might  be  a  little  past  midnight,  on  the  memoiabk 
5th  of  November,  1605,  when  Sir  Thomas  Ejiyvet,asi8 
well  known,  accompanied  by  a  soffident  number  of  as- 
mstants,  arrived  at  the  vault  where  the  gunpowder  was 
deposited.  Fawkes  was  just  stepping  out  from  the 
door,  dressed  and  booted  as  if  for  a  journey,  and  was 
immediately  arrested. 

An  old  contemporary  print  represents  him  in  his  tall 
Spanish  hat,  and  long  Spanish  cloak,  seized  by  two 
or  three  men — ^his  dark  lantern  is  in  his  hand — and  the 
piercing  eye  of  Providence,  from  one  comer  of  the  pic- 
ture, pours  a  beam  of  concentrated  light  upon  the 
wretched  man. 


In  the  afternoon  of  the  preceding  day,  the  con- 
spirators had  been  informed  by  Fawkes  that  the  cellar 
had  been  visited,  but  that  the  barrels  of  gunpowder 
bad  escaped  observation.  Upon  this,  Catesby  and 
John  Wright  had  mounted  their  horses  and  had  gal- 
loped out    of  town,    in  the   hopes   of  joining    Sir 
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Everaid  Digby,  and  in  any  event  ndsing  the  country 
in  open  rebellion. 

Fiercy  and  Eit  Wright,  as  soon  as  the  arrest  of 
Fawkes  had  taken  place,  followed  at  full  speed;  Book- 
wood  and  Thomas  Winter  remained  a  few  hours  longer 
in  London,  to  watch  what  would  next  take  place. 

•Early  in  the  morning  they  were  in  the  streets  to  col- 
lect intelligence.  They  found  the  town  almost  dis- 
tracted with  amazement  and  horror.  People  were  run- 
ning up  and  down  with  looks  terrified — ^hair  dishevelled, 
and  eyes  wild  with  dismay — ^interrogating  each  other, 
and  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  hurrying  away  in 
opposite  directions.  Some  stood  stock  still,  as  if  petrified 
with  amazement — others  gathered  in  knots  in  the 
comers  of  the  streets — whispering  with  suppressed 
voices — and  starting  as  the  wintry  wind  rushed  howl- 
ing down  the  streets,  interrupted  by  sudden  deluges 
of  rain,  which  separated  the  whisperers,  onl;  to  re- 
assemble again  as  the  storm  abated.  The  shops  were 
empty — the  sound  of  commerce  had  ceased  in  the 
streets — ^not  a  cart  or  dray  was  to  be  heard — a  terrific 
pause  seemed  to  pervade  human  existence,  and  the  hmn 
of  life  to  be  silent  in  the  busy  town.  A  pause — as  if 
men  still  anticipated  in  breathless  terror,  the  blast  of 
that  horrible  tempest  which  was  to  have  destroyed  such 
numbers. 

Winter,  with  extraordinary  coolness  walked  about 
the  streets.  It  was  then  early;  and  the  sun  had  not 
yet  risen.  He  made  his  way  in  the  dim  twilight  of  a 
November  dawn,  towards  the  Parliament-house:  but 
in  the  middle  of  King-street,  Westminster^  he  found  a 
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guard  standing,  and  permisaion  to  pass  was  refused: 
as  he  parleyed  with  the  guard,  a  man  passed  by  ^ 
said — **  There  is  a  treason  discovered,  and  the  long  and 
lords  should  have  been  blown  up."  He  stopped  to  heir 
no  more,  but  taking  his  horse  rode  out  of  town,  to- 
wards Worcestershire. 

He  did  not  attempt  to  follow  the  others.  He  seems 
to  have  been  for  the  moment  confounded,  and  without 
settling  any  plan  with  himself,  made  for  his  brother, 
Robert  Winter's  house,  at  Huddington. 

Bxx)kwood  and  Keyes  had  deserted  their  houses, 
and  also  ridden  out  of  town.  Rookwood,  who  was  a 
man  of  large  fortune,  and  had  relays  upon  the  road, 
followed  the  track  of  Catesby  and  Piercy,  and  over- 
took them  as  they  moimted  the  ascent  at  BrickhilL 

Tliey  had  ridden,  and  were  riding,  as  if  pursued  by 
the  fiend;  the  desperate  vehemence  of  the  wild-goose 
chase  once  described  by  Evelyn,  was  as  nothing  to  the 
headlong  haste,  with  which,  regardless  of  every  other 
consideration,  they  urged  their  horses  forward  at  the 
very  top  of  their  speed,  over  the  deep  and  miry  roads. 
The  rain  was  now  falling  in  torrents — the  heavens,  as 
if  in  a  second  deluge,  seemed  descending  in  sheets  of 
water  to  wash  out  the  memoiy  of  this  execrable  crime. 

Tliey  dashed  on — their  large  cloaks  all  heavy  with 
rain,  and  bespattered  with  mud  and  mire,  impeded  the 
headlong  fury  of  their  course — they  stopped,  flung 
them  away,  and  hid  them  behind  the  hedges — and  then 
forward — forward — 

Alas,  to  what  a  goal ! — But  the  furies  of  remorse, 
despair,  and  passion  pursued   them;  and   thou^^h  no 
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tiope,  but  that  of  a  last  and  a  desperate  struggle  wherein 
to  sell  their  Hves  as  dearly  as  possible,  was  before  them 
fc— they  hurried  onward  with  resistless  speed.  They 
iBeemed  to  fly— but  "  black  death  sat  behind  the  horse- 
man." 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  of  the  Tues- 
day, the  5th  of  November,  that  with  faces  all  darkened 
by  despair,  they  reached  the  town  end  of  Ashby  St. 
Legers — in  other  words,  the  entrance  of  the  village, 
which  stood  at  some  little  distance  from  Catesby's  home. 

To  meet  his  mother — that  cruel,  irritating  mother — 
was  impossible;  to  visit  his  home,  had  it  been  a  happy 
home,  under  his  present  feelings,  might  have  been  still 
more  intolerable;  with  the  hideous  despair  which  had 
gathered  round  his  heart,  now  visible  in  his  blighted 
countenance,  Catesby  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and 
sent  to  call  out  Robert  Winter. 

Robert  Winter  was  then  at  Ashby,  unconscious  of 
what  had  taken  place;  and  employed  in  a  vain  attempt 
to  reconcile  the  mother  with  her  son. 

He  came  out  to  the  end  of  the  village,  and  upon 
the  small  bank  beyond  the  stream,  found  the  jaded 
and  exhausted  company,  all  drenched  with  rain  and 
covered  with  mire,  sitting  upon  their  wearied  horses — 
whose  heads  hanging  down,  and  battered  and  panting 
rides,  gave  evidence  of  the  fierce  desperation  with 
which  they  had  been  urged  forward. 

*'  What  news?'  said  Robert  Winter,  astonished  at 
their  appearance. 

"  All  is  lost,"  was  Catesby's  brief  reply.  "  Fawkes 
is  in  the  Tower — we  left  London  last  night.* 
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^^  Will  you  not  come  in  and  take  some  rest  ani 
refreshment?' 

^'  No,  so  help  me  God,  in  this  my  utmost  need,  as 
I  never  enter  under  my  own  roof  more.  I  am  a 
vagabond  upon  the  earth,  like  Cain  the  first  murdeier 
— ^Here  is  his  mark  akeady  upon  my  brow.'* 

Winter  looked  up  involuntarily. 

There  was  that — that  indescribable  ezpreasiKm,  not 
to  be  mistaken.  The  hand  of  the  Almighty  had  writ- 
ten it  in  characters  ineffiuseable — ^it  was  as  he  said — ^the 
brand  of  the  first  murderer  was  there. 

The  other  gentlemen,  a  little  grouped  together,  sat 
upon  their  drooping  horses,  watching  their  leader. 
They  were  passive,  as  utter  hopelessness  renders  men; 
they  seemed  to  sit  there,  only  waiting  to  know  what 
form  of  death  he  was  about  to  choose  for  them. 

Catesby  stooped  down,  scooped  in  his  hand  some  of 
the  water  from  the  brawling  brook  which  nms  through 
the  village  of  Ashby,  and  hastily  drank  repeated 
draughts  of  it — then  he  dashed  the  water  over  his 
heated  face. 

The  others  dismounted  and  did  the  same. 

He  seemed  in  some  degree  refreshed  by  this,  and 
rousing  himself,  and  endeavouring  to  shake  offthegloomj 
desperation  which  was  fast  seizing  upon  his  spirits,  he 
proposed,  that,  wearied  as  were  their  jaded  steeds, 
they  should  remount  immediately,  and  join  the  assem- 
bled party  at  Dunchurch. 

Attended  by  Robert  Winter,  they  accordingly  set 
forward;  and  plodding  drearily  through  the  deep  and 
miry  lanes — their  almost  dying  horses  flounderiiig  and 
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Stumbling  at  eveiy  step-— leached  the  inn  about  ten 
o'clock  on  that  same  night 


The  little  hosteliy  was  filled  to  overflowing  with  a 
richly  accoutred  and  gallant  company. 

Early  in  the  evening,  Sir  Everard  Digby,  followed 
by  a  large  party  of  gentlemen^  had  ridden  in  from 
hunting;  and  firesh  gentlemen,  followed  by  servants  and 
retainers,  were  hourly  arriving  from  every  side. 

Though  still  ignorant  of  the  precise  nature  of  the 
enterprise  in  hand,  the  whole  company  was  flushed  with 
hope  and  expectation.  The  hostelry  stood  upon  the 
edge  of  Dunchurch  green,  with  two  or  three  tall  elms 
in  firont  of  it,  among  which  the  sign  of  the  never  to  be 
forgotten  dun-cow  was  swinging  and  creaking  in  the 
November  wind  ;  before  the  door,  numerous  gentle- 
men's  servants,  pages,  and  retainers  were  lounging, 
laughing,  swearing,  and  exchanging  practical  jokes,  all 
in  the  highest  spirits  at  the  idea  of  a  stir;  and  under  all 
that  excitement  which  common  minds  experience  in 
the  expectation  of  new  events — ^be  the  anticipated 
disturbances  of  what  nature  they  wilL  The  court-yard 
and  stables  behind  were  crowded  with  horses  of  every 
description,  and  resounded  with  the  voices  of  huntsmen, 
valets,  and  grooms;  while  within,  the  low  raftered 
ceilings  were  gleaming  with  reflected  light  from  the 
huge  blazing  fires,  and  innumerable  lamps  and  candles — 
every  room  being  filled  with  company.  Many  of  the 
gentlemen  wore  their  hunting  suits,  others  were  splen- 
didly dressed,  as  for  some  great  occasion;  the  tables  were 
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coTezed  with  the  best  Yunds  which  mine  host  eooU 
collect;  and  the  wine  was  sparkling  in  the  glaam, 
as  thej  wete  raised  to  the  lipe,  in  answer  to  one  tout 
alter  another;  each  couched  in  mysterious  terms,  and 
each  conveTiiq^  the  same  hidden  meaning. 

In  the  laigest  apartment,  at  the  head  of  a  long 
oaken  table,  surrounded  bj  the  guests  of  greatest  dis- 
tinction* among  which  were  Sir  Robert  Digby  and  the 
two  Littletons*  Ex-erard  was  sitting.  His  fiice  was  un- 
usually e:ccited,thc  red  colour  came  and  went;  now  his 
brow  was  flushed,  and  his  eye  sparkled  with  a  strange 
unwi^mtevl  excitement;  now  he  listened  at  a  pause  in 
the  ov^Qversation,  and  turned  pale  with  excesaye 
;inxiety  and  expectation;  but  nothing  was  heard  save 
the  wind  roaring  round  the  house  in  sudden  gusts,  and 
ti*o  <i^l;i<h  at  intervals  of  the  torrents  of  rain,  followed 
by  :lio  ;?hoiits  and  Liughter  of  the  men  without,  as  they 
ra::  :\^r  slicltor  under  the  ample  porch,  or  crowded 
toccrlior  K^neath  the  elm  trees.  A  loud  burst  of  the 
tc:viv>:  w.is  Iioanl,  and  the  two  Littletons,  who  were 
in  t!vo  :!<vr\^t»  exchanged  looks  with  Everard.  They 
siiiivUlv'Twl.  tiimcvl  pale,  and  listened,  as  if  all  ear — ^to 
t/.c:r  cxcirt\l  imairinaiions  it  seemed  as  if  at  that 
n^.^:*;or.t  tI\o  explo??:on  had  taken  place. 

'•  Cotue,  Kvcrard/'  said  his  uncle.  Sir  Robert, 
••  thouVt  stningely  ab:?enc  to-night — pass  the  bottle  and 
irivo  u<  another  ti.>a<t." 

ln:c  the  untastcil  glass  of  Everard  was  still  in  his 
hand  and  Tv<:od  upon  the  table.  He  heard  not  a  word 
that  was  said.  Sir  Robert  turned  to  Humphrey  Lit- 
tleton, •'  The  young  gentleman  is  strangely  disordered 
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to-night.  Come,  Mr.  LitUeton,  Ut  lu  have  a  toast 
from  you." 

"  Three  brimstone  matches  and  a  farthing  rushlight," 
-was  the  leply. 

Littleton  was  a  sort  of  a  humorist,  and  as  on  in- 
stftoce  of  his  oddity,  the  toast,  without  further  re- 
flectioo,  was  accepted  and  drunk  with  loud  laughter. 

Still,  in  (^ite  of  the  high  spirits  tliey  were  in,  as  the 
evening  advanced,  and  the  time  approached  when  it 
would  be  possible  for  one  riding  poet  haste  to  have 
anived  from  London  with  the  intelligence  of  what  had 
been  done  on  the  morning  of  the  5th, — they,  who  bad 
all  been  taught  to  expect  that  day  as  the  one  upou 
which  the  rising  in  the  metropolis  was  to  take  place, 
b^an  to  hold  their  breath,  listen,  and  look  anxiously 
from  time  to  time,  at  each  other. 

"  What  a  cursed  din  those  rascals  without  keep  up," 
sud  Stephen  Littleton,  impatiently.  "  It  is  impossible 
to  hear,  though  a  company  of  horse  were  gallopping  in 
at  the  town  end." 

"Listen,"  said  Evcrard,  authoritatively. 

A  sort  of  broken  gallop,  as  of  horses  forced  forward, 
yet  fidtering  and  stumbling  at  cveiy  step,  was  now 
heard.  An  instantaneous  silence  in  the  crowd  witliout, 
succeeded ;  and  while  the  company  round  the  table  sat 
in  mute  expectation,  the  door  opened — and,  bespattered 
with  mire;  their  hats  and  featlicrs  drooping  over  their 
iaces ;  drenched  with  rain  whicli  streamed  from  their 
cloaks  and  collars;  their  countenances  pale,  jaded,  and 
<unken,  and  a  sort  of  nild  desperation  and  hurry  in 
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round,  and  confronting  with  an  air  of  proud  indiffer- 
ence, the  looks  of  diepteosurc  that  met  him  on  every 
nde;  "  the  enterprise  upon  which  1  and  twelve  honour- 
Me  gentlemen  had  staked  their  lives,  has  been  blown. 
— ^}ne  of  our  company  is  already  in  the  hands  of  this 
detested  government — but  he  is  bold,  faithful,  and  true, 
md  we  need  fear  no  treachery  from  him.  The  rack  and 
the  scaffold  may  be  his  portion,  but  I  question  whether 
in  his  Bohtary  dungeon  in  the  Tower,  he  shows  so  pale, 
or  so  fallen  a  countenance,  as  any  of  those  I  see  around 
me  here.  We  have  done  what  we  could,  nor  is  it  our 
&ult  if  there  has  been  a  traitor  in  the  camp.  It  remoinB 
only  to  learn  whether  any  of  this  present  company  are 
bold  enough  to  draw  their  swords  in  support  of  a  good 
cause  not  yet  entirely  lost;  or  whether  the  twelve  brave 
men  who  ascended  the  breach,  shall  be  abandoned  by 
&eir  companions)  and  left  there  to  die." 

The  countenances  around  him  softened  somewhat  at 
this  speech,  and  the  gentlemen  returning  to  their  seats, 
Bsked  in  a  low  voice,  and  as  if  questioning  among  each 
other,  what  was  next  to  be  done. 

At  length  Sir  Robert  Digby,  a  man  of  more  age  and 
authority  than  the  rest,  elevating  Hs  voice  above  the 
others,  said: 

*'  Before  we  proceed  further  in  this  bu^ess,  we 
"would  at  least  be  glad  to  be  enlightened  as  to  that  of 
■which  we  have  till  now  been  kept  ignorant. — What 
was  the  predse  nature  of  the  undertaking  in  which  we 
were  summoned  hero  by  our  friends  to  assist? — What 
was  that  plot,  which,  if  we  are  to  judge  by  the  appear 
snce  of  Mr.  Catesby  and  his  companions,  has  been  so 
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the  chambers  of  that  parliament  condemned  to  this 
hideous  destruction;  and  every  heart  sickened  with 
unutterable  horror  at  the  idea  of  so  merciless  and  in- 
discriminating  a  slaughter. 

Catesbj,  his  brow  darkening,  his  eye  beaming  with 
desperate  and  hopeless  defiance,  kept  his  ground;  and 
9tood  there  as  a  mark  for  the  execration  written  on 
every  coimtenance,  and  muttered  by  many  a  tongue. 
Hie  gentlemen  behind  him,  his  fellows  in  this  dreadful 
crime,  with  eyes  aghast  and  staring,  seemed  thunder- 
struck with  astonishment  at  this  unexpected  reception 
of  their  design. 

But  Everard  lifted  up  his  face,  glanced  hastily  round 
at  the  assembled  company,  then  simk  his  head  upon  his 
arms  on  the  table,  and  uttered  one  low,  deep  groan. 

Then  old  Sir  Robert  Digby,  that  man  of  unques- 
tioned honour  and  integrity,  rose  from  his  seat,  and 
Standing  up,  said  in  a  loud  and  distinct  voice: 

*^  Gentlemen,  and  Catholics,  members  of  an  honour- 
able and  noble  church — we  have  neither  art  or  part  in 
this  devilish  enterprise.  Those,  who  instead  of  drawing 
the  generous  sword,  and  perilling  life  in  open  battle 
for  the  honour  of  God,  have  been  skulking  in  comers, 
and  mining  in  dark  cellars — content  to  scatter  dcstruc- 
lion  alike  on  enemies  and  friends,  and  to  escape  by  flight 
from  the  consequences  of  that  explosion,  which  they 
themselves  have  prepared — may  seek  supporters  else- 
where than  from  among  us Farewell,  Everard,  I 

could  have  wished  to  have  left  the  descendant  of  your 
honoured  grandfather  in  a  nobler  and  better  company. 
Escape  as  you  best  may,  the  punishment  you  liave  called 
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U)vui  Your  head  from  the 
outnij^Hl  justice  of  mankind:  box  l>ik  mc  iir 
i\T  uftiiittAnco  from  rac.    Come,  geaslaBBE. 
fur  i*)HMit — it  wero  1)ettcr  we  dioald  afl  aaae 

Aiul  with  an  air  of  loftj 
ho  It'lY  tho  room,  followed  by  the  moet  pnt  of 
{Hiny,     Thorc  waa  a  general  calling  to 
hurrvln^  ami  shouting  among 
U\o  ^^ulIo]uii<;c  ot  horses  was  heard,  ns  troop 
dojwrtiHl. 

Thon  thtvio  wretched  men  lifted  up 
hiul   rt'UiniuiMl  fixed  upon  the    gromid,    dmiK  Sc 
UolH'rtV  it{HHvh,  and  looked  ronnd  the 
tlu^rt^  tht'v  i(t<KHl  abandoned  and  almost 

ratoshy,  !«torn  and  gloomy,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
tahK'  K'tori'  him,  had  listened,  without  moving  a  fcatore 
to  Sir  Itolvrt^s  address.  Even  after  he  had  left  the 
i\H>u\  ho  still  riMuninod  standing  where  he  was,  loet  as  it 
wouKl  siHMu  in  depth  of  thought. 

Kvonivd,  his  face  buried  upon  his  arms,  neither  sp(Ae 
nor  mi^vinl— and  hartlly  seemed  to  breathe — ^till  one 
>vout  up  lo  l\iui  and  touched  his  elbow.  He  lifted  i^^ 
his  wan  and  wiv-ln^gonc  countenance,  and  looked.  It 
was  his  hn>tlier,  it  was  John  Digby. 

Kvonuxl  did  not  speak,  but  his  eye  seemed  to  say — 

*•  You ! — and  have  you  not  deserted  me?" 

**  Kvoranl/*  said  John  Digby;  his  voice  was  low,  and 
tn^nihliHl  with  horror  and  emotion,  but  his  eye  spoke 
the  dtH^post  and  tonderest compassion:  "Brother,  let  us 
biuh  fall  down  upon  our  knees  and  thank  the  Almighty, 
that  in  his  inlinito  mercy  he  has  spared  you  from  the 
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eoxninission  of  this  execrable  crime.'*  Then  melting  into 
pity  at  the  sight  of  his  brother's  fallen  and  bewildered 
countenance,  he  added,  '*  Those  cursed  priests  have  be- 
trayed my  admirable  brother.  But  be  comforted — ^be 
comforted,  fiverard.  There  may  be  a  life  to  pay  in  expia- 
tion,  but  that  you  will  cheerfully  ofier. — Let  us  fall 
down  and  thank  the  Almighty  that  your  hands  are  yet 
pure  of  innocent  blood." 

'*  There  is  not  ont  among  them  that  does  not  look 
upon  it  with  abhorrence,"  said  Everard,  gazing  ruefully 
first  upon  one  hand  and  then  upon  another,  as  if  the 
crimson  stains  of  guilt  were  on  them;  then  shaking  his 
head  mournfully,  he  said^  '*  and  I  could  believe  it  was 
the  part  of  a  martyr ! . .  .  •  Was  it  my  uncle  I  heard 
qpeaking?'  he  continued,  endeavouring  as  it  would 
seem  to  recover  his  recollection.  '*  And  is  he  gone 
with  his  company? — And  why  are  you  not  gone  too, 
then?" 

**  I  will  never  leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee,"  said  John 
Digby,  throwing  his  arms  round  his  brother,  and  bursting 
into  a  torrent  of  tears ;  '*  for  thou  mayest  die  the  deaths- 
but  never  hadst  thou  the  heart  of  a  traitor." 

During  this  short  scene  the  eyes  of  Catesby  had  been 
fixed  upon  the  two  brothers;  and  at  one  time  a  sort  of 
dim  cloud,  as  if  of  water  had  passed  over  that  fiery  eye. 
There  was  a  slight  swell  in  his  chest — the  hysterica 
passio  of  poor  Lear  rose  and  choaked  in  his  throat;  then 
he  turned  round  to  the  few  gentlemen  who  had  not  yet 
deserted  him,  and  said  with  astonishing  composure  and 
steadiness — 

'*  Before  we  entered  upon  this  business,  we  had  the 
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are  yet  men,  and  have  yet  our  religion  and  our  friends 
to  defend — let  us,  at  least,  make  a  stand.  There  are 
some  hopes  that  a  rising  may  be  expected  in  Wales. 
By  a  brave  resistance  on  our  part,  there  is  a  chance^ 
before  we  perish,  of  obtaining  better  terms  for  oxa 
friends  and  families.  Let  us  in  this  extremity  do  all 
we  can.  Something  may  be  purchased  for  our  reli- 
gion by  the  sacrifice  of  our  hearts*  blood.  Let  us  in 
these,  our  last  hours,  do  our  best  for  that  cause  for 
which  we  have  lost  all." 

At  this  speech  the  few  gentlemen  remaining  in  the 
room  approached  the  table — while  Evcrard  lifted  up 
his  hand  and  sat  earnestly  attentive,  and  even  John 
Digby  listened. 

Catcsby  then  proposed  that  they  should  mount 
immediately,  and  pursuing  their  way  through  War- 
wickshire and  Worcestershire,  raising  the  country  as 
they  went  along,  should  endeavour  to  reach  the  con- 
fines of  Wales,  and,  if  possible,  make  some  stand,  so 
as  to  obtain  before  that  final  surrender,  which  he 
seemed  to  regard  as  inevitable,  some  composition  for 
their  friends  and  families,  and  some  relaxation  of  the 
penal  statutes  in  force  against  the  unhappy  recusants. 

To  such  suggestions  all  listened  with  avidity — and 
as  they  discoursed  of  the  means  for  carrying  the  plan 
into  execution,  their  brows  cleared,  and  a  faint  win- 
try kind  of  hope  cheered,  in  some  degree,  their  sink- 
ing hearts.  The  first  diflBculty  they  had  to  contend 
with  was  the  want  of  horses;  for  their  own,  on  which 
they  had  ridden  from  London,  were  almost  incapable 
of  leaving  the  stable.    Catesby,  who  was  long  beyond 


:mr  ^-»7l  i/r  :imiiar  snpfas,  mBB^SMuij  {mpoaed 
•xf  -u^'  ^tai^  jaap  «  ai^  amU  fimi  at  tlie  mn,  nde 

%  ^ir*fTi3S»  unL  -iiat  jwakfiig  apes  the  nbks  of 

^      -•        •         _  T  .t  1 


miUiti  aCK  rr?frr  'HHBL  iCSDK  SUSBft  WtKS.  QIKe  kziOVB, 

-*•  iiac  TOirr  ammi  sul  lurAsr  incixr  tfae 

'*  iur- '  sua  ^mb  Vaxoo:.  "^  o^eOh.  I  h* jpe,  mxjj 

•  T*niu  Sfcs  iiuu.  laj  ii.xn.  S^rbo.?^  3i£ii  Casescj. 
Tr;::  ^  -.tre  .>:tum  .l'  unr.tqtc  amtfenffg  En.  Ji2S  ^coe  Uii 
^^^       '  1  .ifiis;:^   m.*^.  iii2T?  is  imp  ^sss  knuvecii  a 

v"\;:  nuk'j    Utf  sum:  rJiiTiniL-a         -..--• 


^TTv    :.;:i\:,??^  iL'? 


iriin  ZSnTi'?irrnaL 


SOL- 


FATHER  DARCr.  331 

citude  for  others,  mingled  with  the  most  generous  con- 
tempt for  his  own  sufferings  and  danger. 

John  Digby  had  pressed  to  accompany  Everard  in 
this  last  struggle;  he  could  not  endure  the  idea  of  for- 
saking the  man  he  loved  in  this  his  extremity. 

But  Everard  would  listen  to  no  such  suggestion. 

**  Thou  hast  kept  thyself  altogether  clear  from  this 
matter,"  said  he,  **  and  God  forbid  that  I  should 
sufier  thee  to  run  into  peril  for  my  poor  sake.  Thou 
hast  heard  the  doom  of  all  pronounced,  but  thou  hast 
not  deserved,  and  so  help  me  Heaven  shalt  not  share  it. 
On  my  head  let  the  punishment  fall — ^Would  to  God 
that  others  innocent  as  thyself  might  be  spared  their 
heavy  part,  but  this  may  not  be.  Ride  to  Coughton, 
dear  John,  with  all  speed;  see  my  wife,  and  break  this 
heavy  news  to  her.  Tell  her  she  shall  hear  of  me  ere 
morning.  Comfort  her  and  support  her,  and  kiss  my 
little  ones  for  their  poor  fether." 

All  this  was  said  with  the  sort  of  melancholy,  patient 
despondency  of  one  who  considered  himself  altogether 
undone,  but  yielded  to  his  fate  with  the  submission  of 
a  heart  that  acknowledged  the  righteous  equity  of  the 
infliction. 

And  so  the  brothers  parted. 


Miserable,  depressed  in  spirit,  terrors  from  without 
and  a  troubled  conscience  within,  their  hearts  trembling 
with  a  rising  distrust  of  the  righteousness  of  that  cause 
to  which  they  had  offered  all,  the  wretched  fugitives,  a 


•  ^.11  V*    mf.*i 


T   1 


Stnancc  ztcsL     ±btt 


liirimnr 


r  inzr  I'lilii^ 


Tnpii    MS  IX  m  dBBmoe  of 


fifl 


V'    ^•YVVkaM      «i% 


f:mi 


-?■£.  2IU.  TfTfymnir 

..  ^'i^r  i^csi's.  izxiL  r^ii^  ur  iiiffr  Sii5i«£  ssekcs  ri  13= 

T»i(L.\    .  ix-vii  iirr  ix'k.  mnnryr  £n£  iizried  f rc«xrs 

-  y  .-;.*  v.-c  it;  'umaf  of  J^.-ir  G-tltji.  aire  ir  £ 

y  .^:.*  v^  T735f  iz  iar  rhnf  x  tjsc 

r/n>?v;  --.:i.a  r  r,nli£  :if  raZifd      Jzirr  Grt:::  ttss  *r 


■^' ■ 


FATHES  DABCT.  333 

his  canse;  and  his  steady  adherence  to  his  own  ideaa 
upon  the  matter,  in  some  degree  served  to  cheer  and 
flizcngthen  the  iainting  hearts  of  the  rest. 

There  was  a  large  table  in  the  centre  of  the  vast  hall, 
already  covered  by  the  core  of  Mr.  Giant  with  arms 
and  armour;  and  here  each  gentleman  provided  him- 
self with  such  provisioQ  as  he  thought  necessary;  for 
hitherto  they  had  worn  their  riding  dresses,  and  wei« 
furnished  only  with  their  nding  rods. 

Everard,  who  was  well  mounted,  had  not  stopped  at 
Warwick;  he  had  ridden  forward  to  Norbrook.  They 
found  him  engaged  in  writing  when  they  came  in. 

Catesby  went  up  to  him.  He  did  not  speak, 
but  he  took  the  hand  of  Everard,  and  pressed  it. 
Everard  lif^  up  his  head,  but  what  a  face  was 
there:  a  &ce  already  darkened  with  the  hue  of  death — 
a  countenance  irom  which  all  hope,  all  doubt  had 
vanished.  The  expression  of  one  awakened  to  the 
full  enormity  of  the  crime  in  which  he  had  assisted, 
and  prepared  in  patience  to  endure  its  just  conse- 
quenccs. 

The  hope  held  out  by  Catesby  that  something  might 
be  gained  for  the  unhappy  Catholics,  and  some  mercy 
for  the  less  guilty  of  their  party  by  thus  peraisting  in 
resistance,  hod  made  him  look  upon  it  in  the  light  of 
an  expiation  to  persevere  to  the  last.  Under  this  im- 
pression, the  deep  conviction  of  wrong  to  which  his 
heart  hod  been  awakened,  had  token  no  form  of  outward 
demonstration;  it  was  a  settled  despair,  under  the  in- 
fluencc  of  which  he  was  calm,  gentle,  patient,  and 
considerate  of  others  to  the  htst. 
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Xot  a  feeling  of  resentment,  not  the  AmSaw  «f  ii^ 
piv^oh  towards  that  mistaken  man  £ofr  whom  latm  k 
havl  sacriticd  so  much,  and  whoae  fatal  mftiyrr  U 
urge^l  him  forward  in  this  dreadfiil  career,  m  ia  im 
countcnanct\  or  in  his  heart  His  pity  for 
Cito^iby  and  his  unhappy  oompanions,  had 
every  harsher  feeling. 

'I1u>  gentkv  the  oompasmonate,  the  afl&cdcHiate  ex- 
}>rvHi^iv>n  with  whieh  ho  looked  up  as  his  hand  as* 
iwexvxl  the  preesure  of  his  friend,  struck  to  that  Strang 
mauV  heart  And  tears  of  remorse  and  passion — aoA 
a^  t};o  great  betrayer  died  at  beholding  those,  "  £br  his 
fiiult  ameived** — blinded  the  eyes  and  ran  down  the 
rou^^  cheek  of  Catesby  as  he  turned  away. 

K>vrar\l  followed  him  for  a  few  minutes  widi  his 
evw  and  then  with  one  deep  sigh,  a  sigh  such  as  telb 
that  the  heart  of  the  man  is  broken,  resumed  his  em- 
jJoyiuont 

Ho  wi4:«  writing  to  his  wife.  His  letter  overflowing 
with  si^rrow  and  alfectiou,  was  filled  with  every  motive 
for  v\^nsi>li\tion  wliidi  he  could  invent  to  support  one 
Sl>  tvuulorly  IowhI,  by  him  thus  involved  in  this  mi- 
si^nible  outastn^pho. 

His  own  Heelings  arc  best  expressed  in  his  own 
»in\plo  luul  toucliing  words,  as  preserved  in  his  letters 
5«tUl  iu  oxistemw 

**Now  for  my  intention;  let  me  tell  you  that  if  I  had 
thought  there  had  been  the  least  sin  in  the  plot,  I  would 
not  have  Wn  of  it  for  all  the  world — and  no  other  cause 
dix'w  n\o  to  hazanl  my  fortune  and  my  lifebutzealtoGrod's 
riuigion For  my  keeping  it  secret,  it  was  caused 
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by  belief  that  those  which  were  best  able  to  judge  the 
lawfulness  of  it,  had  been  acquainted  with  it,  and  given 
way  to  it.  More  reasons  I  had  to  persuade  me  to  this 
belief,  than  I  dare  utter,  which  I  will  never  to  the 
suspicion  of  any,  though  I  should  to  the  rack  for  it. 
But  now  let  me  tell  you  what  a  grief  it  hath  been  to 
bear  that  so  much  condemned  which  I  did  believe 
would  be  otherwise  thought  of  by  many  Catholics.  Death 
would  now  be  a  welcome  friend  to  me,  and  is  most 
desired  now  I  have  heard  how  Catholics  think  of  this 
matter;  and  that  it  should  be  a  great  sin  that  should 
be  the  cause  of  my  end.  It  calls  my  conscience  in 
doubt  of  my  very  best  actions  and  intentions  in  ques- 
tion. I  know  that  I  myself  may  have  easily  been 
deceived  in  such  a  business,  and  I  protest  imto  you 
that  the  doubts  I  have  of  my  own  good  state,  which 
only  proceeds  &om  the  censure  of  others,  causes  in  me 
more  bitterness  of  grief  than  all  the  miseries  that  I 
ever  suffered.  I  can  do  nothing  now,  but  with  tears 
aak  pardon  of  God  for  all  my  errors,  both  in  actions 
and  intentions  in  this  business,  and  humbly  beseech 
that  my  death  may  satisfy  for  my  offence,  which  I 
should  and  shall  offer  most  gladly  to  the  Griver  of 
life." 

The  fortitude  of  Everard  had  again  sdven  way  as  he 

p»«d  .hu  p.p»,  »d «»  ^1^  L  ^ 

Streamed  over  the  words,  as  he  asked  pardon  of  his 
tender  wife  and  little  loving  children,  and  implored 
their  forgiveness  and  their  prayers. 

But  he  was  not  long  left  to  the  indulgence  of  these 
tender  feelings.     The  little  band  of  unhappy  friends 
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of  Robert  Winter,  at  Huddington^  about  the  middle 
of  Wednesday.  At  this  plac6  they  were  joined  by 
Thomas  Winter,  who  had  arrived  from  London  before 
them. 

Speechless  with  emotion,  this  affectionate  man  flung 
himself  into  the  arms  of  Catesby,  as  he  alighted  from 
his  jaded  horse.  The  two  friends  embraced  in  silence 
^the  tenderness  of  afiection,  even  in  this  dark  passage 
of  life,  mingling  a  something  yet  to  be  called  sweetness 
with  the  bitterness  of  the  hour. 

The  whole  company  now  entered  the  house,  where 
refreshments  were  provided  for  them.  Weary  and 
fiiint  they  were  ;  but  it  was  other  and  living  waters 
for  which  their  souls  were  panting. 

In  the  dread  struggle  with  awakening  conscience  in 
which  their  souls  were  agonising,  their  hearts  called 
aloud  for  that  support  which  the  Father  of  truth  and 
light  alone  can  give.  And  such  means  as  their  religion 
afibrded  for  reconciling  the  misguided  soul  to  its  Cre- 
ator, they  earnestly  sought  with  many  tears. 

There  was  a  priest  at  that  time  at  Huddington — to 
him  they  humbly,  one  after  another,  confessed  their 
sins  upon  their  knees :  the  ceremony  of  the  mass  was 
afterwards  celebrated. 

What  consolations  this  man,  professing  to  minister 
the  truth  of  God  to  his  fellow-creatures,  dared  to  ofier 
in  this  harrowing  moment  is  left  to  conjecture.  Did 
he  dare  still  to  apply  the  false  and  blasphemous  unction 
of  his  casuistry  to  assuage  the  loud  cries  of  a  lacerated 
conscience;  or  did  he,  wise  and  good,  raise  up  boldly 
the  hideous  phantom  of  their  crime  before  them,  and 
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teach  them,  misguided  but  noi  yet  uttedy  peimhA 
to  fly  to  the  Fountain  of  all  mercy  for  relief? 

Aks,  alas  I  still  blinded  I    Blind  guides  and  bfindd 
victims  !    **  We  were  absolved  and  leceiTed  the 
ment"* 


The  remainder  of  the  wretched  history  is  all  one 
scene  of  dark,  mysterious,  hurried  oonfiinon ;  as,  panng 
from  house  to  house,  they  rushed  through  Woroesfeer- 
shire  and  Warwickshire,  pursued  by  the  hoe  and  ay 
which  was  now  raised,  and  by  the  Sheriff  of  Woroesto^ 
shire  and  all  his  men. 

They  had  sent  an  embassy  cm  Wednesday  to  old 
Mr.  Talbot,  of  Ghrafton,  a  man  of  the  highest  con- 
sideration among  their  party,  and  father-in-law  to 
Robert  Winter:  in  his  support  lay  their  last  hope: 
but  the  old  gentleman  drove  them  from  his  door 
with  indignation,  and  refused  to  let  one  of  them  even 
enter  his  house. 

This  was  the  last  decisive  blow.  After  that  they 
abandoned  altogether  the  hope  of  ofiering  any  thing  m 
the  nature  of  effectual  resistance,  and  seemed  to  fly 
forward,  impelled  by  that  sort  of  blind  instinct  which 
leads  men  to  hurry  from  impending  death — and  with 
a  vague  sort  of  intention  to  make  a  stand  at  some 
place  or  other,  and  sell  their  lives  as  dearly  as  they 
could. 

On  Thursday  morning  we  hear  of  them  at  Whe- 
well  Grange,  the  scat  of  the  Lord  Windsor,  about  two 
miles  from  Broomsgrove,  where  they  seized,  by  force, 

*  Bobert  Winler^s  oonfesrion. 
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upon  a  large  store  of  arms,  armour,  and  above  all, 
upon  a  bag  containing  a  considerable  quantity  of  gun- 
powder; and  wading  rather  than  riding  through  the 
now  almost  streaming  wajfr— the  rain  pouring  in 
torrents  over  head — ^the  waters  out  on  every  side,  each 
little  stream  or  torrent  become  a  river  or  lake — swim- 
ming the  fords — splashing  and  struggling  through  mire 
and  water — ^broken  in  body  and  disturbed^in  mind; — 
the  small  company  which  yet  remained  together,  con- 
sisting of  Catesby,  the  two  Winters,  Thomas  Piercy, 
John  and  Christopher  Wright,  Rookwood,  Grant,  and 
a  few  others,  took  refuge  in  the  house  of  Stephen 
Littleton,  at  Holbeach^  two  miles  from  Stourbridge, 
in  the  parish  of  King's  Swinford,  in  Staffordshire. 
Everard,  at  the  entreaty  of  Catesby,  had  already  left 
them^  to  endeavour  to  obtain  succours,  it  is  said — ^but 
all  is  confusion  as  to  views  and  motives  now.  Certain 
it  is,  that  Digby  was  overtaken  near  Dudley,  by  the 
hue  and  cry;  surrendered  himself  without  offering  the 
shadow  of  resistance ;  and  was  immediately  conveyed  to 
London  and  lodged  in  the  Tower. 

Where  to  his  amazed,  bewildered,  and  miserable 
reflections,  his  penitent  tears  and  earnest  endeavours 
to  arrest  the  fatal   consequences  of  his   crimes  from 

the  heads  of  others,  we  leave  him. 

JESUS  MABIA.* 

"  Who's  that  which  knocks? — Oh  stay,  my  Lord,  I  come, 
I  know  that  call,  smce  first  it  made  me  know 
Myself ;  which  makes  me  now  with  joy  to  ran. 
Lest  he  he  gone  that  can  my  duty  show. 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  know  thee  by  the  cross, 
Thou  offerd'st  me,  but  not  unto  my  loss. 

•  Veraes  of  Sir  Everard  Digby,  written  in  the  Tower.^ Historical, 
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**  Come  in,  my  Lord,  whose  psesenoe  most  I  craTe, 
jlnd  show  thy  will  unto  my  Icmging  mind : 
From  pimishment  of  sin  thy  serrant  save. 
Though  he  hath  heen  to  thy  deserts  unkind. 
Jesa  forgiTe  and  streo^gthen  to  my  mind. 
That  rooted  Tirtoes  thoa  in  me  may  find. 

**  For  priTate  loss  to  giiere,  when  others  haye  no  cause 
Of  sorrow,  is  unmeet  for  worthy  mind; 
For  who  hut  knows,  that  each  man*s  sinfol  life  still  drawi, 
Most  just  rerenge  than  he  on  earth  can  find. 
But  to  undo  desert  and  innocence. 
Is  to  my  mind,  griefs  chiefest  pestilence,"  kc 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

**  Come  grief,  possess  that  place  thy  harbingers  have  seen. 
And  think  most  fit  to  entertain  thyself ; 
Bring  with  thee  all  thy  troops,  and  sorrow's  longest  teem 
Of  followers  that  wail  for  worldly  pelll 
Here  shall  they  see  of  wights  most  lamentable, 
Than  all  that  Troop,  that  seem  most  miserable." 

Sir  EvtrardDi^*s  verses,  written  in  the  Tower, 

VcB  victisl^ 

It  was  the  motto  of  his  house,  so  often  applied  in 
their  hour  of  conquest,  to  their  foes.  And  often  and 
often,  in  the  exultation  of  anticipated  victory,  mur- 
mured by  Robert  Catesby,  when  he  thought  of  the 
enemies  of  his  Church. 

VcB  metis  I 

It  rang  in  his  car  like  a  funeral  knell,  as,  after  a 
night  of  indescribable  horror,  the  haggard  remnants  of 
that  baffled  band  of  conspirators  met  in  the  great  room 
at  Holbeach. 

Still,  be  it  to  their  honour  spoken,  miserable  and 
blasted  criminals  as  they  were,  visited  of  the  judgment 
of  God,  and  abhorred  and  execrated  by  man,  one  sen- 
timent yet  remained — one  endearing  sentiment  sheds 
a  faint,  pale,  and  tender  light,  amid  the  horrors  of  this 
darkness. 

Whatever  their  feelings,  whatever  their  crimes,  one 
punishment   they  escaped — ^theirs  was  no   hell  of  re- 
proaching and  upbraiding  demons.     Deep  as  was  the 
*  See  his  arms  oyer  the  porch  at  Ashby  St  Legers. 
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adf-accosation  wHich  b^an  obecmely  to  dAwn  on  odi 
indiyidoal  mind,  we  hear  of  no  lecriininationii  aguut 
each  other.  Every  one  seems  to  have  bome  his  own 
portion  of  the  burden  with  unrepining  constancyy  and 
only  to  have  been  earnest  to  lightea  it  to  his  fiienda. 

Let  me  not  be  mirtalrpn 

To  dwell  upon  these  softening  fisatoieB  in  the  cha- 
racters of  these  men,  and  in  the  detail  of  this  abomi- 
nable crime^  is  not  to  be  oonadeied  immoEaL 

Truth  is  never  immoral,  and  this  is  troth. 

But  I  have  £dled  altogether  in  the  task  I  had  pro- 
posed to  myself,  and  which  I  begin  to  feel  too  cmd, 
if  I  have  not  made  you  go  along  with  me  in  the 
sentiment  that  these  men  were  not  the  victims  of 
selfish  passions,  nor  baser  self-interests,  but  that  thej 
were  the  dreadful  sacrifice  to  mistaken  principles. 

Poisoned  at  its  source,  that  which  should  have  been 
as  living  waters  to  nourish  their  souls,  had  been  perverted 
to  forward  and  cherish  the  growth  of  every  hideous 
passion.  Once  more  the  fiend  had  entered  the  garden 
of  the  world,  and  ofiered  the  fruit  of  the  tree  of  know- 
ledge, to  mislead  and  to  ruin. 

One  more  frightful  instance — ^let  it  never  be  foigotten 
or  cilaced  from  the  memory  of  man — ^had  been  added  to 
the  heart-rending,  the  despairing  list,  of  the  highest 
motives  perverted  to  the  most  devilish  purposes— of 
faitli,  self-devotion,  zeal  in  religion,  reason,  intellect, 
knowledge — all  directed  by  that  power  which  is  finom 
the  great  Satan — the  dark,  mysterious  sooroe  of  evil — 
to  ruin  the  soul  of  man. 

And  shall  I  dare — ^may  I  dare  to  hope,  that  in  this 
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last  feature  of  generous  undying  loTe,  wUch  was  main- 
tained among  them  to  the  end,  we  may  with  reverence 
venture  to  think  we  discern  the  dawnings  of  that  mercy,, 
which  would  not  su&r  these  wretched  and  misguided 
caies  to  be  finally  lost 


An  immense  open  chimney-piece — a  large  blazing  fire 
of  wood  and  StaSbrdshire  coal — a  room  wide  and 
straggling,  ridng  to  the  roof  of  the  house,  but  bare  of 
furniture  and  desolate — 

Half-a-dozen  pale  and  haggard  men,  with  dishevelled 
hair,  cheeks  worn  and  furrowed  with  fatigue  and  misery, 
and  clothes  all  disordered  and  covered  with  soil  and 
dirt 

The  hue  and  cry  wiU  soon  be  here;  the  news  of  the 
sheriff's  approach  has  already  reached  them.  They  will 
sell  their  lives  as  dearly  as  they  can. 

Thomas  Winter  has  early  gone  out  to  discover  as  he 
termed  it  The  rest  are,  as  I  have  said,  roimd  the  fire 
assembled.  In  traversing  the  ford  of  the  Stour,  now 
swollen  by  the  incessant  rains,  they  have  wetted  the  bag 
of  powder  which  was  taken  from  the  Lord  Windsor's, 
and  they  are  now employedin endeavouring  to  dry  it,  and 
lender  it  again  serviceable.  They  have  two  or  three 
pounds  for  immediate  use,  lying  before  the  fire;  the 
bag  containing  the  rest  is  at  no  great  distance. 

Catesby  is  standing  over  it,  Mr.  Grant  and  Mr. 
Bookwood  dose  behind  him. 

A  coal  falls — a  small  coal — small  as  the  match  and 
kntem  light  of  Guy  Fawkes. 
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A  IvHid  blisi  as  of  the  thundar-fcok 
Tho  |K>wUor  cxplodei  in  their  fteei, 
auvl  tho  hc«^Ty  bag  of  powder,  with  die  iaaat  n£  im 
wlurlvriud^  i$  hurled  through  the  ecOiBg  to 

^\it\^bY»  stunned  and  blackened  as  bj 

Aa^Iu  UlU  a;jt  ono  dead,  backwards  upoo  the 

Uto  v^hcry  do  not  fall,  but  their  features  an 

itv^\xllcu«  aud   ditti^rtod  by  the  gunpowder,  and  liej 

K^^k  UW  tho  Uviug  spectral  repreeentaticHi  c^thatdzeaa 

vxt'  KoWtt  Wiutor  9,  on  Monday  night — ^when  he  aw 

hvHi^'^  all  tv^pjUiuj^  and  falling,  and  hie  friends  crowdiag 

bcUuv  Ki$  c\Tss  witli  faces  all  swollen  and  disocdoozed. 

^I'hcY  sttaix'  fv^t  ono  moment  aghast  at  one  another.   Bat 

UvA(  U'ud  bWt«  had  like  the  trumpet's  at  the  cntck  of 

vlw'u^  ;it  Icii^tK  fully  aroused  their  sleeping  consdenoes 

i;\ov  ?tuvtu\U  ttud  s^toiHl  as  men  wide  awake. 

K.wU»  rt^  u'  Jtandluij  before  the  judgment-scat  of  God 

i:\vni\;U  Utv\  uokuo\vU\lp>s  the  voice  of  that  accusing 

;u^<\ ;,  wlu^  \>uiiii  ujvn  the  soul  of  man.     He  starts  sud- 

vlv  iil\  ,vs  u  wcrv^  to  life,  and  flashes  the  truth  before 

iu\i  is  sty:iu*isi  ihom. 

riiv*  lli>c  wiu*  rujihod  forward,  was  tlic  elder  Wright, 
whv^  ^»:U\h;sIv  oxv^ljiuuiusx  *'  Woe,  worth  the  time  that 
\>v*  Imw*  5i\vu  thi?8  diiY  r'  clasjKHl  the  body  of  Catesby 
ill  liiji  avtu^,  auvl  i-uianI  it  from  the  ground. — He  thought 

llv'  W  us  vlvMvL 

lUit  he  wu;t  not  vloiul,  ho  ^^•us  only  stunned. 
Hay    v^uly    ihouijUt  of  restoring  him — they  never 
1  us\U\l  t  lioiu^^l vv\?, 

Uo  caiuc  to  hi:?  rvcoUcction:  but  it  was  to  confess  the 
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conviction  of  a  conscience  awakened  by  this  last  appal* 
ling  event — this  righteous  judgment^  which  had  given 
them  some  taste  as  it  were,  of  the  horrible  death  they 
bad  prepared  for  so  many  others. 

Not  all  the  casuistry  of  their  teachers — not  all  their 
absolutions — ^not  all  their  masses — ^nor  their  holy  sacra- 
ment itself,  shall  avail  them  now. 

The  stubborn  heart  of  Gatesby  yielded  to  the  convic- 
tion, and  he  made  confession  aloud,  ''that  he  now 
perceived  that  the  hand  of  Almighty  Gt>d  was  against 
them  in  this  enterprise."* 

All  thoughts  of  further  resistance  were  henceforward 
abandoned. 

Kneeling  bare-headed  before  a  picture  of  the  virgin 
which  was  in  the  hall,  these  men  abandoned  of  their 
priests,  and  of  all  the  vain  resources  of  their  superstition, 
humbled  their  souls  before  God.  They  dared  to  ap- 
proach him,  their  father,  without  the  vain  mediation  of 
a  tonsured  minister  with  heart  no  purer  than  their  own; 
— they  dared  to  draw  near  to  the  great  Reality — and 
with  torrents  of  repentant  tears,  to  plead  for  pardon  of 
their  heavy  crimes. 

"  Perceiving  God  to  be  against  them,  they  all  prayed 
before  a  picture  of  our  Lady;  and  confessed  that  the 
act  was  so  bloody  as  they  desired  God  to  forgive 

them."t 


Thomas  Winter  was  wandering  about  in  the  woods 
near  the  house  at  Holbeach,  endeavouring  vainly  to 

*  Historical  f  Bookwood's  Examination.   State  Paper  Office. 
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kefece  ke  ocwid  find  wads  to  tdU  dwt  tiie  powder  lud 
exploded^  dHt  Mr.Gneriijrwv  kiOed,  Mr.Gxant  and 
Mr.  Roolnrood  temUjr  woanded,  and  thsft  Mr.LUde> 
tM*a  OKKond  kd  to  lorn  to  fly  and  eanpe  fior  his  U£b»  « 
ke  luiii9^  was  about  to  do. 

^  I  win  fiist  see  die  bod^  of  m j  fiiend^  and  I11117 
lum,  wbatercr  may  be&l  me,**  was  Thomas  WinlB^t 

<^  cntpriag  die  house,  be  fijundy  bowerer,  Mr. 
C^feednr  alrre,  and  dxNigb  with  a  tmne  shaken  and 
bis  iaoe  all  blackened  and  distorted  with  the  powder, 
X'ocovejed  fix>m  the  shock. 

He  had  left  them  all  eagerness  to  defend  themsdres, 
•ad  resolved  to  »efl  their  lives  as  deariy  as  they  could- 

He  found  them  humbled  and  sdf-condemned,  onlj 
•nxious  to  shed  no  more  blood. 

•*I  asked   than,-  sajs  Winter,  in  his 
•*  what  they  resolved  to  do?* 

'^ley  answered, 

"  We  mean  here  to  die." 

I  said  again, 

**  I  would  take  such  part  as  they  did." 


i-;-Uij« 
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li  WIS  abont  eleven  o'clock  in  tbe  forenoon,  wlien 
the  sheriff  of  Woroestenhiie,  Sir  Richard  Walsh,  fol- 
lowed by  aeyeral  gentlemen,  oonstables,  and  each  power 
and  force  of  the  county  as  he  could  collect,  arrived  at, 
and  beset  the  house. 

A  summons  to  surrender  being  made,  and  no 
answer  xetumed,  the  house  was  set  on  fire  on  one 
ode,  and  an  assault  made  upon  the  court,  which,  as 
usual  in  houses  of  that  description,  was  defended  by  a 
wall  and  a  sort  of  gallery,  and  had  a  door  in  the  centre; 
the  wall  it  appears  was  low,  and  the  pistols  were  easily 
fired  over  it. 

Though  intending  to  make  no  defence,  it  seems  that 
the  last  determination  to  which  the  unhappy  men  had 
arrived,  was  that  of  not  being  taken  alive.  They  seem 
all  to  have  come  down  into  the  court  and  exposed  them- 
selves intentionally  without  defence  to  the  fire  of  the 
assailants. 

The  first  shot  struck  Thomas  Winter  in  the  shoulder, 
and  deprived  him  of  the  use  of  his  arm. 

By  the  next,  the  elder  Wright  fell  dead,  by  the 
third,  the  younger. 

Then  Catesby  said  to  Winter,  "  Stand  by  me,  Tom, 
and  we  will  die  together,"  and  placed  himself  in  firont 
of  the  door  by  which  they  were  to  enter. 

*'  Sir,"  said  Winter,  "  I  have  lost  the  use  of  my  right 
arm,  and  I  fear  that  will  cause  me  to  be  taken." 

Then  Piercy  and  Catesby  placed  themselves  back  to 
back,  and  one  bullet  struck  the  life  of  the  two  friends 
at  the  same  moment,  l^ey  fell — and  the  crowd  rushing 
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in  shortly  after,  Winter  yns  thrown  down,  repeatedly 
wounded  with  a  pike,  and  taken  alive. 
Catesby  and  Piercy  were  killed  together. 


And  now  the  dim  shado^ira  of  death  gather  round 
Bobert  Catesby's  fiery  eye.  And  that  countenance  of 
wonderful  power,  force,  and  intellect,  is  darki^fiig 
with  black  shadows  and  the  cold  sweat  of  the  grave. 

Ages  seem  concentrated  in  the  last  moments  of  those 
who  linger  so.  Before  them,  ere  yet  the  final  curtain 
drops,  depicted  with  supernatural  truth  and  force,  the 
scenes  of  life  pass  in  succession  before  the  glazing  eye. 

He  sees  them. 

His  innocent  infancy — ^his  wild  unsteady  youth — ^his 
first  crime. — He  sees,  as  some  strange  demon  haunting 
every  scene,  the  fine  countenance  and  gentle  insinuating 
blue  eye  of  him  who  had  beguiled  him  to  his  ruin. 

And  he  sees  her — ^a  memory  never  e£bced — though 
so  frequently  obscured  in  the  hurry  and  agony  of  his 
turbulent  existence.  She  rises  before  his  eye,  in  all  the 
calm  and  holy  loveliness  of  that  long-remembered  night 
of  magnificence  and  pleasure.  And  then  suddenly,  as 
in  a  strange  confusion  of  expiring  thought,  she  mingles 
with  Ills  devout  aspirations  after  the  blessed  mother  of 
our  Lord;  and  as  if  impelled  by  a  new  impulse  of 
life — he  moves — he  half  rises — he  struggles  forward 
upon  liis  hands  and  knees.* 

The  life-drops  falling  from  his  bosom  stain  the  steps, 
as  he  gasps  and  falters  on.      He  reaches  that  large, 

•Historicia. 
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low,  and  now  silent  and  deserted  hall — where  serene  in 
beauty,  with  the  holy  infant  in  her  arms,  Btinds  a 
blessed  image  of  the  Virgin, 

He  straggles  towards  it — catches  it  in  his  aims  and 
strains  it  to  his  bosom  . .  . 

And  now  the  life  is  ebbing  fast — and  all  these  brief 
and  vivid  memories  mingle  and  confuse  together  aa  in 
one  incoherent  dream. 

A  choaking — a  gasp — a  slight  shivering  convul- 
sion—^ 

And  the  soul  of  Robert  Catesby  is  gone  to  judg- 


Thomas  Fiercy  died  of  his  wounds  the  next  day. 
The  rest  were  reserved  for '  trial — their  confessions 

serving   to  carry  down  the  record  and  explain   the 

hidden  meaning  of  this  dreadful  tragedy. 

May  generations  yet  unborn  profit  by  the  lesson- 
May  those  who  read  history — LEARN. — 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

Qadl*  d  il  piik  botao  Imogo  el  piik  ofcmo^ 
El  pid  lontano  dal  cid  che  tutto  gira. 

Whilb  despair  and  death  are  busy  with  the  miseraUe 
victims  of  his  devilish  policy — ^you  must  retom  with  me 
to  Coughton,  and  to  Father  Darcj. 

We  \eh  him  in  all  the  exultation  of  anticipated  vic- 
tory, abready  in  imagination  setting  his  foot  upon  the 
neck  of  kings;  and  in  the  triumph  of  his  religion  and 
party,  gratifying  all  the  selfish  greediness  and  restless 
pride  and  ambition  of  his  heart. 

His  order,  and  he  the  Provincial  of  his  order ! . . . . 

Already  have  the  vast  ramifications  spread  over  all 
Europe;  over  all  that  is  known  of  this  living  world. 
The  small  slender  fibres  firom  that  mighty  root  have  in- 
sinuated themselves  into  every  crevice  and  comer  of 
this  vast  edifice  of  England's  body  politic,  and  now,  like 
the  mighty  pine-tree  which  tears  up  the  ground,  and 
hurls  rocks  from  its  foundation  as  it  falls — with  one 
heave  the  powerful  engine  shall  bow  its  mighty  force 
before  the  wind,  and  heave  the  solid  fabric  from  its 
foundations. 

Some  such  image  as  this  was  in  Mr.  Darcy's  mind,  as 
on  this  dark,  rainy,  stormy  November  morning,  the  wind 
roaring  and  howling  without,  the  rain  beating  vrith 
violence  against  the  windows — a  huge  wood  fire  blazing 
upon  the  ample  hearth,  and  glittering  upon  the  splendid 
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faanginga,  onumeaita,  and  ceilings  of  the  large  tsll  at 
Conghton — he  paced  ap  and  down  ita  floor  with  Fa- 
ther Tesmond,  otherwise  Greenway,  by  his  ride. 

Hie  buaneas  was  by  this  time  done. 

Tet,  neither  priest  had  yet  ventured  to  hint  a  v^ble 
upon  the  aubject  to  th^  assembled  friends. 

Iliey  had  not  entirely  lost  the  leelings  of  men. 

Not  all  their  &lae  principles — not  all  the  force  whidi 
lubitual  {ovtenoe  and  faypociiay  poeaess  to  harden  the 
honum  heart— not  ell  the  pride,  ambition,  and  in- 
difference to  wrong  which  marked  their  characters — not 
erea  the  groee  indolgeooee  of  the  table  which  di»- 
graced  Father  Darcy'a  habits — could  altogether  so  com- 
l^etely  annihilate  every  natural  feeling,  but  that  some 
compunctions,  KHne  shrinkings  of  the  flesh,  would  make 
themselTcs  felt;  as  the  blasts  of  wind,  roaring  at  inter* 
vals  romid  the  mansion  were  heard  with  noise  resem- 
bling that  of  a  sudden  explodon,  shakiDg  every  door 
and  window  with  violence  as  they  rushed  by.  Tliere 
was — it  was  impossible  but  so  it  must  be  with  any 
heart  of  human  flesh — ^there  would  be  a  shudder,  aa 
the  loud  blast  died  away  in  a  sort  of  wild  lamentatioD. 

Father  Darcy  had  been  in  high  spirits  as  he  roes 
replete  from  a  plenteous  breakfast  this  morning.  Hii 
heart  had  revelled  in  the  pride  of  victory  as  he  en- 
tered this  hall  with  a  fire  in  his  eye  and  dignity  in  his 
carriage  proper  to  one  already  a  prime  leader  and  mover 
amid  the  aflairs  of  men.  But  as  he  and  Father  Green- 
way  paced  silently  together,  both  expecting  the  event- 
ful news — this  mournful,  wrathful,  stormy  violence  and  ' 
melancholy  wailing  of  nature,  fell  with  darker  and 
duker  influence  npon  thnr  hearts.    It  seemed  to  them 
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as  if  the  dirge  of  human  kind  was  singing  by  these 
winds,  and  tears  over  the  desperate  ruin  raining  from 
the  skies. 

Yesterday  it  was  done — to-day  what  are  they  about 
in  Westminster  —  in  shattered,  ruined,  slaughtered 
Westminster  ?  Where  is  the  lordly  palace  ?  Where 
the  grand  and  stately  abbey?  Where  those  halk 
tapestried  with  the  trophies  of  English  victory,  and 
filled  with  the  grandest,  the  fairest,  the  noblest,  and 
the  wisest  ?  Heels  to  the  sky — to  use  the  rough  woids 
of  John  Wright — they  have  been  scattered  by  the 
rage  of  the  fiery  tempest,  and  Westminster  is  a  city  of 
the  dead. 

There  is  again  a  wild  sudden  rush  against  the 
windows :  it  seems  as  if  the  demons  are  clawing  and 
clattering  for  entrance :  then  the  wind  shrieks  and  moans 
once  more,  and  with  the  wail,  as  of  terrified  women 
and  perishing  infants,  sweeps  dismally  by. 

Father  Darcy  was  any  thing  but  a  brave  man.  His 
cheek  paled  and  his  folded  hands  shook  together  as  he 
turned  and  looked  at  his  companion.  But  Father 
Greenway  preserved  the  same  determined  face  as  ever. 
He  was  a  man  of  more  resolution,  and  had  still  less  of 
the  human  weakness  of  pity  than  his  companion. 

"  No  one  comes — it  is  strange,"  at  last  Father  Green- 
way  said.  **  There  must  surely  have  been  time  for  one 
riding  post  haste  to  have  arrived  from  London." 
r:  *'  They   have  not  surely  forgotten  w^,"    expressed 
the  fears  of  Father  Darcy. 

He  had  no  fear  for  the  success  of  the  undertaking ; 
but  he  had  a  lurking  doubt  how  far  the  fiery  Catesby, 
when  fiushed  m\)ciN\QXA»T^  ^TCA^Q\>\^&\3iLd  manageable. 
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This  anxiety,  aa  jet  an  indistinct  work  of  feeling,  began 
to  take  shape  and  fonn. 

Greenway  had  left  the  hall,  and  the  Provindal  re- 
mained alone.  A  small  oaken  door  communicating  with 
the  servants'  apartments  opened,  and  a  serving-man 
coming  up  with  a  something  mysterious  and  troubled  in 
his  air,  said,  "  One  was  just  arrived  would  fain  speak 
with  Father  Darcy." 

"  Admit  him  at  once,"  was  the  Father's  order  ;  and 
Bates,  in  a  state  of  the  greatest  disorder)  his  thick  red 
hair  all  dishevelled  and  wetted  falling  about  his  &ce, 
his  great  blue  eyes  starting  with  terror  and  fatigue 
from  his  head,  his  check  all  patched  with  colours,  pale 
and  red  at  once,  his  knees  knocking  and  hands  trem- 
bling, was  admitted,  holding  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

*'  What  news  ?'  but  the  appearance  of  Bates  at  once 
told  what  news. 

Father  Darcy  unfolded  the  letter,  and  vas  engaged 
in  reading  it,  while  the  poor  trembling  Bates  stood 
anxiously  by,  when  FaUicr  Greenway  returned. 

"  The  messenger  is  arrived.  What  is  it  then.  Bates? 
What  news?  How  fares  it,  man?' 

"  Listen  and  you  shall  hear  how  it  &res,"  and  with 
astonishing  composure,  Father  Darcy  read  the  letter 
irom  beginiting  to  end  aloud,  as  Bates  in  his  confession 
reported. 

"  Fnough,"  he  said,  as  he  quietly  folded  it  up,  "  the 
enterprise  is  discovered,  and  we  are  all  undone." 

A  lamentation  upon  the  injury  Uiis  unfortunate  failure 
would  do  to  their  Order  followed ;  not  one  word  from 
Father  Darcy  ae  to  the  miserable  victims. 

How  to  provide  for  his  own  safe^,  Traa  the  next 

TOI»  II.  Z 
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question.  'W^ould  he  be  suspected?  cautious  as  he  had 
been,  would  not  some  link  of  connezioii  with  this*'  unfor- 
tunate business,*'  as  he  styled  it,  be  detected?  What 
could  Digby  and  Catesby  be  dreaming  of,  thus  to  send 
a  messenger  direct  to  him — to  consult  him,  forsooth, — 
what  business  had  they  to  consult  him? 

''  Hark  ye,  fellow,"  he  said^  going  up  to  Bates:  and 
addressing  him  rudely  and  sternly,  he  commanded  him, 
under  the  heaviest  penalties,  both  as  regarded  the  here 
and  the  hereafter,  to  abstain  £rom  mentioning  to  living 
being,  that  he  had  been  dispatched  upon  this  errand  by 
his  master:  adding,  brutally  enough,  **  they  wiU  veiy 
probably  catch  thee,  fellow.  Dost  thou  know  that 
they  will  rack  thee  to  within  an  inch  of  thy  life  if  th^ 
do? — So  take  care  of  thyself,  but  above  all  things 
mind  my  words — If  they  do  catch  thee,  let  not  the 
torture  wring  from  thee  one  jot  to  the  suspicion  or 
injury  of  God's  priests — or  that  torment,  that  gehenna, 
whicli  thy  cowardly  soul  findeth  too  sharp  for  the  en- 
durance  of  an  hour,  will  be  thy  portion  by  the  judg- 
ment of  the  Most  High,  for  all  eternity." 

The  poor  fellow  trembling,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
and  in  a  supplicating  voice  and  manner,  entreated  for 
mercy,  promising,  in  broken  accents,  that  he  would 
die  on  the  rack  before  he  would  betray  such  holy  men. 

'^ Then  mind,"  said  Darcy,  "thou  hast  never  seen 
me,  save  amid  general  company  at  Harroden  or  Rush- 
ton.  Thou  didst  neve?',  on  thy  soul,  convey  letter  or 
message  to  me.  Dost  thou  heed  me — ^mentally  reserve 
save  vpon  that  one  flight?  And  now  carry  thyself 
back  with  what  speed  thou  mayest,  lest  any  of  the 
servants  of  this  house  should  question  thee**' 
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"  But  my  maater,"  urged  the  poor,  misguided  ig- 
norant; "he  is  in  great  straita,  he  beseecLea  coudbcI 
at  your  hands,  reverend  father.  You  have  always  been 
nsed  to  counsel  him.    Forsake  us  not  in  our  ertremity." 

"  Fool,  what  art  thou  talking  of?"  said  Darey,  angrily, 
•'  I  counsel ! — I !  '  Oh,  my  soul,  enter  not  into  their 
counsels,  nor  take  part  in  their  assembly.' — Carry  back 
^s  message  to  thy  master,  if  message  there  must  be : 
tell  him  I  absolutely  abhor  and  disown  both  him  and 
his,  and  all  his  devilish  devices.  Bid  him  remember 
who  it  was  that  preached  peace  and  forbearance  till  hie 
listeners  were  offended  and  weary.  Bid  him  remember 
who  it  was  that  refused  to  listen  to  his  diabolical  plots, 
or  enter  into  his  treasonable  conspiracies.  Dost  thon 
hear,  idiot  ?"  aa  poor  Bates  stood  gazing  at  him  with 
speechless  amazement.  "  Dost  thou  mark  me,  aa  I 
utterly  disown  and  deny,"  and  here  he  attested  hia 
assertion  with  the  most  dreadful  oaths,  "  any  knowledge 
or  participation  in  this  foul  and  damned  enterprise. 
Dost  thou  hear?"  staking  him  roughly  by  the  shoulder 
aa  if  to  rouse  hia  attention  to  hia  words,  "dost  thou 
mark  me? — Let  that  truth  be  got  out  of  thee  when 
thou  art  racked." 

And  refusing  to  listen  to  one  word  more  upon  the 
subject,  with  a  stem,  authoritative  gesture  to  Green- 
way,  who  well  understood  it  to  impose  an  absolute 
command  to  say  and  do  nothing  to  discredit  this  aseer* 
tion.  Father  Darcy  left  the  room. 

Poor  Bates,  now  stammering  and  bursting  into  tears, 
fell  upon  his  knees,  and  with  his  hands  clasped,  and  the 
large  drops  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  beaought  Father 
Greenway  not  to  forsake  them  utterly. 
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Poor  fellow,  he  had  been  brought  up  in  such  Boper- 
Btitious  reverence  for  his  priests,  that  to  be  deserted  by 
them  in  this  distracting  hour  of  distress  and  danger^ 
appeared  to  him  as  the  climax  of  calamity;  he  prayed 
with  agony  and  urgency  that  Father  Tesmond  woold 
join  the  dismayed  and  distracted  party,  and  assst  them 
with  his  counsels. 

"  For  you  know  yourself,  reverend  father,  how  in 
that  house  at  the  court  of  St  Clements,  I  did  in  the 
sacrament  of  confession  avow  what  my  master  had  en< 
gaged  me  in.  I  did  ask  of  you  counsel  in  a  matter 
which  touched  my  conscience,  and  thou  didst  advise  me 
that  the  thing  was  lawful  and  praiseworthy,  and  that  I 
was  to  be  secret  and  faithful" 

The  bridge  was  thus  broken  down  behind  Father 
Grcenway,  for  the  fact  was  undeniable. 

But  Jesuit  though  he  was,  hewas  abravc,  energetic,  en- 
thusiastic man,  and  of  a  nature  not  inclined  to  forsake  his 
iricnds  in  distress,  nor  to  abandon  an  enterprise  at  the  first 
check.  Had  he  not  been  a  Jesuit — ^had  he  not  been  edu- 
cated in  that  habit  of  unquestioning  obedience  to  the  au- 
thority of  his  superiors  which  had  become  as  it  were  a 
second  nature  with  him,  he  might  have  felt  the  same 
contempt  and  indignation  for  the  meanness  and  cow- 
ardice of  his  Provincial,  which  we  do.  As  it  was,  he 
passed  over  that  part  of  the  subject;  and  as  Bates 
reiterated  his  prayers,  saying:  "  If  ever  he  loved  or 
wished  to  servo  his  master,  to  come  to  him  now," 

Grcenway  said:  **  That  he  would  not  forbear  to  go 
unto  him,  though  he  were  to  die  a  thousand  deaths. 
Though  I  sec,"  said  he,  "  that  this  business  will  over- 
throw the  whole  society  of  the  Jesuits." 
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He  then  left  him  for  a  short  time  to  ask  permission 
of  his  superior. 

They  were  about  an  hour  engaged  in  close  confer- 
ence. Father  Darcj  would  by  no  means  listen  to  the 
generous  urgency  of  Ghrcenway,  to  be  allowed  openly 
to  join  the  unhappy  confederates.  All  he  could  obtain 
was  permission  to  meet  them  at  Huddington  that  night, 
and  there  concert  measures  with  them. 

**  But  the  whole  matter  is  undone,*'  Father  Darqr 
repeated,  "  the  enterprise  is  lost — all  that  remains  for 
us,  is  to  keep  our  own  heads  out  of  the  noose — ^to 
separate  ourselves  entirely  from  their  interests,  and  look 
after  our  own;  which,  I  can  tell  you,  Mr.  Tesmond, 
will  need  all  our  care.  Nevertheless  I  do  not  say,  if  a 
general  rising  in  the  northern  and  western  coimties 
and  in  Wales  were  possible— I  do  not  say — I  am  not 
prepared  exactly  to  say — what  then — I  must  leave  it  to 
your  best  discretion,  to  act  as  circumstances  may  require 
in  this  busine^.  Commanding  you  as  you  value  your 
salvation,  and  upon  your  oath  of  obedience,  not  to 
suffer  my  name  to  be  once  mentioned  in  this  matter. 
No,  not  by  the  most  distant  implication — ^you  know — 
you  must  remember,"  said  he  with  stem  emphasis, 
'*  that  it  was  under  the  seal  of  confession — under  the 
seal  of  confession  ahne^  that  this  communication  was 
ever  made  to  me,  and  that  greatly  against  my  will. 
That  which  is  revealed  to  me  in  confessiop,  I  do  not 
know — it  is  as  if  it  had  not  been — I  wash  my  hands 
altogether  of  this  foul  bu^ness.  I  have  ever  preached 
peace  and  submission — I  am  a  man  of  peace — I  have 
ever  been  a  man  of  peace.    Do  you  ribt  acknowledge 


ift?^  Father  Gieenway  reverently  bowed.  **  As  8iich« 
I  altocrether  disowTi  these  rash  and  desperate  con^- 
ntors — I  wash  mj  hands  of  all  this  Mood" — bo  Fllate 
washed  his  hands.  "  Do  yon  understand  me?— <bjoa 
take  me  with  yoa,  ar?" 

All  this  was  spoken  with  the  hurried  emphaas  of  one 
anxious  to  impose  what  he  knew  to  be  a  lie,  upon  the 
credulitv  of  another. 

m 

Again  Father  Greenway  made  a  low  and  sabmissi^ 
lererence.  He  could  not  but  remember — his  memory 
would  be  busy — ^but  he  repressed  such  unfortunate  recol- 
lections as  impious,  as  contrary  to  his  tow  of  obedienoet 
and  bending  his  head  with  an  ur  of  meekness  and  com- 
punction, that  strangely  contrasted  with  his  strong, 
fier}',  and  almost  fierce  countenance,  said : 

*'  These  are  your  commands — I  will  obey  them 
strictly,  as  I  am  in  all  things  bound  to  do — rely  upon 
my  discretion  and  fidelity." 

And  taking  horse  with  Bates,  he  joined  the  conspi- 
rators on  Wednesday  night  at  Huddington. 

He  allowed  himself  but  half-an-hour's  conirersation 
with  Catesby,  and  again  departed.  This  fidelity  to  his 
sinking  friends,  enormous  as  his  criminality  had  been, 
is  one  redeeming  point  at  least  in  his  character. 

The  bold  man,  it  may  be  a  dight  satisfisurtion  to 
remember,  escaped  to  Flanders. — ^The  mean,  truckling, 
paltry  dissembler,  ascended  the  scaffold. 


Bates  had  been  better  mounted  than  John  Digby 
— ^his  horse  was  fresh  from  the  stables  at  Warwick — 
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that  of  John  Digby,  veaiy  trith  a  day's  huatJng.     The 
latter  amved  at  Cougttoa  shortly  after  him. 

Do  you  hear  the  kmentinga  of  women? — Do  you  see 
their  agoniea  of  grief  and  despair? — Do  you  hear  them 
calling  upon  God  in  this  their  distraction,  and  implor- 
ing for  themselves  and  for  those  they  love,  bis  long 
suffering  mercy? 

Iteir  priests  do  not  so.  "  Duiing  all  this,  we  re- 
marked that  they  never  used  one  word  of  godliness 
or  religion,  or  recommended  themselves  or  their  cause 
to  God,  but  applied  themselves  wholly  to  the  matter." 

Strange  symptoms  in  such  an  age  of  religion  as  was 
that ! — awful  agn  of  the  utter  hardness  and  deadness  to 
all  spiritual  truth — the  utter  destruction  of  all  reverence 
for  the  unseen,  which  their  dreadful  tampering  with 
holy  things  for  unholy  purposes  had  occasioned. 

But  it  was  not  so  with  these  unhappy  women. 

It  was  not  so  with  Evelyn — alas,  where  else  should 
she  fly  for  shelter? 

So  awful  a  crime! — Was  it  possible? — Could  it  be 
her  beloved,  her  Eversrd  ? — He  whom  she  had  talked 
with  in  sweet  daily  converse — had  fed  with — trifled 
with,  loved,  in  all  the  fond  lamiliarity  of  sweet  do- 
mestic' life.  A  criminal  1 — ^A  conspirator ! — ^The  dark- 
est of  criminals — the  most  desperate  of  conspirators  I — 
What  he  I — A  monster  of  violence  and  cruelty — ab- 
horred of  God  and  man  I — What,  he? 

What  a  distracting  bewilderment  is  in  her  swee 
blue  eyes,  now  all  distended  and  straining  with  horror 
—as  she  walks  with  hurried  steps  up  and  down  the 
toom:  struggling   and  striving  as  it  were  vainly  to 
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coixiOTeri£Xui — to  seue — xo  take    m     to  rywipMK  dds 
ascoazbinu;  impieBbiHtT! 

Whas  be !— ETemd !— her  kndMiid!— the  fioker  qf 


EEs  tender  poztmg  kiss  is  jet  warm  upon  ker  dbeek, 
kxs  tears  mze  drring  there. — ^Wkat  he!— Ammderer! 
A  tzaLtor ! — A  fidoa ! — ^Wkat,  he  lend  kxs  hand  to  fire 
the  cime,  and  blow  thansands  and  thousands  of  inno- 
cent cpeamres  mciiy  women,  and  children — babes — 
veil,  iirtle  babes  like  ku  own — to  atoms  I 

--Ob.  mv  £ither! — mj  £uberr  at  hot  boist  fbnh, 
while  a  crowd  of  lecollectioos  of  all  that  father  s  teacb- 
xnza — forjjtten.  aks !  too  soon,  under  the  infloenoe  of 
another — rushed  to  her  beart.  And  at  that  name 
guslicd  ic'Tih  a  torrent  of  tcais  which  preserred  life  and 
intellect  f  jr  her  children- 
Restored  t.j  herself  bv  this  relief — Evelyn  sought 
at  once  that  fountain  of  srace  and  lore,  from  whence 
cocioLition  to  her  distracted  heart  alone  could  spring. 
And  «o«jthed  in  some  degree  by  the  inflaence  of  those 
supports,  which  are  never  by  the  trusting  sought  in  vain, 
hhe  could  listen  to  what  few  particulars  John  Digby. 
alrr.<35t  as  much  in  the  dark  as  herself,  was  able  to  give. 
Two  vast  sources  of  consolation  were  opened  to  them 
both — the  crime  had  not  been  committed,  and  her  hus- 
band was  yet  at  large. 

The  letter  brought  by  Bates  was  read  with  floods 
of  tears,  but  with  a  consolation  irrepressible.  In  spite 
of  all  this  hideous  misconception  of  what  was  righteous 
and  just,  Everard  was  still  the  same.  It  was  still  hes 
Evcrard.    That  he  could  have  been  so  blinded — that 
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he  could  have  been  bo  misled,  roiudned  with  Her,  as 
it  must  for  ever  rem^  vith  all,  a  dark,  iiucrutable 
mystery  of  the  human  heart 

But  his  piety^his  deep  and  tdncere  repeDtance — hii 
gentle  submission  to  the  punishment  of  his  crime — 
hia  tender  regards,  even  in  his  cruellest  moments,  to 
others — testified  by  those  simple  fragments  which  he 
has  left  behind,  and  which  afterwards  reached  her 
from  his  prison  in  the  Tower — softened  the  distraction 
of  her  thoughts,  and  sweetened  the  bitterness  and  the 
horror  of  those  recollections.  He  was  still  her  Eve- 
rard — he  was  still  that  angel  of  love  and  gentleness 
that  had  won  the  adoration  of  a  character  radically 
stronger  than  his  own.  She  was  a  devout  Cathohc, 
and  her  church  had  many  consolations  to  offer,  for 
griefs  such  as  hers.  Hod  she  been  a  Protestant,  she 
would  have  found  them  tmder  a  stall  better  form. 

It  was  Uiought,  at  first,  that  the  poor  jester  would 
have  died  of  grief. 

He  was  a  loving,  rimple  creature — and  he  had  be- 
mdes,  however  he  came  by  it,  such  a  clear  sense  of 
things,  that  no  disguises  could  hide  the  truth  of  the 
matter  from  him. 

It  was  not  that  Everard,  his  honoured  master,  was 
a  furtive  and  a  vagabond;  that  he  would  assuredly 
be  taken,  and  assuredly  must  die  by  the  cruel  hand 
of  the  executioner;  but  it  was  that  he  was  a  criminal 
— and  it  was  the  firm  persuasion  that  he  was  a  cri- 
minal through  blind  snbmisrion  to  the  persuasioa  of 
his  priests — ^it  was  this  agonising  regret,  struggling 
-with  an  indignation  and  lage  which  were  too  strong 
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for  words,  wliich  heaved,  and  dboaked,  and  suffocated 
within  the  bosom  of  Fabian.  Hia  heart  was  bieslmig 
— ^the  bodily  agony  and  struggle  was  despente. 
Erelyn  was  told  of  it-— only  she  could  sooth — ^ihey  Ten- 
tured  to  beseech  her  to  come. 

It  was  with  the  pity  of  an  angel  that  she,  mastei^ 
ing  her  own  anguish,  in  compassion  for  that  of  one 
less  able  to  endure—stood  by  his  bed-adc,  and  add — 

^'  We  must  submit  to  the  will  of  Gt>d,  Fabian.  Be 
patient,  poor  boy.  There  is  one  who  shall  wash  out 
the  stain  of  dn.  Let  us  both  live  to  pcay  for  him, 
that  it  may  be  so." 

She  had  touched  the  right  string.  As  he  held  that 
dear  kind  hand  in  both  his,  and  looked  up  in  her  &ce 
with  a  love,  oh,  far  beyond  the  ezpresdon  of  words, 
the  overcharged  heart  began  already  to  disengage  itself 
—one  or  two  deep  aghs  broke  from  his  labouring  breast 
—one  or  two  big  tears  rolled  down  those  thin  withered 
cheeks — and  Fabian  lived. 

He  remained  with  Evelyn ;  after  all,  perhaps,  her  best 
earthly  support.  Many  had  sorrowed  with  her,  all  had 
sympathised  with  her,  but  their  sorrow  yielded  to  the 
course  of  things,  and  their  sympathy  died  away.  But 
Fabian's  sorrow  was  as  her  sorrow — ^his  wound  if  not  so 
deep,  as  incurable  as  hers.  The  inexpresable  support 
and  consolation  of  this  simple  communion  of  feeling 
cheered  the  remaining  years  of  a  life  devoted  to  her 
duties  and  to  her  children. 

How  much,  as  years  rolled  on,  as  her  sons  sprang  to 
manhood,  and  in  the  capricious  character  of  the  elder, 
the  well-known  Sir  Eenelm  Digby,  she  found  cause  £br 
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griefs  and  anxietieB  known  only  to  parenta  with  children 
such  as  these — ^how  &r  the  devoted  attachment  of  the 
poor  fool  must  have  consoled  her,  may  be  guessed  by 
those  who  have  known,  that  it  ie  the  soKtade  of  sonow, 
which  is  perhaps  the  most  insupportable  of  all  those 
difierent  forms  of  suffering  which  never-dying  regret — 
terrible  visitor  I  puts  on. 

Eleanor  received  the  intelligence  in  gloomy  ffllenc^— 
the  gloom  of  one  who  has  long  expected  nothing  from 
this  world,  who  has  long,  in  bitter  disappointment, 
learned  to  hate  rather  than  to  endure  it. 

Grace  Vaux  died  the  founder  of  a  convent  abroad. 
I  forbear  to  trace  the  details  of  her  history.  Of  all 
this  painiul  scene,  peopled  with  tlie  phantoms  of  these 
ghastly  vicdms  of  priestly  craA  and  perverted  religion, 
this  one  is  not  the  least  painful — this,  of  a  creature  so 
pious,  holy,  and  dimnterested,  trailing  in  humble  attend- 
ance upon  the  footsteps  of  such  a  man  as  Father  Darcy  I 

Smoothing  with  humble  reverence  tlie  path  of  a 
base,  unbelieving  hypocrite — a  gross,  sensual  lover  of 
thia  world,  incredulous  of  and  indifierent  to  the  ezis^ 
emx  of  any  thing  better?  Hiis  Grace  Vaux  I — so 
earnest,  so  devoted,  so  purely-minded,  so  deeply  ascetic, 
BO  deeply  self-sacrifidng  I  This  Stunt  Theresa  I — in 
attendance  upon  a  man  such  as  this,  receiving  his  letters 
with  fervent  thankfulness,  and  so  blinded  by  her  supers 
stitious  faith,  as  to  read  without  comprehending  theii 
ttne  character,  such  passages  as  t^ese: 

"  We  were  very  merry  and  content  within."  Thia 
was  when,  in  company  with  Hall,  another  Jesuit,  he  lay 
concealed  nnder  i/b.  Abingdon's  roof  at  Henlip,  after 
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aU  the  Ticdms  of  their  policjhjid  perished  by  the  swoid, 
or  in  misezable  inguish  nnder  the  cmel  tortmes  of  the 
ecafibld.  "  We  woe  Teiy  merry  and  eamient  within." 
They  were  atting  in  a  small  hidden  nooky  fed  with 
sweetmeats,  broths,  caudles,  and  wine,  through  a  small 
hole  in  a  chimney-  '*  We  were  very  meny  and  con- 
tent within,  hearing  the  searchers  every  day  more 
curious  over  us."  * 

Orthis— 

*'  I  was  lodged  in  the  gate-house,  and  could  not  eat 
any  thing,  but  went  supperlesB  to  bed;  and  all  the  while 
there  could  eat  very  little;  <»ily  contenting  myself  with 
bread,  an  apple,  and  some  wine,  according  to  my 
purse  . .  . 

Orthis— 

"  On  St.  Valentine's  day  I  came  to  the  Tower,  where 
I  have  a  very  fine  chamber ....  I  am  allowed  CTery  meal 
a  dmught  of  excellent  claret  wine;  and  I  am  liberal  to 
myself  and  neighbours  for  good  respects,  to  allow  also 
of  my  own  purse,  some  sack,  &c.  &c." 

And  not  through  the  whole  correspondence,  one  word 
of  compassion,  one  single  return  upon  himself,  one 
single  expression  of  pity  for  his  friends  and  her  friends, 
slaughtered  but  some  few  weeks  before. 

A  reproach  cast  upon  Mr.  Catesby's  memory  is  the 
only  mention  of  them. 

How  this  man  lied  upon  his  trial,  confirming  his  de- 
clarations, as  Lord  Salisbury  said,  "  so  stiffly  upon  his 
soul,  reiterating  it  with  so  many  detestable  execrations 
as  it  wounded  the  Lords  to  hear" — is  matter  of  history. 
*  6arnet*8  letters  to  Anne  Yaoz.    State  Paper  (MBce. 
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How  lie  allerwaids  recanted  all  these  declar&tione,  and 
impudentlj  justified  himself  by  the  doctiine  of  equivo* 
cation — is  matter  of  history  too. 

How  his  memory  was  reverenced,  and  for  aught  I 
know,  is  still  reverenced  as  a  saintly  martyr  by  that 
church  which  he  dishonoured  and  disgraced — is  matter 
of  history  also. 

The  rest  may  sleep  in  peace,  deluded  victims  of  un- 
principled teachers — by  wolves  in  sheep's  clothing,  and 
devils  asBOming  the  garb  of  angels,  betrayed  step  by 
step  into  horrible  ciime.  Even  Guy  Fawkea — Guido 
Fawkea — the  bug-bear  of  the  school-boy,  as  a  creeping 
pitiful  midnight  assas^n,  wiUi  his  matches  and  lantern,  • 
his  peaked  Spanish  hat  and  long  cloak — even  he,  may 
resume  hb  place  as  a  bmve  tliough  relentless  ianatical 
gentleman  and  soldier — but  sooner  or  later  die  troth 
will  be  known — and  the  character  of  Father  Darcy, 
Farmer,  Whalley,  Gatnet,  or  by  whichever  of  his 
many  names  he  shall  be  remembered — shall  sooner 
or  later  most  assuredly  be  understood,  and  be  handed 
down  to  the  execration  of  mankind,  among  those  who 
have  dared  to  prostitute  holy  things  to  unrighteous 
purposes;  who  have  blasphemed  against  the  divinest 
part  of  man — his  reverence  for  the  powers  unseen; 
have  entered  into  that  awful  sanctuary  of  the  Spirit  of 
God,  and  installed  the  doctrines  of  the  Devil. 

' '  Woe  unto  ye  who  have  taken  away  the  key  of  know- 
ledge, ye  entered  not  in  yourselves,  and  they  that  were 
entering  in  ye  hindered.  Yc  blind  guides  which  strain 
at  a  gnat  and  swallow  a  camel ! — Ye  serpents ! — Ye  ge- 
neration of  npers  I  How  can  ye  escape  the  damnation 
of  Hell? 
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«« Woe  unto  him  who  shall  ofiend  one  of  iheae  litde 
ones  '* — teach  one  of  these  little  ones  to  ofiend. 

*'  It  were  better  for  him  that  a  millstone  were  hanged 
to  his  neck,  and  that  he  were  drowned  in  the  depths  o 
the  sea." 

The  sea  of  oblivion ! 


But  a  time  is  coming  when  that  sea  shall  cast  up  its 
dead;  when  histoiy  shall  be  no  longer  a  &ble  and  a 
lie,  but  great  and  small  shall  come  to  judgment. 

**  And  I  beheld  and  saw,  and  the  tables  were  set,  and 
the  books  were  opened,  and  great  and  small  stood  before 
(Jod,  and  every  one  was  judged  by  his  works.** 


One  picture  more,  and  I  have  done — ^Everard  at  his 
trial  and  in  the  Tower. 

lie  is  arraigned — ^but  with  the  deep  sense  of  guilt 
which  lies  heavy  at  his  heart,  shall  he  desire  to  escape? 
Shall  he,  by  pleading  not  guilty,  seal  his  criminality  by 
a  lie? — ^Not  so. 

"  Having  heard  the  indictment  read,  he  showed  a  dis- 
position to  confess  the  principal  part  of  it,*  and  so  began 
to  enter  into  a  discourse.  But  being  advertised  that  he 
must  first  plead  directly  to  the  indictment,  guilty  or  not 
guilty,  and  afterwards  he  should  be  licensed  to  speak, 
he  forthwith  confessed  the  treason  contained  in  the  in- 
dictment, and  so  fell  into  a  speech  whereof  there  were 
two  parts,  motives  and  petitions. 

**  The  first  motive  which  drew  him  into  this  action  was 
not  ambition,  or  discontentment  of  estate,  neither  mahce 
to  any  in  parliament,  but  the  friendship  and  love  he 
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bore  to  Mr.  Catesby,  which  prevailed  so  much,  and  was 
so  powerful  with  him,  as  that  for  his  sake  he  was  ever 
contented  and  ready  to  hazard  himself  and  his  estate. 

**  The  next  was  the  cause  of  religion  which  alone,"  as 
he  said,  **  seeing  it  lay  at  the  stake,  he  entered  into  a 
resolution  to  neglect  in  that  behalf  his  estate,  his  life, 
his  name,  his  memory,  his  posterity,  and  all  worldly  and 
earthly  felicity  whatsoever,  though  he  did  utterly  ex- 
tirpate and  extinguish  all  other  hopes  for  the  restoring 
of  the  Catholic  religion  in  England.  And  the  third 
motive  was  that  promises  were  broken  with  Catholics. 
And  lastly  they  generally  feared  harder  laws  from 
this  parliament  against  recusants  ;  and  that  it  was 
supposed  that  it  should  be  made  a  praemunire  only 
to  be  a  Catholic." 

His  petitions  were  few — they  were;  "that  since  the 
offence  was  confined  and  contained  within  himself,  the 
punishment  might  extend  only  to  himself,  and  not 
be  transferred  to  his  wife,  children,  sisters,  or  others; 
and,  therefore,  he  humbly  craved  that  his  wife  might 
enjoy  her  jointure ;  his  son  the  benefit  of  an  entail  made 
long  before  this  action  was  thought  of;  his  sisters  their 
just  and  due  portions  which  were  in  his  hands;  his 
creditors  their  rightful  debts  —  which  that  he  might 
more  justly  set  down  under  his  hand,  he  requested 
before  his  death,  his  man  (steward)  might  be  licensed 
to  come  unto  him.  For  himself  he  had  only  one  pe- 
tition :  he  entreated  to  be  beheaded,  desiring  all  men 
to  forgive  him :  and  that  his  death  might  satisfy  them 
for  his  trespass," 

•  "  Jardine'8  Criminal  TxyalB.     Gunpowder  Plot."— An  admir- 
able specimen  of  hiitoric  inTestigatko. 
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After  a  long  and  somewhat  cruel  speech  from  Sir 
Edward  Coke,  in  which  but  small  hope  waa  held  out 
tliit  his  anxieties  for  his  £muly  and  creditors  should 
bo  ;it:ended  to,  and  none  that  his  punishment  should  be 
commuted  to  beheading;  the  horrible  sentence  of  the 
English  bw,  as  it  then  stood,  for  treason^  was  pronounced 
upon  lum.  His  demeanour  seems  to  have  melted  the 
heans  of  all  present. 

Upon  the  rising  of  the  court  Sir  Everard,  bowint' 
himself  to  the  Lords,  said: 

•'  If  I  may  but  hear  any  of  your  Lordships  say  you 
forgive  me,  I  shall  go  more  cheerfully  to  the  gallows.'* 

Whereupon  the  Lords  said: 

''  God  forpvc  you  and  we  do." 

Ho  lies  buried  in  a  garden,  where  once  was  a  small 
cliajx-1  belonging  to  his  family,  at  liis  estate  of  Tilton  in 
Northamptonshire.  In  the  dead  of  the  night  tlicy 
brought  his  mangled  remains  there;  his  brother,  his  -wife, 
his  sister,  and  Fabian,  wept  over  his  grassy  tomb.  No 
stone  oomniemorates  the  place.  The  branches  of  the 
overhanging  trees,  as  the  night  wind  sighs  amon^  them, 
sing  Ills  lullaby. 

**  Tlierc  gather'd  oft  the  eariiest  of  the  jear. 
By  Imn<i5  unseen  are  showers  of  violets  found ; 
Thi»  retl-breost  loves  to  build  and  warble  there. 
And  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground.** 


THE  END. 
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